





A FAIRY WENT A-MARKETING . 1 

A fairy wenfe a- marketing — 

Slit* bought a*littlo fish ; 

She put it in a crystal bowl 
Upon a golden dish ; 

All day site sat in wonderment 
And watched its silver gleam, 

And then she gently took it up 

And slipped it in a stream, j I 

A fairy went a-marketing — > j 

She bought a coloured bird ; I 
It sang the sweetest, shrillest eong{ j 
That ever she had heard ; ^ 

She sat beside its painted oage 
And listened hajf the day, 


And then she opened wide the door 
And let it lly away. 

A fairy went a-marketing — 

She bought a winter gown 
All stitched about with gossamer 
And lined with thistledown ; 

She wore it all the afternoon 
With prancing and delight, 

Then gave it to a little frog 
To keep him warm at night. 

A fairy went a-marketing — 

She bought a gentle mouse 
To take her tiny messages, 

To keep her tiny house ; 

All day she kept its busy feet 
Pit-patting to and fro, 


i And then she kissed its silken ears, 

! Thanked it, and let it go. R. F. 

= - — “ 

i “ The dancers . . . fairly brought down tin* 

! house will) their artist ic footwork.” 

I Provincial Paper. 

Not “ the light fantastic.” 

“ SlIKKlt PKOKITUaUNO. 

| Chickens weighing iVilh. realised anything 
j from l()s. <kl. to l*2s.— The (.'hairm m remarked 
* that these exorbitant prices for p<»ultr\ lessened 
! the amount of meat available for poor people.” 
j IJVs/era Moniuuj News. 

j Jn the West Country where they raise 
I these gigantic fowls such prices may he 
| excessive, but to Londoners they seem j 
■miraculously moderate. I 
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CHARIVARIA. 

“ What do wo usk for? And what do 
wo stand for?” asks an evening paper 
loader. Wo do not profess to have the 
detective instinct unduly developed, but 
wo think the answer must be, “Butter.” 

“ U do not boast," said the Kuser 
in a recent address to his troops. Then 
' who stalled the scandal ? 

! * 
j A young man of twenty-one has boon 
: sentenced to a year’s imprisonment for 
i burglaries at the house of his mother. 

The growing tendency of the State to 
: interfere with family life is becoming 
! intolerable. * * 

: We hear that there will be. a great 

boom in matrimony after the War. 
Meanwhile it is satisfactory to note 
; that severe measures are being taken 
, against wife-hoarders. 

* 

i * 

; Owing to the fact that sd many of 
| our grown-ups are now engaged on 
munitions, children in pantomimes are 
! this year much younger. 

I A Gorman steamer has sunk a light- 
! ship off the coast of Sweden. The pur- 
; pose of the accident lias not yet been 
1 ascertained. * 

‘ * 

It is reported that the University of 
j Heidelberg has decided to show its 
| profound contempt for American Kultur 
by forbidding all reference to “unser 
! Chaplin.” * * 

| * 

: Not long ago a leader from The Times 

| was used by a Surrey clergyman as a 
sermon, and last week Bishop Well don 
wrote the leader in The Daily Mail. 

I It is not known who bad tho better 
; bargain, but there is still a good deal 
of bitter feeling between tho Surrey 
congregation and the Carmelites. 

* * 

! * 

! There are brighter days in store for 
journalists, it seems. A gentleman 
: writes to The Evening Ken's to say 
that he finds newspapers excellent for 
: lighting fires. * * 
i * 

| A man fined one pound for giving a 
false air-raid warning said he did it to 
get his sister out of a public-house. 

( Owing to tho match famine ho \?as 
j unable to cany out his original idea of 
1 setting the place on fire. 

! *. 1; * 

I “ I will take no profit from anything ■ 
; produced for any Government during! 
j the War,” He nry To an is reported j 
j to ’nave said. He is vastly mistaken if i 
lie thinks he can ride rough-shod over 
! our War Office like that. 

i 


A correspondent of The Daily De- 
press reports the discovery that Tues- 
day is much tho finest day of tho week. 
Sir Douglas Haig is being communi- 
cated with. - * . 

There is no truth in the report that, 
as an answer to the frish-Amcricans' 
declaration of allegiance to tho Allied 
cause, M. de Valer a has threatened to 
put an embargo on the export of police- 
men to .New York. 

At Poplar last week tho authorities 
commandeered cheese at one largo store 
and took it to another shop. We 
understand that it went quietly. 

WAR CHANGE. 

Before tho War his chief character- 
istics were gentleness find a soft solici- 
tude. 

With his oyes searching my very 
soul, his whole being alert to respond 
to my desire, “What is your pleasure, 
Madam?" he would ask. 

In that distant past, seeing him there 
inscrutable behind the bacon machine, 
I have fondly imagined that one day 
I would answer his question, and, lead 
iug him gently away from his sides of 
bacon and his drums of cheese and out 
beneath the portcullis of rabbits into 
the sunlight, 1 would show him, in 
flights of fancy, all that is my pleasure, 
and ask him, was it his, wrapped in 
obsequious dignity, to stand and serve. 

You see, I wondered. But now — 
now l shall never ask that question. 

1 begin with an ingratiating smile. 
“ Can you let me have ” I say. 

He interrupts mo and his voice is 
hard and cold. ‘ No butter, no bacon 
and no tea,” be says. 

Tliero is consciousness of power in 
his voice and I seem to wilt under tl o 
glance of contempt with which ho di - 
misses me. 

“ No tea,” be repeats, turning the 
knife in the wound. 

“ I thought you might possibly spare 
me — ” J dare to begin to suggest. 

“Ten tomorrow prompt,” lie inter- 
rupts authoritatively. “And wait out- 
side v You ’ll find a queue there.” The 
note of triumph rings in his voice. 

Ho watches me as I creep out of the 
shop, says “ Well?” over his shoulder 
to tlie next, customer, and lovingly Hicks 
the dust fv m the imitation stacks 
of tea. 

So now I am answered, and if seoms 
that. I alone among all his suppliants 
am capable of a sympathetic under- 
standing. 

After years of unnatural ohligeance 
(no, I know there isn’t, hut there ought 
to he) can one wonder that lie wallows 
in an orgy of impolite refusal ? 


I seem to soo him there all these 
years chained, as he felt, to a vast con- 
suming appetite, ministering to insatia- 
bility. He saw us all as mouths, 
greedy and clamorous, eating into his 
life and who knows wluit high adven- 
tm m dreams. And lie, countor-bound 
and stifling in his own politeness, could 
do no more than helpfully supply what 
these maws demanded. 

Suddenly to find himself able, with 
little pecuniary loss, to spoak his mind ! 
What if ho shows at timos the temper 
of a tyrant? Who would not abandon 
himself to such a situation ? 

And tliero is another side to him 
since his release. At times ho warms 
to a very geniality of wrath. Ho 
expands. Ho holds forth. lie tolls 
me how I ’d never believe , and would n t 
credit, and could scarcely imagine the 
subterfuges to which the general public 
will descend in an endeavour to evade 
a wise grocer’s liberal rationing. He 
waxes wroth over a spoilt, an overfed 
and self-indulgent nation. 

So now I shall never ask him wdiat 
is his pleasure. For I know'. 

But — I wonder— will ho over again 
ask me the old question ? 


A Fatherland Boot was busy of late 
In making tho Kaiser a new Hymn of 
Ilato ; 

Perhaps, oro its echoes have time to 
grow' dim, 

The Huns may ho learning a new' Hate 
of Him. 


“ It is nevertheless true that our attack . . . 
failed bccauso its objects, whatever they 
might have been, wore not achieved.” 

North Mail. 

Mr. Belloc must look to his laurels. 


“ If he [M. Oaillaux] is innocent, he lias 
had tho most confoundedly bad luck ! A pre- 
vious Joseph hardly had worse when some- 
body else put a silver cup into the mouth of 
his sack.” — Truth. 

“What is Truth?” said poor littlo 
Benjamin. __ 

“Ravenna, which had no importance from 
a commercial, naval, or military point of view, 
and which had been spared by the CSothas, the 
Vandals, and tho French sack of 151*2, had 
suffered badly from an Austrian bombardment 
a few hours after Ltaly had entered tho war.” 

Liverpool \ } apcr. 

Wo hope the Gothas will not mako up 
for their previous clemency. 

Extract from a lettor received by a 

Vicar : — 

• 

“You vlill no doubt agree that, in view of 
the fact that Ilia Lordship tho Bishop will 
preside a$ (’hairman of tho Lecture r ;\vhich I 
intend to give at tho Victoria Hall on Monday, 
it v t !U bo necessary to use every effort to fill 
thofHall.” 

FoiVunately the Bishop bad a sense of 
humour, and said, “ b’end it to Punch' 




AN EASY CONUNDRUM. 

First Watcher on the Rhine. “THESE ACCURSED BRITISH, OUR SO PEACEFUL hmj/ 
CULTURED MANNHEIM TO BOMB!” 

Second ditto. “WHAT DEVIL TAUGHT THEM THIS FRIGIITFULNESS ?” 

_s J 


I 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[January 2, 1918. 


WILFRIDS WAY. 

Wilfrid is just a horse— only just, 
lie has the soul of a cow and the 
manners of a mule. He is nob even 
good to look upon, and his pre-war 
occupation must have been something 
very civilian indeed. However, lie got 
into tho Army with tho first rush and 
has been there ever since. He is a 
regular old soldier by this time, and it 
is doubtful whether ho will he able to 
settle down again between the shafts of 
his growler, or whatever it was, when he 
is at last discharged on the cessation of 
hostilities. For one thing, ho has con- 
tracted some loose habits which will ho 
against him, and picked up so many 
artful dodges that he has forgotten the 
feeling of work. No respectable Jehu 
will tolerate for a moment 
his practice of stopping to 
drink at every wayside 
water-trough, nor indulge 
him in his manner of evad- 
ing fatiguo by going sick 
whenever a long journey 
is toward; moreover ho 
will bo apt to disorganise 
a busy city street by throw- 
ing himself llat on tho 
ground whenever a motor 
car misses lire or an elec- 
tric fuse hursts, for he will 
certainly take it for a bomb 
or something. 

Soon after joining the 
Army his mind began to 
work along egotistical 
lines, and his character, 
previously amiable and 
plastic, took a turn for the 
worse. He made the mis- 
take of arguing from the 
particular to tho general 
soon decided that all officers carry 
biscuits, some furtively for their own 
selfish ends, and others openly for the 
delectation of friendly horses, with the 
result that he got into tho habit of 
buttonholing every one within reach, 
in order to investigate His possibilities. 

His met hod is simple. Snuffling and 
blowing all over tho victim's person 
until tho goods are located, he then 
concentrates his nose upon tho hiding- 
place with a good assuranco that tho 
biscuits will be produced. If you have 
nono he takes it out of your buttons. 

One day tho A.D.V.S. inspected the 
linos when he was in a bad temper, and 
quite inadvertently some trilling mis- 
use of Government property got dis- 
closed. He immediately seized upon 
this as tho text for a proper strafe, and 
vaxed so passionate that ho failed to 
tuf ico Wilfrid close behind him evinc- 
strong investigatory symptoms. 
*' UMV he A.D.V.S. took ono pace back- 1 


wards, and it happened. There was a 
swift tearing sound, his gas -helmet 
satchel was rent asunder, and Wilfrid 


discomfort upon the rider. However, 
they progressed, and presently the Se- 
cond-in-command called tho battalion 


switched away with a mouthful of 'to attention, while the Adjutant rode 
biscuits, while a largo flask toppled ! forward to report all correct. 


heavily to the ground. 

But his interventions are not always 
so happy. During tho first few months 
of his military career he actually ranked 
as an officer’s chargor, because there 
was ono in the battalion who, entitled 
to a horse, was yet no horseman, and 
considered himself well enough fixed 
with Wilfrid. Then it was that he con- 
tracted the drink habit. Not altogether 
a stranger to thirst himself, this officer 
viewed with sympathy Wilfrid’s attrac- 
tion to water-troughs, and it soon be- 
came quite understood that they dallied 
with every ono they came to, while tho 



Countryman. “ Look ’ere, mister, your three-minute corf-cure ain’t 

DONE ME A JUT O’ <U>01>.” 

Quad'. “Ain’t it? Well, I reckon yours ain’t a three-minute 
coroil.” 


Thus he 


officer smoked cigarettes and Wilfrid 
quaffed. This went on daily for some 
time until, as the direct consequence of 
such an abuse of privilege, tho incident 
occurred which brought down his head 
in sorrow to tho ranks. 

A battalion parade had been ordered, 
and the C.O., discovering at tho eleventh 
hour that none of his own horses was 
available, was forced to make a quick 
choice from those still in tho lines. 
Wilfrid, trying to buttonhole him as he 
passed, attracted attention and was 
chosen. 

On the pa’ade ground the battalion 
waited, the men fidgetting and the Se- 
cond-in-command comparing watches 
with the Adjutant. At last tho C.O. 
hove in sight, riding vigorously because 
he was late, and making clicking noises : sinco 
with tho roof of his mouth; but, dis- ! 
daining such expedients, Wilfrid moved 
along at a trot of his own invention, 
designed to express reluctance and to 
discotirage haste by indicting extreme 


Then it was noticed there was some- 
thing wrong. Instead of halting in 
front of the battalion, according to tho 
C.O.’s very evident intention, they car- 
ried straight on, and the pace suddenly 
became faster — indeed it was Wilfrid 
now who strove to hurry, and the C.O., 
purple in the face and producing other 
noises more articulate but not so horse- 
manlike, who endeavoured in vain to 
pull him up. The pace increased to a 
spanking trot. Then all at once those 
of the spectators who know Wilfrid’s 
way awoke to the situation, and sovoral 
mounted oflicers left their posts and 
spurred after him in pur- 
suit. Observing h is lino of 
sight they noticed a stag- 
nant pond at tho other side 
of the ground, and to this 
was Wilfrid obviously 
i bent. Nay, worse. Hoar- 
j ing the thud of hooves 
! behind and, thinking him* 
| self to bo ono of a party 
! now, he broke into an ex- 
; cited gallop which brought 
I him to tho edgoof the pond 
a length ahead of the 
nearest rescuer. The C.O. 
by this time bad also 
! awakened to the signifi- 
j canco of the situation, but 
too late. Wilfrid took the 
water with a splash and 
in a trice was belly-deep. 
The rescue party reined up 
on tho bank, foiled but 
J fascinated. 

First of all Wilfrid sucked long and 
deep of the noisome beverage, keenly 
appreciating its vast quantity, and then, 
neighing with pleasure, he began to 
mark time with all his feet, stirring up 
the mud and making the water foam 
and fly. Next, he decided for a plunge. 
The first shock disposed of the Colonel, 
who disappeared for a moment before 
arising, apoplectic and trailing weeds, 
like some camouflaged Venus. Wad- 


ing ashore, lie mounted another horse 
and hurried home, Wilfrid had a good 
dip, threshed his way to land, shook 
j himself thoroughly and trotted jauntily 
off in tho direction of tho lines, while 
the Second-in-command went back to 
dismiss the parade. 

Wilfrid has been a pack-horse ever 


“ Situations Wanted. 

Ab Companion to Christian gentleman. Ai 
present with titled one.’’ 

Church Family Neirsiuiper. 

One for the House of Lords. 




An outsider’s mental. picture of the meaning of the newspaper PHRASE, "A SENSATION WAS CAUSED IN Society circles.’ 


TO A WAR-TIME PLUM-PUDDING. 


Prince of all puddings, one fcimo redolent 
Of Orient spices magically blent 
With peel that was a poignant memory 
Of terraced orchards sloping to the sea ; 

Fulfilled of currants fresh from Zante’s crates, 

Raisins of Seville and delicious dates 
From groves that ancient Tigris sprawls upon, 

And figs that grew on codared Lebanon ; 

Whose generous girth proclaimed, concealed within, 
Almonds of Jordan whiter than the skin 
Of moon-faced houris fresh from Paradise, 

And half-a-pint of brandy of great price — 

Oh, I have loved thoe, Pudding, and my joy 
Was to walk into thee, a care-free boy, 

While sobbing parents hade me give it best, 

Saying no human ostrich could digest 
So many or such helpings ; sisters wept, 

Fearing the worst ; hut I, unheeding, leapt 

Hard on thy unbreached flank, crying, “ On ! Sir DuiT, 

And cursed be he who cannot hold enough ! ” 

Age could not dim my ardour ; skilled it not 
IIow # monstrous thou emergedst from the pot, 

Or if thy heart wore dour as driven lead — 

I simply took my spoon and laid thee dead. 

And all through Maida Vale my fame wont forth, 

And sporting uncles living in the North 
Qafchered about the festive board to view 
The struggle, laying bets of five to two 
That all my steam was. gone, my footwork slow, 

And fourteen rounds were more than I could go. 

Alas ! alas ! I little thought I should 
See U-boats do \vhat Nature never could ; 


That I who once leapt blithely to the attack 
Should, like a pallid schoolgirl, hang me back, 
Running dank digits through iny troublod hair, 
And roll my eyes and mutter, “ Give me air ! ” 
After three helpings — 1 who in my day 
Had scarcely paused till thou wast stowed away. 
The reason? Ah ! it is not hard to guess : 

Thou art no more plum-pudding, but a mess 
Of prunes and troacle ; thy false curves conceal 
Ground rice and grated carrots and the meal 
That thrifty Scots devour. They bore thee in 
With holly stuck in thy deceptive skin 
And set thee down, unfit for man or brute, 

-A stodge, a fraud, a llunnish “ substitute.” 

T gazed upon then with a practised eye, 

Prepared to pluck an easy victory ; 

We closed, and in one hideous trice I knew 
That Whipcord Smith had met his Waterloo. 

And they who gathered to the historic feast, 
Deeming me good for thirteen rounds at least, 
Talked of foul play and called the thing absurd 
When I was going groggy in the third, 

And heaped abuse on my defeated bead 
As I was being lifted into bed. 

Enough, since T am called upon to make 
This bitter sacrifice for England’s sake. 

But some clay, when the hateful strife is o’er, 

Thou shalt be for it, pudding, as of yore ; 

Fruitod and spiced and sugared thou shalt come, . 
And all of forty inches round the turn, / 

And 1 will do thee in, even to the utmost cnunlr 

•ytfiOT,. 
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FREE MEALS. 

When 1 William had not crossed the 
Rhino 

And food could still ho found, 

How often did we all decline, 

If someone asked us out to dine, 

Upon the smallest ground ! 

Because his talk was imbecile, 

Because his face was plain, 

One used to miss the loveliest meal 
And not get asked again. 

Less oft to-day do men endow 
Their famished frionds with food; 
Free dinners aro free dinners now, 

| And to refuse, as all allow, 

| is rather mad than rude; 
j While prudent folk, with frank delight, 
j Both indigent and rich, 

| When asked “ to come and dine some 
; night," 

| Make answer, “Thank you ; which ? ” 

j My old friend Hubert, like some boo, 

! From host to host doth Hit 
: For dinner, lunch and oven tea 
! ([ do believe he’d broakfast froo 
If he could manage it) ; 

Till, having drained all other llowcrs 
And reached an anxious point, 
lie flies to Stroatham and devours 
i I is Aunt Jane’s Sunday joint. 

| In olden days he only know 
j Those in the social swim, 

| But now he lakes a broader view 
i And feeds with all (though very few 
j Have ever fed with him) ; 

| Only, 1 think, he has a doubt, 

1 Only the world looks gray, 

, When different pooplo ask him out 
, To dinner on one day. 

! And surely thus shall strife conclude 
j When rations get so small 
j That poors with peasantry have chewed 
And men aro glad to take their food 
i With anyone at all ; 

: Though, at the worst, f don’t expect 
• The War will thus bo done : 

1 A starving world would still object 
j To eating with the Hun. A. L\ II. 


i THE MUD LARKS. 

No one, with the exception of the 
Bosch, has a higher admiration for the 
; scrapping abilities of the Scot than I 
| have, but in matters musical wo do not 
i boar ear to ear. It is not that I have 
j no soul ; I have. I fairly throb with 
■ it. i rise in the mornings trilling trifles 
j of Moxckton and croon mysolf to sleep 
| o’ nights with snatches of Novello. 

1 I do not wish to boast, but to hoar 
mo pick the “ Moonlight Sonata " out 
»f a piano with one hand (the other 
Sc *ipped behind my back) is an unfor- 
get.. iq 0 experience. 

* ould not yield to Paderewski 


himself on the comb, bones or Jew’s- 
harp, and I could give A. Gabriel a run 
for his money on the coach-horn. But 
these bagpipes 1 

It is not so much the execution of 
the bagpiper that I object to as his re- 
stricted repertoire. lie can only play 
ono noise. It is quite useless a Scot ex- 
plaining to me that this is the “ Lament 
of Sandy Macpherson ” and that the 
“Dirge of Hamish MacNisli;" it all 
sounds the samo to mo. 

Tho brigade of infantry thaUs camped I 
in front of my dug-out (“ Mon Repos ") 
is a Scots brigade. Not temporary 
Scots from the Highlands of Commis- 
sioner Street, Jo’burg, and Hastings 
Street, Vancouver (about whom 1 havo 
nothing to say), but real pukka, law- 
abiding, kirk-going, God-fearing, bayo- 
net-pushing Gaels, bred among the 
crags of tho Grampians and roared on 
thistles and illicit whuskoy. And every 
second man in this brigade is a con- 
firmed bagpiper. 

They havo massed pipes for break- 
fast, lunch, tea and dinner ; pipes-solos 
before, during and after drinks. If one 
of them goos across tho road to borrow 
a box of matches a piper goes with 
him raising Cain. Their Officers’ Mess 
is situated just behind “ Mon Repos," 
so wo livo in the orchestra stalls, so 
to speak, and hear all there is to bo 
heard. 

One evening, while Sandy Macpher- 
son’s (or Hamish MacNish’s) troubles 
were being very poignantly aired next 
door, Albert Fid ward came to the con- 
clusion that the limit had been reachod. 
“They’ve been killing the pig steadily 
for ten days and nights now," said 
he; “something’s got to ho done 
about it." 

“ f ’m with you,” said T ; “ hut what 
are wo two against a whole brigade? 
If they were to catch you pushing an 
impious pin into one of their sacred 
joy-hags there ’d be another Second 
Lieutenant missing." 

“Desist and let me think," said 
Albert. Fdward, and for the next hour 
ho lay on his bed rolling and groaning 
- -the usual signs that his so-called 
brain is active. 

Tho following morning lie rode over 
to tho squadron, returning later with 
tho Moss gramophone and a certain 
rocord. There are records and records, 
but for high velocity, armour-piercing 
and range this ono bangs Banaghcr. 
It is a gem out of that “ sparkling galaxy 
of moiody, mirth and talent" (Press 
Agent speaking), “ I Don't Think” 
which scintillates nightly at tho Frivo- 
lity Theatre. 

“ When tho Humming-birds aro sing- 
ing " is the title thereof, and Miss Birdie 
do Maio renders it — renders it as she 


alone can, in a voice like a file chafing 
corrugated iron. 

We started the birds humming at 
4 p.m., and let it rip steadily until 
11.15 p.m., only stopping to change 
needles. 

Albert Edward’s batman unleashed 
the hubbub again at six next morning ; 
my batman relieved him at eight, and 
so on throughout tho day in two- hour 
shifts. At night the line guards carried 
on. Tho following morning, as our 
batmen threatened to report sick, we 
crimed a trooper for “ dumb insolenco " 
and made him expiato his sin by tend- 
ing tho gramophone. O’Dwyor, of ono 
the neighbouring ammunition columns, 
came over in the afternoon to complain 
that his mules couldn’t get a wink of 
sleep and were muttering among them- 
selves ; hut wo gavo him a bottle of 
whiskey and he went away quietly. 

Monk of the other column called »n 
hour later to ask if wo wanted to draw 
shell-lire; but wo bought him oil with 
a snafllo bit and a Bottle of hair lotion. 

Tho whole neighbourhood grow res 
live. Somebody under cover of tho dark 
took a pot at the gramophono with a 
revolver and w ingod it in the trumpet. 
Even the placid observation balloon 
which floats above our camp grew 
nasty and dropped binoculars and sex- 
tants on us. Wo built a protective 
broastwoik of sand-hags about it and 
carried on. As for ourselves we didn’t 
mind tho rackot in the least, having 
taken the precaution of corking our 
cars with gunners’ wax. 

Then ono ovening wo discovered a 
Highland bomber worming up a drain 
on his stomach towards our instrument. 
Cornered, he excused himself on tho 
plea that it was a form of Swedish 
exorcise ho always took at twilight 
for tho benefit of his digestion. An 
ingenious explanation, but it hardly 
co vo rod the live Mills bomb he was 
endeavouring to conceal in a fold of his 
kilt. Wo drove him aw ay with a barrago 
of peg-mallets; hut secretly w t o were 
very elated, for it was clear that tho 
strain was telling on the hardy Scot. 

As a precautionary moasuro we now 
surrounded tho gramophone with a 
barbed wiro entanglement, and, so w T e 
'carried on. 

Noxt day we saw a score of kiltie 
officers grouped outsido t^ieir Moss, 
heads together, apparently in earnest 
consultation. Every now and again 
thoy wbuld turn and glare darkly in 
our direftion. 

“Tho white chiefs hold heap big 
palaver over yonder," Albert Edward 
remarked. “They’re tossing up now 
to docido who shall come over and 
beard us. The braw bairn with tho 
astrakhan knees has lost ; ho ’s cocking 
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Little Girl {to aunt, who is staying in the home on a visit). “Auk you GOING OUT, Auntie? You've got a iioi.e in 'olh \eii.. 
Aunt. "Have I? I’m afraid I haven’t time to change “it now." • 

Little Girl. " Oh, well, it’s not a very dig one— and, after all, I don’t suppose anyone will know you're my aunt." 


his bonnet and asking bis pals if he’s! 
got bis sporran on straight. Heboid 
bo approacbetli, stopping delicately. 1 
leavo it to you, partner.” 

I lay in the grass and waited for the 
deputation. Tho gramophone, safe be- 
hind its sandbags and wire, was doing 
business as usual, Miss Birdio yowling 
away like a wild cat on hot cinders. 
Tho deputation picked bis way round 
the horse lines, nodded to me and sat 
down on the oil-drum wo keop for tho 
accommodation of guests. Ho ner- 
vously opened tho ball by romarking 
that tho weather was lino. 

I did not agree with him, but refused 
to argue. That battled him for some 
seconds, but be recovered by maintain- 
ing that it was any way liner than it 
had been in 1915. After that outburst 
he seemed at a loss for a topic of con- 
versation, and sat scratching bis car as 
if he expected to got inspiration out of 
; it as a conjuror gets rabbits. I 

“Ye seem vorra partial to music?” i 
, bo ventured presently. | 

“ Passionately, " said I. ‘ 


I “Ah hem! Ye scoin verra partial 
to that ono selection,” lie continued. 

“ Passionately devoted to it,” said I. 
“ Lovoly little thing; 1 adore its senti- 
ment, tempo, tremolo and timbrje, its 
fortissimo and allegro. Just listen to 
tho part that 's coming now — 

“ When tho humming birds are singing 
And tho old church bolls arc ringing - 
Wo ’ll canoodle, we’ll canoodle 'neath the 
moon. 

Down in Alabama 

You ’ll be my starry-eyed charmer ; 

On my white-haired kitten’s grave wc’il s-it 
and spoon, spoon, spoo-oo-oon. 

Nifty bit of allegro work that eh, 
what? ” 

lie nodded politely. “ Ay — of.courrse, 
sairtainly; but— or — or — don't yo find 
it grows a woo monotonous in time? ” 

“ Never,” I retorted stoutly. “ Not 
in the least. No more than you find 
tho Lament or Dirge of Sandy Mac- 
| phcrson % or Harnish MacNish mono- 
i tonous.” 

| lie cocked bis oars suddenly and 
I stared at mo. Then bis chubby face 


split slowly from car to car in the 
widest grin I ever saw, and up went 
both his hands. 

“ Kamorad 1 ” said lie. Patman dkr. 


Intelligent Anticipation. 

From the “Ladies' Letter” of The 
East Angiinn Daily Times of Monthly, 
December 24th : — • 

“London, Sunday Night. 

“Christmas is over, and those lucky ones 
who were favoured with holidays have in many 
instances returned to tfieir labours . . .” 


Horace to the Pacifist. 

“Hoc cavorat mens provida Hoguli 
Dissontientis condicionitius 
Fcedis et oxemplo trabentis 
. Perniciem venions in icvum.” 

Cam. III. 5. 

’Twas tins that llcgulus foresaw 
What time lie spurned the foul 
disgrace 

Of Peace whoso precedent would draw 
Destruction on an unborn race. 

Con i n g ton's Tra n slat i o n . 
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| Owing to tho dearth of taxi-cabs the habit, hitherto confine 1 to station porters, hotel boys and commissionaires, of annexing 
one while it is still occupied is spreading to the general public. ] 

Lieutenant Wkymoutji-Mills and Miss Smytiif.-Hoskins, who have been dining at the Carlton, are determined to get to 
the Gaiety Theatre, even if they have first to traverse the northern heights of Kilrcrn. 


THEQUEENOFTHE ADRIATIC. 

It would not matter about meeting 
Moulton every now and then in the 
street , the train or a lunching-place, if 
I luirl nob chanced to run across him 
a few summers ago in Venice; nor 
would it matter about having mil 
across him a few summers ago in 
Venice if 1 did not now chance to meet 
him every now and then in London. 
Hut, after tho recent Italian reverse, 
the concatenation is getting rather 
deadly. 

Tho trouble is that our acquaint- 
anceship is of strictly Venetian origin. 
It was of. tho slightest even then, 
consisting chietly in lloulton and his 
wife, after breakfast, asking me the 
way to some church or palace, and 
in my answers by virtue of which 
l acquired in their eyes, all unwar- 
ranted, an authority amounting to in- 
spiration. It used to amuse mo to 
think how easily such reputations can 
ho acquired : “ To have boon there be- 
fore ” is almost tho golden rule; but it 
doesn’t amuse mo any longer. I meet 
lloulton too often. 

Before the Italian debacle wo merely 
used to pass the time of day, or nod, 


or ask each other when the War would 
he over and shake our heads sapiently, 
with inscrutable smiles, in reply, and 
get disentangled as quickly as possible. 
But since the Germans reinforced the 
Austrians and assailed the Friulian plain 
there is no getting rid of lloulton like 
that. Me buttonholed mo on the very 
next day and began the new campaign 
by remarking mournfully, in subdued 
tones, almost as though we were in 
tluf room below the body, that we 
should never meet on tho Giudecca 
again. It was there that we had lirst 
met, in a, pension kept, 1 regret to say, 
by a German's widow (I regret, of 
course, not that she was a widow, but 
that she was a German at all), and it 
is there, no doubt — but “ under entirely 
now management” — that lie had been 
hoping to meet me once more. But 
with the onset of the Huns that hope 
seemed to be extinguished, lloulton 
had already surrendered Vonice; not 
only was her fall a foregone conclusion, 
but her total destruction too. Ho had 
beeu in his last gondola, eaten his last 
scampi, fed his last pigeon under the 
camera’s eye. 

Such is the authority with which, as 
I havo said, he has invested me that 


the expression of the fact that I per- 
sonally intended to take a much loss 
gloomy view immediately restoied his 
buoyancy. 

“Then you do really think,” he 
concluded a long serios of Venetian 
reminiscences — “you do really think 
my wife and I may venture to look 
forward to another holiday there? 
That is wonderful. You have no idea 
how you have cheered me.” 

Next day he cornered me again and 
wanted to know if I know whether all 
the Tintorettos (he hesitated between 
Tintorettos and Tintoretti and finally 
rested on Tintorettos) had been taken 
away and concealed in places of safety. 
A man at tho Bank had told # him that 
that was so; but he could nob feel any 
confidence about it until bo had my 
corroboration. ‘ Again I s^nt him away , 
with a mind at ease. 

At our next meeting, in tho rain, in 
Thre&dneedle Street, ho stopped me to 
recall # tbe Armenian monastery on the 
island on the way to the Lido. 

“ If the enemy gets Venice,” he 
asked, “will those Armenians bo mas- 
sacred too?” 

“ Surely,” I said, “there would not be 
such an atrocity as that. It is the 
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Turks who massacre Armenians, not 
the Germans or Austrians.” 

“But thoy’re all Allies,” lie ropliod, 
dwelling fondly on the worst. 

“True,” I said, “but I am prepared 
to bet — supposing, which I doubt, that 
Venice falls — that that little colony of 
scholars is spared.” 

Ho went away with tears of gratitude 
in his eyes, as though it were my per- 
sonal exercise of clemency that had 
done it, and I had tho feeling that ho 
would catch an earlier train homo that 
evening to bear the glad nows. 

Tho next time, so far as 1 can remem- 
ber, was at Birch’s, and ho camo over 
to my tablo to ask if 1 thought Vkk- 
rocchio’s statuo of Colleoni was all 
right. After the bomb which had fallen 
some weeks boforo on tho Ospcdalo 
close by, tho Italians suroly would 
have wished to move it. But tho fear 
troubled him that it might bo too heavy 
to move. 

I agreed that it would bo heavy, but, 
since the statuo had been brought 
thero and sot up, obviously it could bo 
taken down and removed. That which 
man lias dono man can do ; and so on. 

This struck him as a novel idea, and 
ho was again onovinously relieved. 

“ Alter all,” I said, “ there is no reason 
to supposo tho Italians any less keen 
about preserving their treasures than 
other nations are.” 

Ho thanked me warmly and with- 
drew. 

Bast week I inot him again, full of 
frosh forebodings about our Venice’s 
fate. By “ our Venice ” ho meant his 
and mine. Tho advantages gained by 
tho enomy boro and thero on tho Italian 
lino had depressed him anew. Tho 
evening before, ho said, Mrs. Houlton 
and lie had spent two melancholy hut 
delightful hours looking through their 
Venetian photographs and ro- living 
their happy Vonotian fortnight, llow 



Orderly Sergeant. “Lights out, there.” 

Voice from tho Hut . "It’s the mcov, Sergint.” 

Orderly Sergeant. “I don’t glvk a l) — n wiiat it is. Put it out! 


tragic to think that never would they 
seo those beautiful things again — the 
Doges’ Palace, tho Bridge of Sighs, 
St. Mark’s, the Campanile. 

Again I reassured him, and ho told 
mo of tho joy that would bo Mrs. 
Houlton ’s on hearing my words. But 
his pleasure will ho of vory short 
duration, and tho boro will recom- 
mence; for Houlton is otio of thoso 
people wlios^ minds movo in circles. 

Meanwhile I am , oddly enough , begin- 
ning really to want to moot him again 
in Venice. I know of a secluded,' dark 
and very deep part of tho Granc^ Canal 
which wjw absolutely made for him. 

“ Our Prisoners in Turkey,” says a 
hoadlino. At this season wo would 
sooner have read of “turkey in our 
Prisoners.” 


Our Submarine Fliers. 

1 Aircraft Fly 400 Feet "Below Level 
ok Dead Sea.” 

Heading in Provincial Paper. 

“Ifc was a pictiiresquo throng. From the 
outskirts of Jerusalem tho Jaffa road was 
crowded with people who floekod westward to 
greet tho conquering general. Tho pre- 
dominance of tho tarbrush in tho streets 
added to the brightness of the scene.” 

Daily Depress. 

That is not its usual effect. 

Prom a review of an anthology for 
soldiers : — 

“Within some ‘20 pages tho fighting man is 
offered W. K. Henley’s most familiar poem, 
‘Jim Bludso,* etc ."--Times. 

Wo hopo the compiler has also included 
something from John Hay’s “In 
Hospital.” 


How to Save Matches. 

“Ho stopped aud re-lit his cigarette with a 
great light in his eyes .” — Scottish Paper. 

“Did Mr. ever pause to think of the 

hidden sympathy, tho lino sentiment, attached 
to a pair of socks knitted by a woman for ‘ ail 
unknown soldier.’ I understand factories can- 
not cope with tho demand fur these articles.” 

Montreal Weekly Star. 

The writer certainly ought not to have 
given the show away. 

Tho London Correspondent of Tho 
Deseret News , published at Salt Lake 
City, signs himself as follows: — 

“HAYDKN nn;unr. 

apaM, mfwy wyp \\yp v» yp ypyp.” 

! It is not clear whether this is merely 
I natural oxubcrauco or whether a Welsh 
! strain in tho writer is indicated. 
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denial Old Gentleman. “Washing-day, I i-hksumk?” 

Lad;/. ‘JIo no, Silt. We'ue expectin’ of a hair-raid and wk’rj: all a-uoin* to srim>:xi>Kit.' r 


THE LONE HAND. “ DORTY DODDLES.” 

She took her tide and she passed the Par with the first o’ How Dorty Doddles as a muno for a person originated 
the morning light ; is not quite clear. The best and most probable account ol‘ 

Sho dipped her flag to the coast patrol at the coming down the incident is this. It happened in tho reign of the third 
of the night; female tyrant. of the nursery, on a New Year’s Day a good 

SI io has left the lights of tho friendly shore and tho smell of many years ago. The third tyrant had been behaving very 
the English land, riotously, having even gone so far as to refuse to put on 

And she s somewhere South o’ the Eastnot now — her nightgown ; had slapped her Prime Minister, the nurse, 
God help her . . . South o’ the Eastnot now, on the cheek — not a violent slap, but an unmistakable one, 

Playing her own lone hand. and had then careered round the nursery without a vestige 

of clothing. The nurse had appealed in vain to the tyrant’s 
Sho is ugly and squat as a ship can he, she was new when j better feelings, and the two preceding tyrants, who had 
the Ark was new, j each in turn been deprived of their tyrannical privileges by 

Put she takes her chance and she runs her risk as well as the advent of a successor, had then joined forces with 
the best may do ; number three, and the nurse had assured them all that 

And it’s little sho hoods the lurking death and little she their parents had far too many naughty daughters. 

gets of fame, This saying had been rapturously received, an 4 they had 

Out yonder South o’ tho Eastnot now — all shouted, “Naughty daughters,” in chorus as loudly and 

God help her . . . South o’ tho Eastnot now, i as well as they could. In the case of the reigning tyrant 

Playing her own lone game. j this had gone no further than shouting “ Dprty Doddles” 

j at the top of her voice. When later on her male parent 
Sho has playod it once, she has played it twice, she lias j had come in to tuck her up in bed lie found to liis surprise 
played it times a scoro ; that a new demand was" made upon him. He was asked 

Her luck and her pluck are the two trump cards that have insistently to tell her 11 aty about Dorty Doddles.” He as- 
won her the game before ; sumed that these mystic words were the name of a person, 

And life is tho stake where the tin fish run and Death is and told his story accordingly, and this is how it ran: — 
tho dealer’s name, “ Dorty Doddles was a little girl of extraordinary good- 

Out yonder South o’ tho Fast net now — ness and kindness who lived by herself in a little cottage 

God help her . . . South o’ the Eastnet now, near a wood. She had once had a mother, but her mother 

Playing her own lone game. C. F. S. « had gone out one day and had never come back. Every 
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day Dorty Doddles sought for her 
mother, and every day she sought in 
vain. But she was a brave little girl 
and continued her search in spite of all 
disappointments. 

“ One morning Dorty Doddles set 
out quite early on her quest. She had 
not gone very far when she found her- 
self walking along a path that was new 
to her, but she stopped boldly on in 
spite of a feeling that some adventure 
was about to happen. Suddenly two 
huge St. Bernard dogs came bounding 
along to moot her. Dorty Doddles held 
up her hand and the dogs stopped and 
wagged their tails. * We are not really 
dogs,’ said one of them, ‘ but wo are a 
King and Queen who have been changed 
into this shape by the wiles of a wicked 
magician, and we cannot bo restored to 
our true solves until a little girl has 
blown a blast on the silver bugle that 
hangs gbove the castle gateway. 4 4 That 
will I do,’ said Dorty Doddles, and they 
all walked on very happily together. 

44 They had not gone much further 
when, lo and hohold, two white pussy- 
cats with bushy tails carao leaping 
along the path, and Dorty Doddles 
again hold up her hand, and the cats 
stopped. 4 We are not really cats,’ said 
one of them, 4 but we are a Prince and 
Princess who lrave been enchanted by 
a wicked magician, and we cannot bo 
changed back until a little girl blows 
a blast on the silver bugle that hangs 
above the castlo gateway.’ 

“So these two joined the procession 
and all walked on together. 

44 Soon afterwards two largo blue 
birds came sailing through the air 
towards them and announced them- 
selves as a Duke and Duchess who had 
fallen into the power of the wicked 
magician and were unable to cast oiT 
their plumage until a blast had been 
blown on the silver trumpet. 

“At last they arrived at the castlo 
gateway and there, lo and behold, high 
lip above the groat arch hung tho silver 
bugle on a golden hook. 4 Alas’, said 



S/tcrial Canal aide Sinks (read ini/). “ ‘ <)N DRAWING YOl’ll TRUNCHEON SUING IT SMARTLY 
ACROSS YOUR OUl’ONKNT'B KNEES OR S111NS. If THIS HAS NOT J HU DESIRED EFFECT RAISE 
TIIE TRUNCHEON SMARTLY AND STRIKE YOUR ADVERSARY ON THE POINT OF THE JAW. 

Then secure him and report to your superior offic er 

Ilia Friend. “From a casual perusal of the rules it seems to me your opponent 
HAS TO BE A CONSENTING PARTY.” 


Dorty Doddles, 4 1 can never reach it.’ 

But the birds soon eased her mind. They seized her Taking no Risks. 

by her loather bolt, Happed their great wings and soarod j -o,, December 3lst, at 11 a.m., we. shall hope to hold a Mi d- 

into the air with ‘her until she was able to take tho j night Service .” — Parish Magazine. 


buglo from its hook. Then she put it to her lips and 
blow a resounding note, and the birds came down 
gently and placed her again upon the earth. When she 
looked ro u nd, dogs, cats and birds had vanished, and in 
their place stood a King and Queen, robed in purple, a 
Prince and Princess of unmatchablo beauty, and a Duke 
and Duchess of cqnsiderable dignity. All were very happy 
and invited Dorty Doddles t<\ stay with them for many 
years. But Dorty Doddles could not accept this invitation 
since she had, to look for her mother. So she went home 
quietly, taking with her a casket of diamonds and rubies 
and the silver bugle which had done such wonderful tilings.” 

Such was tho opening chapter of the story— singularly 
inapposite to the occasion — of Dorty Doddles. R. C. L. 


“Amsterdam. — From January 1 tho weekly fat ration in (Jcrniany 
will ho reduced from 1)0 to 70 grammes, allowing f >r special rations 
for the sick, &c. The Berlin papers calculate that this means at most 
65.5 grammes per head of the population.” 

William will have to get a smaller helmet. 


“M. Clemcncoau’s decision to prosecute Caillaux for lii&li hc.e-on 
opens perhaps the bitterest and most serious political conflict, in the 
history of the Fourth Republic .” — Manchester Guardian, 

With so many republics cropping up daily on all sides— 
Russia, Finland, Ukraine, Siberia, tho Bashkirs, and the 
Amur — our contemporary may ho excused for assuming 
that our French friends have improved the opportunity by 
overthrowing their Third Republic and sotting up a kourth. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“ Aladdin.” 

One should approach tho discussion 
of a Drury Lano Hardy Annual with 
tho reverence duo to a British Institu- 
tion. If it doesn’t satisfy you, you 
must look for the fault in yourself or 
your environment— advancing years, 
imporfect digestion, tho Duration or 
what not. I must try to lot this thought 
govern my attitude in regard to Aladdin. 

Frankly, I found it on the dull side, 
with little of mechanical novelty, no 
now thrill of situation, and scarcely 
a single fresh wheeze. I remember 
only one attempt to tell a funny story ; 
it was about a dog and a Daddy — and it 
was old and not very good for children to 
hear. There were some passable songs, 
hut thcro was hardly any good singing; 
and the dances were not so brilliant as 
to justify tho introduction of dummies 
in ridicule of the art of another Hall of 
Mirth. Tho chief source of spontaneous 
laughter was primeval ; it was the merry 
Widow Twankay s habit of taking up, 
with studied inadvertence, a sitting 
posture on tho unresilient door. .. 

Excellent work was done ¥ by the 
scone - painters and tho schemers of 
colour; but tho beauty of the sot pieces 
was nearly always damaged by tho in- 
tervention of some grotesque figure 
that let it down. Tho device of contrast, 
so admirable when omployed intelli- 
gently— as between tho dignity of the 
Slave of the Lamp and the buffoonery 
of the Slave of the lting — was here 
merely abused. By the way, you may 
have wondered why it was that the 
two S laves jmch practically omnipotent 
in tho original, should have been so 
distinct in their mothods ; why tho Slave 
of the Lamp could raise a palace for 
Aladdin with a wavo of his hand, 
while tho other had to busy himself, 
with such masterly futility, over the 
contemptibly practical details of planks 
and scaffolding. Tho explanation is 
easy. The scCnc-shiftors, though very 
fleet at their job, wero not fabulous 
wizards ; and something had to be done 
at tho front to keep us quiet while the 
great labour battalion was putting up 
its dome behind the scene. 

The authorship of tho text is as- 
cribed to Messrs. F. Anstky, Frank 
Dix and Arthur Collins. I can only 
guess w hat share was taken by each"; 
but I seemed torocogniso Mr. Anstky’s 
hand in tho diction of tho genie of the 
lamp, in tho Gilbertian humour of tho 
Emperor of China , and in that general 
freedom from inconsequence which is 
the mark of the logical mind. For my- 
self, I could have desired a little more 
irresponsibility. The solitary advantage 
that you get from assisting at tho per- 


formance of a thread-hare theme is 
that you have no difficulty, as with a 
Bevue, in following tho plot, and can 
afford to have any number of dis- 
tractions. Yet in a Beviie they give 
you all sorts of side-shows totally un- 
related to tho main issuo (if any), and 
hero there was very little diversion 
that did not arise out of tho tale and 
its traditional distortions. 

In tho dialogue we had some clover 
making of bricks without much straw*; 
but very few topical chances wore 
taken. Still, I liopo that tho many 
officers in tho audience gathered from 
tho allusions to butter and margarine 
that W’o are bearing our terrible trials 
at home with a fortitude worthy of the 
race! 

Miss Madge Titheradge was a very 



SLAVE AND SUPER-SLAVE. 

Slaw of the. liiutf , , Mr. Win. Evans. 
Slave of the Lamp . . Mil. CALF.B 1'oitTER. 

gallant and clean-limbed Aladdin. 
Mr. Stanley Lupino, as the Widow 
Twankay , bore the brunt of the attack 
with remorseless humour. The fact that 
his wounds wero mostly behind is no 
reflection on his indomitable courage. 
Mr. Will Evans, as the Slave of the 
Bing, w ? as more reticent, but there was 
much eloquence in his face. The 
Ahanazar of Mr. Robert Hale was a 
joyous rogue; and Mr. Harry ClaFF 
made an admirable Emperor of China, 
with a nice sense of the absurdities 
of Opera. 

I don’t know what became of tho 
Harlequinade, as 1 left after the Na- 
tional Anthem, and it hadn’t occurred 
by then, though we wero well oil into 
tho fifth hour. I never can understand 
why we should ho given so much more 
for our money (not mine, I ought to say) 
at Drury Lane Pantomime than at any 


other exhibition. Perhaps the children, 
whose show it’s supposed to be, mis- 
take quantity for quality. But to me, 
who come somowhere botwoon the two 
childhoods, it seemed that there was 
scarcely a single scene which would not 
have been tho better for rationing. 

And this brings me back to my intro- 
duction. If there is fault to find 1 
must believe that it lies with mo and 
the poevishnoss of middle age. 

- -- ■- O. S. 

BALLADE OF THE INCOMPE- 
TENT BALLAD1ST. 

When first I started out to rhyme 
Above a score of years ago, 

The Ballade’s sweet recurrent chime, 
It's alternating ebb and llow, 

I thought extremely comme-iUfant, 
And strove the instrument to handle ; 

* But now for doggorei bards I know 
The Ballade game’s not worth tho 
candle. 

If steeped in roguery and crime, 

As Villon was, or schooled by woe, 
You may upon this laddor climb 
To an immortal afterglow; 

. But if your life be staid and slow, 
Unruffled by tho breath of* scandal, 

> This is a fruitless field to hoe — 

The Ballade game 's not worth the 
candle. 

It isn’t played in pantomimo; 

TK6 Georgians label it “old clo’,” 
And leading prophets of our time, 

Like Mr. Wells and “Captain Coe,” 
And votaries of VArt Nouveau, 

And wearers of the hare-foot sandal, 
Would probably endorse the mot - 
The Ballade game’s not worth the 
candle. 

Envoy. 

Prince, though the gods on you bestow 
A gift denied to Goth and Vandal, 
Yet for the oagle as tho crow 
Tho Ballade game 's not worth the 
candle. 

From a company rqporb : — 
“Directors’ gees, '£631 12s. lid." 

Wo suppose this # large sum represents 
what is technically known as 14 an 
ovor-riding commission.” 

“The twenty-fourth annual meeting of the 
Irish Convention . was held # to-day in the 
liegent House, Trinity College.” 

Dublin Evening Mail. 

We knew it had been sitting a long 

time, but 

• 

Extract from letter rocofvcd by a 
firm of house-furnishers : — 

“Also if you feel quite sure our fleet is 
strong enough to keep tho Germans out, I 
should like a comfortable Couch, second-hand 
would do quite well, mahogany frame. . . .” 
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Artist {to Tommy, home on leave t acting as world for jncture to he entitled “ Goiny over the Top”). “ Ah dinnv ken what it ts. It 
POES N A SEEM HE AI.i&'JTC ENOUGH. HAVE WE FORGOTTEN ANYTHING?” 

Tommy . "Don’t think so, guv’nok, on’y the tot o’ rum yeh didn't serve art.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Sta ff of Learned Clerks.) 

As a War Correspondent Mr. G. Ward Prick has two 
great merits: lie gets his effects without indulging in 
llovvery language, and ho does not congratulate himself 
upon making his way into places where ho had no right to 
bo. His book, The Story of the Salonica Army (IIodder 
and Stoughton), will onco and for all (let us, at any rate, 
hope) stop the tongues of those who twaddle that our 
troops in Macedonia aro having a picnic. “If it were a 
picnic," Mr. Trick says, “ono can only say that people out 
there keep extraordinarily quiet about the good time they 
are supposed to bo having, and show praiseworthy sclf- 
sacrilico in trying to get away from it and back to the 
Western Trout.” Ignoring the natural dilliculties of the 
country, the lack of railways, of decent roads and of 
practically all the necessities of quick campaigning, our 
arm-chair crifics have spoken of tho Salonica Army as if it 
bad nothing to do but amuse itself. Actually, in spite of 
everything, Hies, Bulgars, mosquitoes, malaria, our men 
have done marvellously well, and have grasped every oppor- 
tunity that has come their wa/. When one remembers 
that for a*long time tho Greeks were an uncertain quantity 
and might at any moment have attacked us from behind, 
ono does not wonder at the care with which General Sa hr ail 
had to plan every move. As to tho original undertaking 
of the Salonica Expedition, Mr. Trice states tho reasons 


for and against, and leaves his readers to settle the question 
for themselves. But when 1 remember how often tho 
All-highest has stated that he was going to hurl tho Allied 
troops into tho sea, I fancy thoy must be a considerable 
stumbling-block in the way of Teutonic ambitions. And 
for my own part I salute gratefully these Allied armies who 
have performed a thankless task with so great etliciency 
and courago and reticence, and also thank Mr. Prick for 
having given us just the hook for which those of us who 
want to know' before we criticise wore waiting. 

Military experts will tell you that this is a “Q.” war, 
meaning thereby that the Quartermaster-General's depart- 
ment is the one which matters. “ . Intelligence, ” however, 
is not without interest, and as to that somo say one thing 
and somo say another, hut all aro agreed that it is very 
mysterious and alluring. Mr. Max Tkmhkrton makts the 
most of it in his ruthlessly exciting story, Her Wcddniy 
Xiyht (Jenkins). It would require somo expert. Secret 
Servant to tell us whether there is any truth at tho hack 
of it or not ; I should say that there is at least a little, 
notwithstanding that people begin whipping out pistols on 
pago 3 of it. Of tho other stories in the hook, “The Lady 
of the Waxon "Flower,” which deals with Intelligence nearer 
“ the field," is no less exciting, but is much less convincing. 
Those who are in the field themselves, or have ever been 
there, will notice ono or two details in which tho author 
has gone wrong. Tho other six stories touch upon current 
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affairs in Franco, but have nothing to do with Intelligence. But that the libel is there I must in the interests of history, 
In none of them does Mr. Pkmherton fail to do himself not to say eeclesiasticism. insist. It is barely possible that 
justice. It may he said that he never attains great artistic a thirteenth-century Bishop of Worcester, sufficiently in 
heights, but he always shows himself to be an expert, advance of his time to quote Shakspeare, would assist a 
indeed an “old soldier,” in his business of telling a good pious Crusader to break into a convent and woo the 
story well. In “Armies of the Night” he reminds the Mother-Superior, his one-time fiancee. But credulity 
reader, delicately hut (dearly, of the pain which Franco in boggles at the discovery that a complacent Pontiff choor- 
partieular has suffered since August, 1914; in “O’Flanna- fully issues a hull or a rescript or an absolution or what- 
gau^s Submarine” lie maintains a delightful vivacity, of ever it is that Pontiffs do issue, releasing the lady from her 
which I, though i count myself amongst his admirers, vows on the ground that she had embarked on the con- 
never thought him capable. vcntual life under a misapprehension as to her lovers 

- connubial arrangements. For Mrs. Barclay's constant 

One of the most delightful volumes of its kind that have admirers those large demands on the imagination will 
come my way for a great while is A lick Mkvnku.’s new doubtless have no terrors; and I may safely prophesy a 
hook of essays, Hearts of Conlrorersp (Burns and Ovtks). popular acclaim for her latest exploration into the deeps 
“ Delightful” is the only word for it, full, that is, of a deep of romantic emotionalism, 
and quiet enjoyment that repeats itself afterwards in 

memory, as at the recollection of something treasured from r I ho peace-loving, logical and fair-minded Gorman author 
the lips of a friend. All Mrs. Meyneli/s essays have this of J* Accuse has returned in the lirst volume of The Crime 
com panionahle quality of good talk; only in talk, however (Holder and Stoughton) to a task which one feels lie 
good, one must needs he up and speaking ; and here 1 am bitterly dislikes, but yet to which ho roalises that ho is 
more than content to sit 
and listen. She has a 
half-dozen of themes, all 
bookish — DrcKENK as a 
man of letters, an appre- 
ciation of Tennyson, the 
art. of tho Brontes. Well- 
worn subjects, you ob- 
serve, do not alarm one 
who has always some- 
thing fresh and personal 
to contribute to their dis- 
cussion. I wish I had 
space to quote. Perhaps 
I in \ self got most plea- 
sure from the paper on 
Dickens. Here Mrs. Mey- 
neei/s detailed knowledge 
of her author was such 

as to put mo out of j * f ^ " ‘ I the innumerable paltry 

countenance. How came I iff- \ * omissions, corruptions, 

I, for example, to forget I ‘ J 1 r,r - “ lMvr K Jrsr l,IK1 ‘ m ,K musicians. 1 hiked him by the mutual contradictions and 
that perfect hut strangely stark fabrications that ap- 

un-Dickensian phrase about the^/7/c Unmade, who “died pear in their attempts to holster up a hopeless case. If there 
with his drawn salary in his hand,” which is hero cited as is still anyone in this country who doubts that Germany and 
an example of the master’s wit ? . . . It is superfluous at Austria did deliberately seek war and ensue it, whilst all the 
this time to praise Mrs. Meynklt/s prose. Throughout Entente countries with almost incredible forbearance strove 
this little book you have it at its best, clear as livsli- for peace, it is his duty to read hero and be convinced. All 
running water, instinct with an ordered beauty that comes tho old legends, such as the Anglo -Belgian conspiracy, the 
not from an effortless facility, hut by the conquest of I hat early Russian mobilisation and. tho unlimited English 
just perceptible friction (which she herself twice speaks assurances of support, are here annihilated beyond intelli- 
about hero) as of “ water to the oar, or air to the pinion,” gent resuscitation, while, on the other hand, a challenging 
which is the true “movement of vitality.” In short, mass of coherent evidence is hurled at the Prussian apolo- 
J learts of Controversy \* a hook that, having read once, L gists. This is not a hook to while atvay a pleasant hour 
look forward to reading often again. “What did Mrs. or two. Tt is long, necessarily somewhat reiterative, and, 
Meynell say } " 1 shall ask, and take if from an honourable, though most excellently translated, by no means easy to 
shelf to refresh my memory. A happy prospect. read. But it will staiid for centuries. 





called. When tier many 
recovers from her mad- 
ness of Prussianisin one 
Of the few things left her 
to rejoice in will be this— 
that tho most ruthless of 
all the exposures of her 
sin comes from a German 
hand. Tho writer here 
ret i nverses tho ground of 
his previous work in the 
light of the production of 
the German apologists, 

, particularly 1 1 eleeeukui 
and Beth mann -Hollweg 
! himself; and with a re- 
! morselossness that would 
1 seem to render further 
reply impossible exhibits 


I have always wondered what the Index Expit njatnri us 
is really like. Some deny its very existence, while others 
assert positively that it contains tho name of every modern 
novelist oxcopt Father Hugh Benson and the author 
of The Cardinal' s Snuff liux. if that is so, Florence 
Barclay's latest effort, The White Ladies of Woicesler 
(Putnam), can hardly fail to he proscribed. I hasten to 
assure tho many admirers of Mrs. Barclay’s works that 
it is solely in the interests of fiction and without malice or 
uncharitableness that she libels the Holy Roman Church. 


More Cannibalism in England. 

Extract from a privato letter : — 

“ Mother sot-ins well but very worried about, servant,* and food. The 
latter is very scarce in TadwOrlli and though wo have a possible 
• widow and boy ’ introspect they are still uncertain.’’ # 

“ The world's output of oil was 40,000,000 barrels in 1910. of which 
300,000,000 were produced in the United States.” - Financial Mail. 

We have often wondered what was tho final destination 
of tho widow’s cruse. 
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Thu mystery ef the Foreign Office 
official who has not gone to Paris for 
the Peace Conference has been cloared 
up. He is the caretaker. 

“The King and Queen of Roumania,” 
says a Paris paper, “ will embark after 
Christmas, orthodox stylo, for Western 
Europe.” It is easy enough to start a 
voyage, orthodox stylo ; the difficulty is 
at the other end. * ... 

The supreme command of the Ger- 
man Navy, says a telegram, has been 
transferred to Wilhelmshaven. This 
looks like carelessness on the part of 
the watch at Heap a Flow. 


This year’s Who's 
Who has oighty-six 
more pages than that 
of last year. On tho 
other hand, since the 
Election quite a number j 
of people are not Who ! 
at all. ... 

“ Tho present rule in 
Who's Who," says The 
N railing News, “ is that 
the more important a 
man is the loss space lie 
is content to occupy.” 
As some of the stall of 
our evening Press do 
not occupy any space at 
all in this excellent pub- 
lication wo leave readers 
to draw their own con- 
clusions 


Charged with drunkenness at the! Stories of an unsuccessful Candidate 
Thames Police Court a man attributed ! in the Midlands, who was heard to 
his condition to tho beer habit. It is j admit that the voters probably preferred 
remarkable how men will cling to any i his opponent’s personality, must he 
sort of excuse. ... ... j definitely regarded as apocryphal. 


Woolwich Arsenal, we are informed, 
is turning out milk-cans. Can nothing 
bo done, asks 'a pacifist, to save our 
children from the insidious grip of 
militarism ? ... ... 

Nottinghamshire War Committee | 
states that rat-catchers are now de- 
manding four pounds a woek. Diplo- 
macy, it appears, is tho only branch of 
British sport that has succeeded in 
escaping tho taint of professionalism. 

“ Fractious mules,” says a correspon- 



Tlic Fun 1 


Th o Frankfurter Xe it- 
ung observes that the ex-Kaiser has 
grown very silent and morose. It is 
supposed that ho has something or 
other on his mind. 

A Copenhagen message states that 
tho Spartacus people have three times 
attempted to murder Count Eisvknt- 
low, who is said to regard these 
attempts as being in the worst possible 
taste. * 

Once* again the newspapers havo| 
been beaten. It appears that Princess j 
Patricia knew of her engagement some j 
time before tho Press announced it to 
Her Royal Highness. 

“ We still believe,” says the Kolnische 
Zeitung, “that in thought the German 
and the* Britisher are racially akin.” 
All the same we should not encourage 
the Hun to come over here with the 
idea of making a spiritual home among 
his alleged relatives. 


‘I i) i:fy you!’ 
The Fare. “ J 


The Drier r. “ Who Aim you? 
v ur.riTmu Tvxr-Druvuit. ’ 


Traditions in Scotland die hard. We 
gathor that it is stili considered un- 
lucky for a rod -headed burglar to cross 
a Scottish threshold on New Year’s Eve! 

A man at Berne has recently con- 
| fessed to a murder ho com milted 
' twenty-one years ago. This is what 
comes of memory -training. 

* • 

It is reported that Trotsky has been 
ordered by his doctor to take a complete 
rest. Ho has therefore decided not to 
havo any more revolutions for the pre- 
‘ | sent. Orders however 
will he executed in ro- 
-jr tation 


Credit where credit 
is due. A woman fined 
at Wood Green Police 
Court said her name 
was Jolly and she had 
been having a “jollifi- 
cation,” yet the magis- 
trate refrained from 
, comment. 

“ Whore w as f he Poet 
Laureate during the 
visit of President Wil- 
son?” asks a correspon- 
dent in a contemporary. 
We do not share this 
curiosity. 

| “Foxes are to he 
found within an omni- 


dent of The Dili It/ Mail, “should not 
be sent to the country for sale.” ’ The 
playful kind, on the other hand, that 
| bite and kick from sheer join rfe civre, 

| are hound to have a beneficial effect on 
| the agricultural temperament. 

j A Guildford allotment-holder sueeess- 
j fully grew now potatoes for Christmas- 
day dinner. All were oaten, it appears, 
j except one, which was kept to show to 

tho Christmas pudding. 

1 * * 

There is no truth in the report that 
Mr. Daniels, U.S. Secretary for tho 
Navy, has received a telegram from Mr. 
William Randolph JIharst, saying, 
“ You furnish the navy and I T1 furnish 
the war.” - * 


bus ride of Charing Cross,” says Mr. 
Richard Keakton. Young omnibuses 
with plenty of hone and stamina arc the 
best for suburban meets. 

Anemones, said a lecturer at the 
Royal Institution, will live as long as 
sixty years in captivity and are very 
intelligent. Nevertheless wo refuse to 
swallow tho story about their being 
taught to jump through a hoop. Tho 

m an w ho told i t m us t li a ve bee n t h i n k i n g 

of an Egyptian king of the same name. 

The Lord-Lieutenant, it is staled 
on good authority, threatens that if 
Sinn Fein prisoners destroy any more 
jails they will he rigorously reloaded. 


, J , J, „ " Sir Eric Ocddes speaks of .150,000,000,000 

“ The Crystal Palace, says Dean _ a sum RO VJls t that it could not f>e paid oft 
Inge, “is the embodiment of spiritual in a century of annual payments so small as 
emptiness.” A determined attempt is P2, 000, 000,000 -\ orkshne I’aj’a. 

to he made to find out what tho Crystal Our contemporary overestimates the 
Palace thinks of Dean Inge. difficulty. 
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THE VERDICT OF DEMOCRACY. 

The nation's memory, then, is not so short; 

It still recalls tho Yields we lately bled on; 

And when it had to choose the likeliest sort 
For clearin'* up tho mess of Armageddon 
And making all things how, 

If chose the man whose courage saw it through. 

Ilim-lovers, pledged to Peace (the German kind), 
And such as sported Lunin’s sanguine token, 
Appealed to Liberty to speak her mind, 

And Liberty has very frankly spoken, 

Strewing around her polls 
The remnants of their ungummed aureoles. 

In Amerongon there is grief to-day; 

l seem to hear the martyr of Potsdam say, 

“ Alas for Snowden, gone the downward way, 

And O my poor, my poor beiovul Ramsay; 

I much regret the rout 
That washed this couple absolutely out!” 

Dread fully, too, the heart of Trotsky bleeds, 

To’ match the stain upon his reeking sabre. 

Which is the blood of Russia, when ho reads 
How Barnes, the champion knight of loyal Labour, 
Downed in tho Lowland lists 
Maclean, tho Hod Hope of the Bolshevists. 

But here is jubilation in the air 

And matter made to build the jocund rhyme on, 
Though in our joyance some may fail to share, 

Like Mr. Kunuiman or Major Simon, 

That hardened warrior, he 
Who won tho Military O.I3.K. 

Already dawns for us a golden age 

(Lofwith tho loud “All Clear! ” our pa v au mingles), 
An era when the Outhwaitks cease to rage 

And there is respite from the prancing Prinoles, 
And absence puts a curb 

On the reluctant lips of Samuel (Herr.). 0. S. 


HOW TO THROW OFF AN ARTICLE. 

“ Do you really write?” said Sylvia, gazing at me largo- 
eyed with wonder. I .admitted as much. 

“ And do they print it just as you write it? ” 

“ Well, their hired grammarians make a few’ trilling alter- 
ations to justify their existence.” 

“ And do they pay you quite a lot? ” 

“ Sixpence a word.” 

“ Oo ! How wonderful ! ” 

“But not for every word,” I added hastily, “only the 
really funny ones.” 

“ And they send it to you by cheques? ” 

“Rather. I bought a couple of pairs ol socks with tho 
last story ; even then l had something left over.” 

“ And how do you write the stories? ” 

“Oh, just get an idea and go right ahead.” 

“How wonderful! Do you just sit down and write it 
straight oil’? ” 

I just— only just — pulled myself up in time as I remem- 
bered that Sylvia was an enthusiast of twelve whose own 
efforts had already caused considerable comment in tho 
literary circles described round the High School. 1 foil this 
entitled her to some claim on my voracity. 

“ Sylvia,” I cried, “ I shall have to make a confession. 
All those stories you have been good enough to read and 
occasionally smile over are the result of a cold-blooded 
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mechanical process— and the help o£ a dictionary of syno- 
nyms.” 

“ Oo ! How wonderful ! Do show mef how.” 

“ Very well. Sinco you aro going to ho a literary giantess 
it is well that you should ho initiated into tho mysteries 
of producing what I shall call tho illusion of spontaneity. 
Now take this story here. Here on this old envelope is 

THE IDEA.” 

“ Oo ! Let me see. I can’t read a word.” 

“ Of course you can’t ; nobody could. Rough copies aro 
divided into classes as follows: — 

“ No. 1. Those I can read, hut nobody else can. 

“ No. 2. Those I can’t read myself after two days. 

“ No. 3. Thoso my typist can read. 

This story is about a certain Brigade Major who is an 
inveterate log-puller. Some Americans aro oxpccted to 
ho coming for instruction. Well, before they arrive 11 io 
B rigado Major has to go up to tho line, and on his way ho 
meets a man with a very new tin hat who asks him in a 
certain nasal accent wo have all come to love if he has 
seen anything of a party of Americans. Spotting him as 
a now chum, tho Brigado Major offers to show him round 
tho lino, and proceeds to pull his leg and tolls him tho 
most propost crons nonsense. For instance, on a shot 
boing tired miles away he pretends they are in frightful 
danger, and leads him bent double round and round 
tronches in the same circle.” 

“ What a shame ! ” 

“Wasn’t it? Well, when he gets tired he asks tho 
American if ho thinks he has learnt anything. The 
American says, 4 Gee, I’ve been out here two years now, but 
1 guess you’ve taught mo a whole heap 1 didn't know. 
1 ’m a Canadian tunneller, you know, and I ’ve got to show 
some Americans our work, hut 1 guess I’ve had a most 
interesting time with you.” 

“Ha! ha!”* 

44 Well now, to put tho story into its form. Here’s Copy 
No. 1, on this old envelope. ‘Americans coming — Brigado 
Major sees American looking for party— pulls his leg — 
pretends to being in frightful danger — American is Canadian 
who has been out two years.' Roe? Copy No. 2. Hero 
we begin to till in. Describe Brigado headquarters and 
previous leg-pulls of Brigado Major. Make up details of 
what he tells tho American — 1 That ’s a trench. That thing 
you fell over is a coil of wire. This is a sunken road — we 
sunk it, etc., etc.’ Copy No. 3, additions and details, little 
touches of local colour, revision of choice of words, heart- 
rending ornsions. And here, my child,” I concluded, 
bringing out tho beautiful, clean, smooth typed copy — 
“ here is the finished work itself, light, pleasant, fluent, 
humorous and, most important of all, spontaneous.” 

41 Oo ! But how awfully cold-blooded. I thought you 
smiled to yourself all the time you wrote it.” 

“ My. dear girl, it takes hours. If I smiled continually all 
that length v>f time the top of my hoad would come off.” 

“Isn’t it wonderful? Dancy building it all up from jot- 
tings on an old envelope ! What ’s that piece of ptiper you 
took out of tho typed copy ? ” 

“ Oh, that ’s nothing to do with tho literary side of it,” 
I said, crumpling up the little memorandum, wnich said that 
tho Editor presented compliments and regretted that he 
was unablo to make use of the enclosed contribution. L. 


“Mr. Henderson . . . was received with a cry of ‘ IIo is not on the 
map now.’ - Times. 

It is supposed that his supporter meant to say “ not on the 
mat” — in rcforonco to an incident at tho close of Mr. 
Henderson’s Ministerial career. But many a true word is 
said in tho "Press by inadvertence. 
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Can’t we 
manage 
another 
£ 10 , 000 ' 
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B USINESS men have realised that no 
more War Bonds on the present terms 
will be issued after Saturday week, 
January 18th. Directors and Partners —the 
controlling heads of great Companies and Firms 
— the men whose signatures on a cheque are 
worth millions of pounds — are meeting to 
decide the urgent question : “ Hou) much 
more can we put into War Bonds by 
January 18th?" 


They know that the issue of War Bonds 
is an opportunity which will not recur. A net 
yield of 5} to 5 3 per cent, on a British 
Government Security — safe as Consols and bear- 
ing about twice as much interest, saleable at any 
time, and carrying unique conversion rights and 
privileges in respect of taxation — these are 
terms which, in their entirety, no Government 
would be justified in offering in time of Peace. 


That is why the business men of great 
industrial and commercial centres like Liverpool, 
Glasgow, Manchester, Edinburgh, Birmingham, 
Newcastle, Bradford, Leeds, Bristol, Cardiff, 
Sheffield — cities every one of which has 
already invested from ten to more than fifty 
million pounds in War Bonds— are now con- 
sidering how much more they can invest by 
Saturday week. 


Put your capital where the shrewdest 
judges of investment values in the Kingdom 
are putting theirs. Buy War Bonds while 
you have the chance. 


Send a letter by to-day’s post, instructing 
your Banker or Stockbroker to invest as much 
as you can afford ; or call at the Bank or 
Money Order Post Office. 


Buy the 



you can 


Bradburv. Acnew & Co. .Ltd.. Printers. London 
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Ihnr Old Lady ((<> rctaniiny iranior). “Welcome rack to Blimey ! 


A DEMOBILISATION DISASTER. 

Private Handle Jan vers Binderbeck 
and Private John Hodge (of No. 1 2 
Platoon) both enlisted in 1914. Pre- 
viously Handle wrote articles, mostly 
denunciatory. J le denounced the (Gov- 
ernment of the day, tight skirts, 
Christian Science, scorching on scooters, 
the foreign policy of Patagonia and 
many other things. .John, on the other 
hand, had not an agile brain. He 
worked on a farm in some incredibly 
primitive capacity, and the only thing 
that he denounced was the quality of 
the beer at the “ Waggon and Horses.” 
It certainly was bad. , 

lu the Army Randle had no ambition 
except to get out of it and to remain a 
private while in it. His ambition for 
his civil career was tremendous. He 
tried to prod the placid John (his 
neighbour in . their but) into an equal 
ambition. 

“ My poor llodgo,” said Randle to 
John, “ you must cultivate a soul above 
manure. Does it satisfy you, as a man 
made in the image of God, to be able to 
distinguish between a mangold and a 
swede? Think of the glory of literature, 
the power of the writer to send forth 
his burning words to millions and sway 
public opinion as the west wind sways 
the pliant willow.” 


“ 1 dmmo as 1 ’d prefer that to bird- 
scaring or suchlike,*’ murmured John. 

Goaded by such beast-liko placidity, 
Randle would forget all restraint in 
trying to lash John into a worthy 
ambition. 

It was for talking after “ Lights out ” 
that Randle and John were given a 
punishment of three days’ confinement 
to barracks. Randle, pouring out a de- 
vastating torrent of words in the man- 
ner of a public orator, bitterly denounced 
the punishment; John, who had merely 
snored (the Captain said it took two to 
make a conversation), boro it with the 
stoicism of ignorance. 

Randle used to dream of Peace Day. 
Ho heard Sir Douglas Haig order his 
Chief -of -Stall* to summon Private 
Randle Janvers Bindcrbcck. “ Release 
him at once,” said Haig, in Randle’s 
dream, “ to resume his colossal mission 
as leader and director of public opinion.” 

If John dreamed, it wns of messy 
farmyards and draughty lields ; but it 
is improbable that lie dreamed at all. 

They both went to the War and 
faced the Hun. Randle thought of the 
Hun only as a possible wrecker of liis 
career, therefore as a foe of mankind. 
John hardly thought of the Hun except 
in the course of coming into contact 
with him, and then he used his bayonet 
with careless zeal. 


Randle steeled himself against the 
rough edges of soldiering, lie allowed 
neither the curses of corporals nor the 
familiarities of second-lieutenants to 
| affect his dreams of the future. Always, 
even sot to coco in the last five minutes 
before going over the top, lie kept 
before John his vision splendid. 

It was their luck to remain together 
and unhurt. Then arrived the great 
day when the Hun confessed defeat. 
Randle vainly awaited a sign from the 
Commander-in-Chief. 

There came, however, a moment 
when No. 12 Platoon was paraded at 
the Company Orderly-room. Parti- 
culars wore to be taken before Idling 
up demobilisation forms. Men were to 
be grouped, on paper, according to the 
! nation’s demand lor their return to 
! civil life. 

Randle Janvers Binderbeck knew Ibis 
was dec Tmj. Magnanimously ho over- 
looked the delay and felt JJiat JIajg 
might, after all, have an excuse. John 
Hodge remained placid. He had long 
ago classed Randle’s goadings with 
heavies and machine-guns, as unavoid- 
able incidents of warfare. e 

Randle and John were called into the 
orderly-room togctlior. By an obvious 
error John was first summoned to the 
table. 

“ Well, Hodge,” said the Company 
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A superkeen 
blade and the 
means of automatically 
stropping it— a well-finished 
razor frame which has no loose parts 
and can be cleaned by just a rinse and a 
wipe - these features, combined with adjustability of the 
blade, produce the nearest possible approach to perfection 
in the latest 


“VAX/E-T 


Safety Razor ' 


THE STANDARD SET consists 

of heavily silver-plated self-strop- 
ping “ Valet** Safety I^azor, twelve 
genuine “ Valet ” Blades, and 
“Valet** strop; the whole Oil 
in handsome case complete 

Of all high-class dealers 
throughout the world. 

The AutoStrop .Safely Razor Co,, Ltd,, 

61, New Oxford Street, London, W.C. i . 

And also at New York, Paris, Milan, Sydney, iMiUin, 
Toronto, 8u\ 



The word “ V alet '* on Razors, Strops , and Blades indicates the genuine product of the AutoStrop Safety Razor Co., 

61 , New Oxford Street, London, W.C.T. 
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Waring & Gillow’s 


WINTER SALE 


of LINENS DRAPERIES CHINA AND GLASS. 

For TWO WEEKS only — NOW PROCEEDING. 

LINEN CHINA & GLASS DRAPERY 

DEPARTMENT. DEPARTMENT. DEPARTMENT. 


too doz. Hurft Irish Hemstitched Linen 
Pillow Cases. 

Inches. Each. 

jo by 30 Special sale price 9/ 11 

22 by 32 „ „ „ 11/9 

27 by 27 • fl „ „ 12/9 

2 5 by 3 1 „ „ „ 12/9 

X^doz.Fine QnalityllemstitcheclUnion 
Pillow Cases. Size 20 by 30 ins. 
Special sale price 6/11 each. 

100 d iz. Christy's Turkish Towels. 
Size 22 bv 4 2 ins. 

Special sale price 1/1 1} each. 

1 50 dnz. large size Turkish Rath Towels 
S ze 30 by 53 ins. 6/11 each. 

200 Hemmed Tuikhh Bath Sheets. 

Special sale price 16/9 each. 

100 doz. Hemmed Huckaback Rice 
Towels. Size 24 by 40 ins. 

Special sale price 16/9 doz. 

75 doz. Hemstitched Itish Damask 
Huckaback Face Towels. 

Special sale price 47/6 doz. 


Gieat reductions in useful and ornamental 
glass of all kinds, including some thousands 
of odd wine glasses. 

SHERRY, PORT, CLARET, 
CHAMPAGNES. 

500 English Gins- Decanters, etched and 
plain. From 3,6 to 7/6 each. 

Country orders carnage and package extra. 
No samples can be sent. 


/ARING& 


GlLLOW, 


Hirm/sAc/'s C iXauators 1.TD 

to V.M the TCrtf 

164-180 OXFORD ST., LONDON, W.l. 

Telephone: Museum 5000. 

The Specimen Bargains above are merely ex- 
amples of the wonderful value to be obtained. 


On account of the quick clearance of our 
sale bar gains % it is impossible to send 
patterns of any of our sale goods . 

6.000 yards, pieces and part pieces, 
31 in. good quality Cretonne, large 
variety of designs and colours, which 
cannot be repealed. 

Usual price 1/ II, 2/6 and 2/1 1. 

All at one sale price to clear, 

1/01 per yd. 

Please note wc cannot supply more 
than 50 yds. to one customer of this 
particular bargain. 

2.000 yards of 31 in. heavy quality 
Cretonne, Queen Anne Embroidery de- 
sign in Black and Linen colour ground. 

Usual pr'cc 2/3 per yd. 

Special sale price 1/41 per yd. 

5.000 yards 31 in. h< avy Domestic 
Cretonne, Chinese Chippendale design 
in 6 treatments of colour. 

Usual price 2/1 1 J per yd. 
Special sale price 1/61 per yd. 


ROUGH SKIN 


is caused hy the Kit in Soap combining with the Chalk 
or Lime in water, thus forming a scum whuh is easily 
noticeable t)ii the sides of a wash-hand basin, etc. 

This seu in clogs the pores of the skin and sits up 
long lines*; , chilblains, etc. 


X 


There is no scum where 


SAPON Soaps 


are used. They are entirely different from all other Soaps. 


A Nurac at one of the Principal Military 1 1 capitals, 
after thoroughly tenting *'Sa po n” Tar Soup, writes: 

•• It i> uall\ wnm.lt rful hew. it cleans up skin trouble, e*-p< ci.tlly eczema." 
An Officer writes : 

“ M> father, Major — , sent me a cake of jour soap, which I find m 

» us(' than any I have ever tiud. My skin is almoimally bad— so bad 
li t, that in > last Medical Hoard refused to pass me for service abroad 
iiiiiot fell >oti what relief your Soap has brought me, eve a in the u^e . 
ogle table I." 

A__Major write* : 

•■Your Soap is r\ti .»■ >rdm.trily good for the skin. 1 sometimes g» t vj 
.truss my shouldeis -nothing to worry about— but I don’t like them and 1 I 
i.it lea\ irg * Sapon ’ lather to dry on takes them away." 

An R.N. Officer writes : 

“ I owe jou many thanks for supplying sucli exctdlem ,oap*>. I bad a v 
nigh and course skin until I tiled your Soaps. I use none ode r thui \ 
•aps now.” 

The above aic voluntaiy testimonials u huh speak joy thanseLis. 

1 he originals may be seen at the Utjuc of the Corapan, 


4d. per Tablet 


No advance on Pre-War Prioes. 


SAPQiN SOAPS, LIMITED londcTn' bridge e e. c . a 

y The increasing demand fgt ** Sapon ” Soap by the troope ^ ^ 
at homo and abroad grtVents ut from executing orders xggf 
from the public trim promptitude. Our difficulty will , 
toe we nye, bo appreciated and understood by our 

customers, and their patience is solicited. ^ ^ 


Camelhair 


/jtrJ 5 


Comfort. 


This coat 




just the 
thing 
for 

Home 




or * 

School 




Jaeger 


Pure Camelhair 


LONDON DEPOTS: 
126 Regent Street, W. 1 


456 Strand, W.C. 2 
30 Sloane Street, S.W. 1 
102 Kensington High St., W. 8 
115 Victoria Street. S.W. 1 
85-86 Cheapside, E.C. 2 



No. 1133 




Jaeger Agents in every Town and 
throughout the British Empire. 


Jaeger Camelhair Coat 

24 in. to 39 in. 63/6 to 64 /- 
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Sorgeant- Major, “ wlmt ’s your job in 
civil life ? ” 

“ I dunno as I got any special job,” 
said John. “ I just sort o’ helped on 
the farm.” 

“You must have a group,” said tho 
C.S.M. “ What did you mostly do 
boforo tho War ? ” 

“ S’ far as that do go,” said John, “ 1 
were mostly a bird-scarer.” 

“ 1 .Bird-scarer/ ” said tho C.S.M. “ 1 
know there’s a heading for that some- 
where. Agricultural, ain’t it ? ‘Bird- 
scarer.’ Ah, here wo aro. ‘Croup 1.’ 
You ’ll bo one of tho first for release.” 

Tho Company Clerk noted tho fact, 
and tho C.S.M. enlied “Next man.” 

Handle Jan vers Hinderheck stepped 
forward. 

“What’s your job, Binderbeck ? " 
said the C.S.M. 

(To ask Lord Northut.iffk, “ Do you 
sell newspapers ? ” To ask Boswf.lt,, 
“ Have you heard of a man named 
Johnson?” To ask IIknry VIII., 
“ Were you ever married ? ”) 

The futility of the question flabber- 
gasted Handle. 

“Como on, man,” said the C.S.M. 

Randle made an effort. “ Journalist,” 
he said. 

“‘Journalist,’” said tho C.S.M., 
“‘Journalist.’ Yes, I thought so. 
‘Croup 11/ You’ve got a long way 
to go, my lad. You Y1 have done better 
if you was a bird-scarer, like Hodge. 
'Them ’s the hoys tho nation wants — 
Croup L hoys. You sticks in the 
Army for another six months’ fatigue. 
Next man.” 

That was all. 

John Hodge is now soberly awaiting 
demobilisation, and will not have to 
wait long. 

Randlo Janvers Binderbeck is secretly 
consoling himself by writing tho most 
denunciatory articles. They will never 
ho published, hut they afford an alter- 
native to cocaine. 

He feels that he can never again 
consont to sway public opinion as the 
wost wind, etc., in the interests of a 
nation which rates him forty groups 
lower than an animated scarecrow. 

It is the nation’s own fault, Handle 
is blameless. 

A Noisy Salute. 

From a Review of The liemcmbcrcd 
Kiss , in The Westminster Gazette: — 

“ It would be doing Miss Ayres an injustice 
to suppose that thero is only ono kisfc to re- 
member in the whole of her novel, but the one 
which gives its title is bestowed by a young 
and handftome burglar, and received by a girl 
who mistook the noise he was making for a 
thunderstorm.” 

As Trnnysox says in The Bay -Dream : 
“ O love, thy kiss would wake tho 
dead ! ” 



Father (brin(/inff son home from pur/ if}. oi.n CIIM’, wiiJCK tukkk iiimv or 

MTTLJ* GIRLS H)Jt VOIJ TO DANCK WITH?" 

Hon {rather proud of himself). “Oil, Tin: nu wkiiu komi; kids about, hit 1 m\< t.i* 
WITH A (UHL OF SI XTF.HN — AND, BY JOVK, SHU I.OOKKH IT.” 


Fit BA KS OF FOOD-CONTROL. 

Thoi'UIL Mrs. Midas shows a righteous 
zeal 

In preaching self-control at every meal, 

She never in her stately home for- 
gets 

To cater freely for her precious pets. 

On cheese and soup she feeds her price- 
less “ Pekio 

Stilton and Cheddar, Bortch and Cockv- 
lcckic ; 

And Max, licr shrill-voiced “Bom,” 
politely begs 

For his diurnal dole of now-laid eggs. 


Semiramis, her noble Persian eat, 
TffDmri W Mi'nvr inelegantly fat 


Upon asparagus and Shaker oats, 

With milk provided hv two special 
goats. 

Meanwhile her governess subd^K mi 
greens, 

Canned conger-eel or cod and bmter- 
heans, 

j And often in a black ungrideful mood 
Envies the dogs and eat their daintier 
food. 


“On one hide was the naval mu ml >>l honour 
—splendid men from the ships <>l the I lover 
Patrol — and on tho other side a militai> guaid 
from tlie Garrison with the band of tho Hull ■. 
waiting to play President WiImmi info I iigland 
with • The tar-spangled M.inmT.' ” 

/’ n>rnu nit I’njui . 

A preti y compliment to the naval escort . 

TVl. 




i 
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THE MUD LARKS. 

Oi k TSTi*. MacTavish is a man with a 
past. Ho is now a cavalry subaltern 
and he was once a sailor. As a soldier 
at sea is never anything but an object 
of derision to sailors, correspondingly 
the mere idea of a sailor on horseback 
causes the utmost merriment among 
soldiers. 

“Sailors on horseback! *’ — ilie very 
words bring visions of apoplectic mar- 
iners careering madly across sands, 
three to a horse, every limb in convul- 
sion. Why, it’s one of the world’s 
stock jokes. 

The pathetic part of it is that, obey- 
ing the law of opposites, tho saddle has 
an irresistible and fatal attraction for 
tho poor chaps. They take to it on 
every possible and impossible occasion. 
You can see them playing alleged polo 
at Malta, riding each other off at right 
angles and employing their sticks as 
grappling irons. You can seo them 
over from tho Hock whooping after 
Spanish foxes, bestriding their steeds 
anywhere but in the appointed placo. 

As every proper farmer’s boy has 
long, long thoughts of magic oceans, 
spice islos and clipper ships, so I will 
warrant every normal Naval ollicor 
dreams of a little placo in tho grass 
counties, a stableful of long-tails and 
immortal runs with tho Quoin and 
Pytchloy. 

It was thus with our Mr. MacTavish, 
anyhow. A stern parent and a strong- 
armed crammer projected him into tho 
Navy, and in the Navy he remained for 
years bucketing about the salt seas in 
light and wobbly cruisers, enforcing in- 
tricate Haiti haws off Newfoundland in 
mid-winter, or playing hide-and-seek 
with elusive dhows on tho Equator in 
midsummer, but always with a vision 
of that little place in bis mind’s eye. 

Ill's opportunity arrived with the 
demise of the stern parent and the 
acquisition of a comfortable legacy. 
MacTavish sent in bis papers and 
stepped ashore for good. He discovered 
tho haven of bis heart's desire in the 
neighbourhood of Melton, purchased a 
pig and a cow (which turned out to be 
a bullock) to give tho little place a 
homely air, engaged a terrier for ratting 
and intercourse, and with the assist- 
ance of some sympathetic dealers was 
assembling as comprehensive a collec- 
tion of curbs, spavins, sprung tendons, 
pin-toes, herring-guts, ewe-necks, cow- 
hocks and capped elbow s as could be 
found between the Tweed and Tamar, 
when* -Mynheer W. Hohenzollkhn 
(as lie is to-day) wont and done it. 

The evening of August 4th, 1914, 
discovered MacTavish sitting on the 
wall of bis pig-sty, bis happy bunting 


prospects shot to smithereens, arguing 
tho position out with the terrier. lie 
must attend to this war, that was clear, 
hut need lie necessarily go back to tho 
salt sea? Couldn’t he do bis bit in 
some other service? What about the 
Cavalry? That would mean galloping 
about Europe on a jolly old gee, shout- 
ing “ Hurrah ! ” and cutlassing tho foot- 
passengers. A merry life, combining 
all the glories of fox-hunting with only 
twenty-live per cent, of its safety - 
according to J nr rocks. 

What about the Cavalry, then ? The 
terrier semaphored complete approba- 
tion with its tail stump and oven tho 
pig made enthusiastic lioisos. 

A month later MacTavish turned up 
in a Reserve Regiment of Cavalry at 
tiie Curragh as a “ young officer.” The 
Riding-Master treated liis case as no 
more hopeless than anybody olso’s and 
MacTavish was making average pro- 
gress until one overling in tho ante- 
room lie favoured the company with a 
few well spiced Naval reminiscences. 

Next morning the Riding-Master was 
convulsed with merriment at the mere 
sight of him, addressed him variously 
as Jellicoe, Captain Kidd and Sinbad, 
and, after first warning MacTavish not 
to imagino ho was ashore at Port Said 
riding the favourite in a donkey Derby, 
translated all his instructions into nau- 
tical language. For instance: “Right 
rein haul the starboard yoke line; 
gallop — full steam ahead ; halt -cast 
anchor; dismount —abandon ship,” and 
so forth, giving his delicate and fanciful 
sense of humour full play and evoking 
roars of laughter from tho whole house, 
it did not take MacTavish long to 
realise that, no matter what he said, ho 
would never again l)e taken soriously 
in that place; he was, in fact, the 
world’s stock joke, a sailor on horse- 
back (Ha, ha, ha !). 

He set his jaw and was determined 
that he would not he caught tripping 
again : there should be no more re- 
miniscences. Once clear of Ireland lie 
would bury bis past. 

All this happened years ago. 

When 1 came back from leave the 
other day I asked for Albert Edward. 
“ He and MacTavish are up at Corpse 
H.Q.,” said the skipper; “they ’ro help- 
ing the A.P.M. straighten tho traffic 
| out. By the way you *d bettor trickle 
| up there and relievo thorn, as they’re 
both going on leave in a day or so.” 

i trickled up to Corpse and eventually 
discovered Albert Edward alone, prac- 
tising the three-card trick with a view 
to a career after tho War. “You’ll 
enjoy this Mess,” said lie, turning up 
“the Lady” where he least expected 
her ; “it ’s made up of Staff’ eccentrics — 
Demobilizing, Dolousing, Educational, 


Laundry and Burial wallahs — all sorts, 
very interesting; you ’ll learn how the 
other half lives and all that. Oh, that 
reminds mo. You know poor old 
MacTavish’s secret, don’t you?” 

“ Of course,” said I ; “overybodv docs. 
Why?” 

Albert Edward grinned. “ Because 
there’s another bloke hero with a dark 
past, only this is t’other way about ; 
he ’s a bumpkin turned sailor, Blen kin- 
sop by name, you know, tho Shrop- 
shire hackney breeders. He ’s Naval 
Division. Ever rub against those mer- 
chants ? ” 

I had not. 

“ Well, I have,” Albert Edward went 
on. “They ’re wonders ; pretend they ’rc 
in mid-ocoan all tho time, stuck in tho 
mud on tho Bcaucourt Ridge, gummed 
in the clay at Souchoz — anywhere. 
Thoy ‘ como aboard’ a trench and call 
their records-offico — a staid and solid 
bourgeois dwelling in Havre — H.M.S. 
Victory . If you were bleeding to death 
and asked for tho First Aid Post they 
wouldn’t understand you; you’ve got 
to say ‘ Sick bay ’ or bleed on. J f you 
want a meal you ’vc got to call the 
cook-house ‘The galley,’ or starve. 

“ This matelot Blenkinsop has got it 
very badly. He obtained all li is sea 
experience at tho Crystal Palace and 
has been mud -pounding up and down 
France for three years, and yet here we 
havo him now pretending there’s no 
such thing as dry land.” 

“ Not an unnatural delusion,” I re- 
marked. 

“ Well,” resumed Albert Edward, 
“ across tho table from him sits our old 
MacTavish, lisping, ‘ What is the At- 
lantic? Is it a herb?’ I’ll hot my 
soul they’re in their billets at this 
moment, MacTavish mugging up some 
stable-patter out of Nat Gould, and 
Blenkinsop imbibing a dose of ship- 
chatter from ‘Bahtimkus.’ They ’ll come 
in for food presently, MacTavish doing 
what ho imagines to be a ‘ cavalry-roll,’ 
tally-hoing at the top of liis voice, and 
Blenkinsop weaving his walk like the 
tough old sea-dog he isn’t, ship a-hoying 
and avasting for dear life.” 

“ They 'ro both going on leave with 
you to-morrow, aren’t they ? ” I asked. 

Albert Edward nodded. 

“Then their gamo is lip,” said I. 

Albert Edward’s brow crinkled. “ I 
don’t quite get you.” 4 

“My dear old fool,” said I, “it’s 
blowing great guns now. With the 
leave-packet doing the unhustod bron- 
cho act for two hours on end it shouldn’t 
be very difficult to separato the sheep 
from the goat, the true-blue sailor from 
the pea-greon lubber, should it ? They 
may bo able to bluff’ each other, but 
not tho silvery Channel in mid-winter." 




RECONSTRUCTION SHOCKS. 

i'ianisl {acro/apa/n/iny celeb mini prim a donna at classical concert after three, years of day sonys in, A nay hat'*). 
l)KO\VN 11 Kit WKLL. IN TIIK CHORUS ! ” 


‘No \v 'ihj:n, i;ov.-*! 


Albert Edward slapped bis knee and j 
laughed aloud. ! 

’■ i 

They all came back from England 
last night. I loat no time in cornering 
Albert Edward. 

“ Well, everything worked just as I 
prophesied, didn’t it?” said 1. “ W ith 
the first buck the old boat gave Blenk- 
insop tottered to the rail and “ 

Albert Edward shook his head. 

“ No, ho didn’t. He ale a pound of 
morphia and lay in the saloon through- 
out sleeping like a little child.” 

“ But MaoTavish ? ” [ stammered. 

“Ob, MaeTavish*” said Albert Ed- 
ward MaoTavish took an emetic.” 

P.\Tli ANTUUl. 


Commercial Candour. 

‘•Tin.* postwar will bo t lit? 011c far 

from which the owner with moderate ideas 
can obtain the minimum amount of genuine 
pleasure and satisfaction.’* 

# Adrt. in Trade Taper. 

From an account of a lilm-dranui : - 

“ Horrified at hi^ pscudanimity she agree* 
to the deception.”* Trovincial Toper, 

It- sounds rather pusillonymous. 


interesting State. At the same lime 
MESICAH uOSSll. . i an urgent invitation has been sent to 

Wk are semi-otticially informed on j the eminent conductor offering him 
the best authority that the uiidermen- 1 the throne of the Empire of Peroussia. 
tioned nominations some of which j Sir JJknky’s decision is awaited with 
have already been accepted — to the . feverish anxiety. 

thrones and chairs now vacant in j It is stated by the Can ine fella 
various parts of the world have hccnjSV/u that Madame Mklra, the \us- 
nuule and approved by the Allied (lov- ! tralian nightingale, has been chosen 
ornments. to preside over the J ug-jugo-Slav Ro- 

Korcmosfc among these is-the nominal public, while Madame Clara Hi:tt has 
tion “by acclamation” of Richard | been unanimously elected Empress of 
Strauss as King of the Cannibal | Patagonia. 

Islands. It is understood that the | Sir Thomas Bkil ham’s selection from 
illustrious composer has already arrived | among the candidates for the throne 
and that a grand congross of Antliro- j of Now (iuinea is regarded as a fore- 
pophagi with suitable festivities is in ; gone conclusion. The famous violinist, 
contemplation. j Mr. Alukiit Sammons, has so far iv- 

Two nominations which have been i turned no linal answer to the oiler of 
the cause of great satisfaction in diplo- 1 the Crown of Sonlinia, hilt il is belie\ e.d 
matic circles are those of Mr. Mark j that he cannot long remain mute lo 
IlAMRonu; lo the Kingdom of Palestine, j the touching appeal of the signatories, 
and that of M. Moiseiwitch to the; A favourable answer is also expected 
throne of the Solomon Islands. .Jam- i from Alllo. Jelly Aranyi, who has been 
borcos of jubilation are already l ife in nominated Queen of Cuava. 
the latter locality. j On the other hand Sir Enw \rdEu.\r, 

Sir Henry Wood has been siuiultanc ! O.M., has steadfastly declined the isar- 
ously approached from two quarters. | dom of Bulgaria, even Miougli it w as 
The leading citizens of Sonora have proposed to change the mono ol the 
ottered him the Presidentship of that ! country to Klgaria. 
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TO AN EGYPTIAN BOY. 

Guild of the gorgeous East, whose ardent suns 
Have kissed thy velvet skin to deeper lustie 
And given thine almond (‘yes 
A look more calm and wise 
Than any we pale Westerners can muster, 

Alas ! my mean intelligence affords 
No clue to grasp tho meaning of the words 
Which vehemently from thy larynx leap. 

How is it that the liquid language runs? 

“ .Y ui —svrituj h i/— enronhi aster fetish -ip” 

LVn so, methinks, did Cleopatra woo 

Her vanquished victor, couched on scented roses, 
And Pharaoh from his throne 
With' more imperious tone 
Addressed in some such terms rebellious Monks ; 
And esoteric priests in Theban shrines, 

Their ritual connod from hieroglyphic signs, 

Thus muttered incantations dark and deep 
To Isis and Osiris, Thoth and Shu : 

Mai — soriny —trif—ennmbi aster fetish ip." 

In all my youthful studies why was this 

Left out? What tutor shall 1 blame my folly on? 
From Sekhot-IIetcpu 
Return to mortal view, 

O shade of Ihtuciscn or Marik m: or C’iiampollion; 


Expound the message latent in his speech 
Or send a clearer medium, I beseech ; 

For lo! I listen till 1 almost wee}) 

For anguish at the priceless gems 1 miss : 

“ Xai- soritnj — trif — enronhi — aster - -fet ish - ip 

To sundry greenish orbs arranged on trays — 
Unripe, unluscious fruit— ho draws attention. 

My mind, till now so dark, 

Receives a sudden spark 

That glows and flames to perfect comprehension ; 
And I, whom no Rosetta Stone assists, : 

.Become the peer of Egyptologists, 

From whom exotic tongues no secrets keep; 

For this is what the alien blighter says : 
r “ Nice orang’ ; three for one piastre ; very cheap.” 


“Napoleon was crowned Emperor of tho French on December 2nd, 
1804, and abdicated in 1914. On December 2nd, 19141, the paper:) 
announced the formal abdication of Wilhelm II. of Germany." 

Kent Messetnjrr. 

Win helm probably wishes* that lie had chosen tho same 
date for his abdication as Napoleon. 

* « 

When a dear little lady from Lancashire 
Came to London to act as a bank cashier, 

And asked, “Is it true 
1 + 1 - 2 ?’’ 

They thought they’d revert to a man cashier. 
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PARLIAMENTARY CASUALTIES. 


| For mucl of this grief the Sinn and Pantaloon J fear his clowning' will 
Feiners are responsible. They have ! fail to draw. 

De\ii Mil Punch, — I am told that ’ easily accomplished what a few years With so many of the old puppets 
Mr. Asquith considers that this has j ago six stalwart British constables could ^ gone 1 feel very lonely, and can only 
been a most unsatisfactory election. ; scarcely do and have removed the j try to comfort myself with the hope 
So do J. As you know, the principal ! gigantic Mr. Flaun from his emerald j that the now Parliament may provide 
function of 1 1 io House of Commons bench. With him have gone nearly all J some adequate substitutes. After all, 
nowadays is to provide amusing “copy his comrades; and l lie onee-powerful j so vast a machine must contain a few 
for the late editions of the evening Nationalist parly, which for nearly forty cranks. 

papers and to give the “sketch”- writers ! years has been such an unfailing source Meantime 1 remain, Sir, with the 
a chance of exercising their pretty wits. ; of sparkling paragraphs, is reduced to highest respect, 

As Mr. Spencer Leigh Hughes once the number immorlaliscd by Words- Your Pari. r \ mknt\ky Correspondent. 
remarked in an after-dinner speech to j worth’s little maid 

Mr. Balfour, You, Sir, are ouv Almost more distressing than the .nnuitMTimr 

material.” . loss of individuals is the breaking up THE BOOM IN ARCHITECTURE. 

Now, what 1 complain f is that on , of Parliamentary partnerships. What Since that far-away period before 
the present occasion the voters have is the use of Mr. Houston being re- tho War, my architectural nerve has 
entirely disregarded the needs of the turned if he has no longer Sir Leo ! become sadly debilitated ; so when a 


journeymen of the t 
Press, and have ruth - 
lessly deprived them 
of the greater part of 
their raw material. Mr. 
Hughes himself, I am 
glad to see, has been 
spared, but he fortu- 
nately had not to un- 
dergo the hazards of 
a contest. I tremble 
to think what his fate 
might have been if at 
the last moment some 
stodgy statesman had 
been nominated to op- 
pose him. 

Against humour, 
conscious or uncon- 
scious, tin* voters seem 
to have solidly set 
their faces. It was 
had enough that Mr. 
.Toe King who has 
probably helped to 
provide^ more deserv- 
ing journalists with a 



Hamlin (jirmhj /. “ Voc mi .vr \i.low mi: ANOTiir.il knob or coal, Miss Skimlm.i: 
My nerves will no lonoiik bi:au tub noise or these sneezing crickets . 11 


card (hearing t lie name 
of Carr uth ors) was 
| brought to me the 
‘other morning [ felt 
! quite unmanned. 

; “ Some polcn I ial 

. client,” T observed in- 
i wardly, “ who has 
heard of the removal 
of the live-hundred 
pound limit and lias 
bearded me before ] 

; have .had time to get 
I the hang of T-square 
; and compasses again.” 
j J liked the appear- 
ance of Mr. Cami- 
thers, and his greeting 
had a slight ring of 
flattery in it that was 
very soothing. 

“ You are Mr. Bel- 
lamy, the architect? ” 
he said. 

“ l am,” I replied ; 
“at least 1 was before 
- the War.” 

.1 largo practice?'’ ho 


living than any other legislator who ever j Chiozza Money to heckle? Captain ‘And have 
lived should have declined the contest. Prety.man-Newm \n will doubtless con- ! resumed. 

Question-lime without Mr. King and tinue to ask questions about the shock- 1 “1 certainly had a large practice 

his imomn nose lor mare’s-nests will i mg condition of his native country, hut j formerly,” 1 said. “ With my methods 
he like Ahco without Tho Mad Halter, j w ithout Mr. Reddy's squeaking ohbli- j and experience ono ouglit to acquire an 
ft was had, too, that Sir Hkdworth j (fata, “ Why isn’t the honourable and | extensive clientele. I have been an 
Mkux should have decided to interrupt ; gallant Mimber out at the Front? ” ! architect, my dear sir, man and boy for 
the flow r of that elorpience which wo j they will lose half their savour. He j over forty years, and have always 
we«e forbidden to call “breezy,” and. will he as dull as To without her j followed the architectural fashions. In 
that Major* Boadicea” Hunt, Mr. John gad-tly. Mr. “ Boanerges ’ Stanton is : the late seventies, when little columns 
Burns, Mr. Tim Hfaly, and Mr. Swift j happily still w ith us, but with no paci- j of Aberdeen granite were the rage — you 
MauNeii.l should have withdrawn i lists to bellow at 1 fear that his vocal | know tho stuff, tastes like marble and 
from a scene in which they had pro- [chords will atrophy. looks liko brawn — I went in for them 

vided so much profitable entertainment j Then the famous Young Scots Trio, [hot and strong, and every building I 
for tho gods in the Press Gallery. i which has given us so many attractive touched turned to potted meat. Then 
These losses made it all the more turns,” has been violently dissolved. Shaw came along — Bernard, was it? 
incumbent upon the electors to see that; Mr. Pringle, whose ample supply of no, NoAman — with his red brick and 
the House should retain as much as ! vitriolic invective was always at the gables, and 1 got so keen that I moved 
possible of the remnant of its comic service of the Prime Minister, has to Bedford Park to catch the full .flavour 
relief. But what do we find? Why. [ been left by an ungrateful constituency of it. 

that practically every one of the gen- at the bottom of the poll, and Mr. Watt j “Next, the Ingle-nookors found in 
tlemon who made the journalist's life has shared his fate. It is true that j mo a willing disciple. 1 designed row s 
worth living in tho last Parliament has Mr. Hogge managed to save his bacon, ; of houses, all roofs and no chimneys, or 
been cruelly turned down. 1 but without tho support of Harlequin t all chimneys and no roofs, it didn’t 



“[ m:\tt your husband rs no mu. from Fuynck. Is tin: army going to uki.f.asi: him?’’ 

‘Wf.LI., 'K *S GOT a FORTNIGHT It H FORK 1IK (JOKS BACK, BUT BY THAT TIME 'li 'OPEH TO BK DKMORAMSKI).' 


"Hn alter which so long as there was an 
ingle-nook witli a motto over it. Why, 
after a time I got so expert that 1 
simply designod an ingle-nook and the 
rest seemed to grow by itself. 

“Just as the War started 1 had broken 
out in another place and was getting 
into my 1 talian loggia pergola and-sunk- 
garden stride, and then camo the five- 
hundred pound limit and busted the ( 
whole show. In fact, when you called j 
I was wondering whether to chuck the I 
business and go in for writing cinema ! 
plays.” 

“ When I want a really fashionable 
house built for mo,” said Carruthers, “ 1 
shall certainly come to you.” 

41 Ah,” I said, “ you have come to see j 
me then on behalf of a friend?” j 

44 On behalf,” ho said, “ of several j 
friends'” 1 

My chest swelled visibly. “ This 
man,” 1 said to myself, while reaching i 
for my Corona Coronas, “is planning 1 
a garden city, or at least a group of 
houses on the communal plan.”* 

44 The fact is,” said Carruthers, clear- 
ing his throat, 44 1 am a scout-master, 
and my troop are collecting waste- 
paper, and I expect you have any 
amount of old plans and things that 
you ” 

I was just in time to save the cigar. 


FRUITS OF VICTORY. 

[ Unlimited laid may now bo purchased 

without coupon.” Daily Vapcr.] 

Swiftly the shadow of William tho 
Jinn 

Fados from the lields that our valour 
has won ; 

Totter the thrones of our many Con- 
trollers, 

Freedom is coming to man and his 
molars : 

Doomed is the coupon and doomed is 
the card, 

With all the embargos that hit us so 
hard ; 

Now we may purchase unlimited lard. 

Soon will the mud-spattered soldier bo 
free ; 

Soon will the sailor bo home from the 
sea : 

Victory beams on tho banners of Right, 

This is tho time to be merry and 
bright ; 

Stilled is tho riot of shot and of shard 

And (what a boon to the heart of tho 
bard ! ) 

Now we may purchase unlimited lard. 

Shout hr the joy of it, waving your 
hats ; 

Where there are puttees will shortly be 
spats ; 


Never again will we form on tho right, 
Squad or platoon, for a sergeant’s 
delight ; 

So lot our faces, by discipline mai led, 
Shine with an unction that savours of 
nard, 

Now wo may purchase unlimited lard. 

Big Bertha Outranged. 

“ Two Russian battleships uiul sonic cruisers 
set out from tTonstadt to m erf the British 
warships in the Bill Lie, and wore tired on from 
the Blemish coast.” — Yorkshire Taper. 

After four incessant, years a< i'oms Dma’s 
| knee the peace New Year ought surely to hold 
something good in its kindly lap tor well- 
! strafed nutomohilists.’ Sketch, 

Bub after four years across Dora s knee 
tho New Year is probably not thinking 
about its lap, but quite the reverse. 

“The announcement, of a hall in Bru^els 
gave plenty of scope for imaginative hen Iks to 
quote, iu some ca.hc-i almost correctly, the 
lines about ‘ there was a scene of revel r\ 1>\ 
night.’ ”■ 

"Mr. dossip" in ** The Daily Sheh.h." 

“Mil. (loss)t',” too, quotes “almost 
correctly.” 

It is hoped that if M. PaolrluskI 
becomes President of the new Polish 
Republic lie will experience the truth 
of the old proverb, Chi va piano va sano. 




THE ARMY OF ENTERTAINMENT, LTD. 

As a more soldier threatened with 
unemployment owing to the sudden 
outbreak of peace, L utter to any enter- 
prising company- promoter an idea 
which should provide him with an 
immense fortune and myself with a 
congenial means of livelihood. 

My suggestion is that, with the con- 
sent 4 of Lord NouTKcnim: and the 
Allies, a slice of the old Front should 
he kept up m shtfii <(iio, and a repre- 
sentative assortment of troops retained 
to hold it on what was our side, and to 
tarry on the War as it was in the good 
old thus of lo, when we thought our 
life’s work w as bespoken and soldiers 
with hoy babies raised the question of i 
making acting rank hereditary. No j 
enemy would be employed, experiment j 
having proved that the existence of an j 
enemy detracts from the enjoyment of j 
modern war. 

The little army, commanded by a 1 


(leneral, bimsell an employe, of tbe 
j Army of Kntertai ueut Co., Ltd., would 
conduct operations for demonstration 
purposes. Visitors would ho charged 
admission to the Company's zone, and 
pay extra for any particular stunt show 
arranged for their benefit. 

It would he necessary to acquire a 
| strip of country running right back to 
| the coast, if realism should he the aim 
| of the directors, otherwise it would ho 
I impossible to show an A.M.L.O. in 
| action, or some interesting types of 
Headquarters, or laundry Colonels win- 
ning the D.S.O. 

1 have in mind a highly entertaining 
(ieneral who might be willing to accept 
the position of (l.O.C. for the Com- 
pany one of those desperate old gen- 
tlemen whose joy was to stalk about 
busy areas and strafe tho domestic and 
sanitary arrangements of batteries and 
battalions. He is of picturesque ap- 
pearance and would afford the best 
comic relief. This (leneral would be 


attended by the usual assistants, tradi- 
tionally housed, clothed and fed, but, 
the division being run as a commercial 
venture, it would he a matter for con- 
sideration by the directors whether 
these young gentlemen should receive 
a salary or pay a fee. 

Some visitors might well he so de- 
lighted with soldiering, free from the 
annoyance of enemy action, that they 
would wish to make a long stay and 
experience all its variations, beginning 
perhaps with the P.B.I. (or 1’retty 
Busy Infantry) in a mud-hole in tho 
front lino, and passing throygli all the 
stages of the normal military career 
till they arrived at the Divisional 
Chateau. Should anyone desire to 
survey life from the altitude of an R.T.O. 
(Railway Transport, not Really /Tanta- 
lising Officer, as supposed by some) it 
might bo arranged for him, in the in- 
terests of realism, to improvise infor- 
mation as to trains for the benefit of 
oilier visitors. 
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Extract from Mr. Jolliboy’s Diary No. 8 . 

T O-DAY to Dauber’s to see his portrait of Old Spudds, and did 
find the artist in sore perplexity at the dolefulness of his sitter’s 
expression. Did tell me he’d said all % manner of diverting things to take 
away the discomforted, lackeasy, self-consciousness of poor Spudds. 
Says I at once, * I’ll wager I know the reason of it and the remedy too. 
Next time he comes, fill his pipe with Chairman and watch him smoke it. 
As the tobacco disappears, so will that funeral face.’ ” 




Chairman, a fine tobacco, made in three strengths : Boardman’s, mild ; Chairman, 
medium ; Recorder, full ; and is sold by tobacconists everywhere at 1 1 Id. per oz, 

packet, and 3/9 per [ lb. tin. 


Mane I 


R. J. Lea, Ltd. 
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SPINK® SON D? | 

DIAMOND MERCHANTS ❖ 

Established 1772. % 

FINE JEWELS j 

Purchased for CASH or VALUED. %. 

Also ANTIQUE SILVER, MINIATURES $ 

GOLD or ENAMEL BOXES etc. & other * 

ITEMS of ANTIQUARIAN INTEREST ❖ 

. . Jewels or Plate can he safely sent per registered post insured , A* 

v " 17® 18 PICCADILLY, LONDON, W. 1 . 


Start the New Year with a 




This pen will see you comfortably through every writing task of 
1919. Y<\s, and for manv years afterwards for with ordinary care a 

Waterman's Tdeal will last a lifetime It is always ready, always 
right— a pen which is a pleasure to handle and an inspiration to use. 

Stiffly sind Self-Filling, ISa.onJ ///>.. <i» ih ; licuuhn, 10t.6d. 
ami itptiiuJs. ()/ Sftihoiici 9 mill Jeuvll.’i •> eve) vtfheit. 

L. G. SLOAN, Ltd., Often Corner, Kingsway, London, W.C.2. 

And 39, Shaftesbury Avenue, London, W. 1. 


To Relieve 


4> 


SUPER- 

SATISFACTION. 

The smoothness, uni- 
formity, and the supeth 
drawing ami writing 
i|U.tlilit** of " Venus " 
iVncils have convimed 
the most ciitic.d users 
that there is no " pencil 
just as good. 1 ' 


la // grades, black lead 
()H ( Softest J to I 
(Hardest) ; a! so j 
y ty!es cofyiH*. 


Of all Stationers, 
Stores, etc. 'throughout 
the world. 



INFLUENZA 

Headache, Rheumatism, Neuralgia 


HOWARDS’ 


(J TABLETS 

Manufactured by 
HOWARDS & SONS. LTD. 
(Sl\ ILFORD y 





II 

i W&Uf 

tffMfwe 


A leading Doctor stall s that the ditterence between Howards’ 
and other brands is 

“SIMPLY MARVELLOUS” 

The\ are guaranteed to be Pure, to contain the full dose, to he 
efficient in their action and readily digestible. 



jr The 
V LATEST 

& BEST RECORDS 

Sent by Post 

K I'>:i» 5 our stock of “His 

Mas'cr’ji Voke” Kecoicls up- 
to-date, so that \on are nlwa>s 
able to entertain your guests, ns 
well as enjov many pleasant hours 
yourself, with the finest music of 
the dav sung and played by the 
original artists, 'lire finest Audi- 
tion Rooms in London and every 
Record in stock. If N on ate unable 
to call— send for one of out cata- 
logues— select whatever records 
you wish— and they will l e sent to 
you through the post without delay. 

The WEST END 
Gramophone Supply Co. 

Ltd. 

Q4 REGENT STREET, 
LONDON, W. t 

k Telephone s A 

\ GERRARD 224. 225, 225 Jf 


K EEP it fair for his return. It won't 
be long; now. Use Oatine regu- 
larly. It prevents ugly lines and all 
other facial blemishes, and keeps 
the skin soft and velvety. Use it for 
the hands as well. 1/T-V and 2 3. 

USE IT* PROVE IT! 


Become a GOOD Pianist without constant 'practising.' 

My System has abolished all necessity f<»r key board drudgery. It is now 
possible to obtain in a few months a mastery of the piano often unobtain- 
able e\cu after years oi laborious practising foi :,e\ eral hours daily. 

Sir Fi.dci.ek Bridge and other eminent musician-, highly recommend 
and use this system. No apparatus or specially written scon- 
The quickest and most certain nay to permanent 
mastery of the piano. 

10,000 Successful 5 _ 

Pupil8. ' irat.d'VoOK, 

.«.*»• ** Light on Plano- 

> forte Playing.” 

» * This book expiainsfullyhow I touch tilt 

Si stem by a sprits of Postal Lessons nod 
. die fee I charge. The lessons are adapted to the 
requirements of pianists of all grades of proficiency. 
Apply for booklet to-day. Lot »K> not omit to state whether average or proficient 
playei, or, if a beginner, whether you can or cannot play at sight a s tuple liyinu tune. 
Send 3d. for part war-time cost and pottage. 

G. MACDONALD SMITH, 19b, Bloomabury 8quare, LONDON, W.C. 1. 

‘TPpmw Strain toUnnhonwri ’ .*!•- 
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Appropriate rations would be in- 
cluded in the entrance money, while 
there might be canteens foi* the sale 
of such oxtras as bootlaces and pen- 
holders. Visitors would not he allowed 
to bring money into the area, but would 
bo givon the usual books of cash with- 
drawal forms, entitling thorn to obtain 
small sums from the field cashier if 


they could find him. As a field cashier ! 
of experience would be employed and j 
possibly act in collusion with thoH.T.O., ' 
theso sums of money might bo regarded 
as prizes, and would create a pleasant i 
•excitement without amounting to any; 
great expense for the Company. j 

Those willing to pay high prices j 
would have arranged for them such ! 
displays as “ normal artillery activity,” j 
pukka strafes, S.O.S. bombardments j 
or barrages chaperoning infantry ad- i 
vances, while balloons might be set on j 
tire, dumps blown up, or leave can- j 
celled at special rates. There might I 
also be an assortment of inexpensive j 
and amusing sido-sliows, such as a , 
Second-in-command trying to check a 
monthly return of dripping, or a con- j 
scicntioua gunner calculating the cor- i 
reel corrector corrections. j 


Should an application be received 
from any person anxious to experience 
war from the “ Receipts ” end he would 
bo granted free entry to the area on 
the far side of the line, protected grand- 
stands being erected, from which, on 
suitable payment-, spectators could 
study his deportment. A short stay 
in the “enemy’s area” during a strafe 
might be recommended for politicians 
and arranged by their constituents. 

Space forbids further detail. It re- 
mains only for a Company to lie formed 
— affiliated perhaps to the ’Bureau of 
Information — a detailed prospectus 
issuod and applications invited for 
posts under the Army of Entertain- 
ment, Ltd. 




i 



FOREWARNED. 

Poor Old Woman [to youth, mho has given her a gratuity and relieved her of her load nj 
mood), “I VRKtil Mi:, > 1 Y KIN I) YOU SC. FRIEND, THAT YOU A HE THE YOUNUKST UK 'I 111. 
THREE BROTHERS WHO ARE OOINCJ OCT TO KEEK THEIR FORTUNES? ’ 

Clever Youth. “No, I’m the eldest. Hit I’ve been heading the stories.’ 


I shall myself be willing to serve the 
Company in the capacity of a Town 
Major on condition that a suitable town 
is provided. 

WISE WORDS FOR BIRDS. 

Dkvu Mn. Pinch,— -While lately 
turning over some old family papers I 
came across a number of maxims in 
rhyme which seem to me to be worthy 
of publicat ion at a time devoted to good 
cheer. The form appears to bo the 
same as that expressed in the familiar 
couplets oil the woodcock and the 
partridge ; but theso variations on an 
old themb have at least the merit of 
freshness and originality. 

I begin in order of magnitude with 
the ostrich : — 

“ If an ostrich had but a woodcock's thigh 

It would only be somo three feet high. 


If a woodcock had but an ostrich’s jaw 
It would have to be carved with a circular 

The foregoing lines clearly enforce j 
the important lesson of contentment | 
with the existing order. This moral 
is perhaps less implicit in the lines oil 
the peacock : — 

“ Tf a peacock had but the nightingale’s trill 
It would make all priina donnas feel ill. 

If the nightingale bad but the peacock’s 
tail 

It would merit a headline in the Jl/in7. M 

Contentment again is the keynote of 
the couplets on the owl : 

“ If an owl would enter the nuthatch's nest , 
Its figure would have to be much com- 
pressed. 

If the nuthatch had but the face of an owl 
It would be a most unpopular fowl.’* | 

A slightly different formula is to bo ; 


; noted in the linos on the snipe, but the 
spirit is substantially the same : — 

“ If a snipe were the size of a. threepemn bit 
It would bo a great deal harder to hit. 

lint- if it grew to the size of an emu 
it wouldn’t be better to eat than a mm- 
mew.’’ 

Lastly I may quote the only couplet 
| in which beasts as well as birds are 
subjected to this searching analysis. 1 
think you will admit that it is the most 
[ sagacious and impressive of them all : 

“ If a pig had wings and the legs of a .stork 
It would damage the <|ii«i lit v of its pork." 

Thine, McDoiijaee Bott. 
Poets* Corner House, Dotty rille. 

“ As a result of trying to find an iwapo of 
gas with a light, a Hat in Westminster was 
seriously damaged.”— B / ovindal rafter. 

Serve him right. 
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REPORTS. HAIR-CUTTING AND DENTISTRY. ‘ 

Thk other day L was looking through some school reports. I am going tc^get my hair cut. But 1 must first tnention 
Holidays always bring them forth. You know the kind of the matter to my wife. r 

thing: History — Is most diligent but needs concentration; Why do I do this? It is not because I^m$ a. coward, 
Music — Lacks purposefulness, does not practise sufficiently; for there are few men who are in reality br$vdr than I am. 
Mathematics Weak ; General Conduct — Might he better; I carried my firstborn in my arms round the drawing-room 
Conversational Lroncli — Sera plus facile area plus de confi- when she was a week old, and I have dono other things 
ancc\ Theology —A sad falling off; and so on; and it eqtStlly brave, the enumeration of which I spare you. But 
occurred to me that it might not be a had tiling if the I could more think of getting my hair cut without pre- 
report system, instead of stopping with our school-days, viously informing my wife than I could think of wearing a 
pursued us through life. The periodical perusal of a report, top hat in the Strand. 

drawn up with as much authority as a scholastic stall I know what will happen when I have told my wife. She 
possesses, might have very beneficial results. will look up and say, 44 That ’s right ; you always do it.” 

My own early ones no longer exist; hut it would bo a And I shall say, “ What do I always do?” 

very searching test of our educational system to study theso And she will answer, “ You always get yourself cropped 

reports thirty-five years after and subject them to an honest like a convict just when your hair was beginning to look 
commentary. How littlo that one learned then has persisted, nice.” 

has survived the probation of time and necessity. At the And I shall say, “I can't help that ; it's got to be dono.” 
ago of fifteen I knew the principal rivers of South America And then 1 shall go and get it done. 

( “ Geography — Has made great progress ”) ; to day at fifty But I wonder if my wife is right after all. Thorc used 
I have no recollection of any, nor any desire to have it. to he a nice, wave in my front hair, a wave into which you 
Instead 1 can order dinner. Gastronomy for geography; could lay two fingers. Is that there still? No, it’s gone, 
new lamps for old! In any report drawn up now there In fact there is not sufficient front hair to make a wave 
would ho a totally different series of subjects. Thus:-- with. It’s ddd how gradually these things happen, i 

Business Method Might be better. could have sworn that I had that wave, and there is a 

Punctuality 'fries his best . photograph of mo in the drawing-room with a fully-devel- 

Palriotisin (load. oped tidal bore; and I went on brushing my front hair and 

Veracity Moderate. combing it and thinking of it all the timo as constituting a 

financial Soundness Very variable. wave, and lo it had vanished, leaving mo under the im- 

As a means of constructive criticism tho report system Passion that it was still tlieie and accountable for the 
might be. useful in Parliament. The Speaker, as head- pl«asmg effect i produced m ^general i society, 
muster, should bo entrusted with the tusk of preparing the 1 ^ > f , lfc "f" ‘ . l, ^ xvavo tliat produced this effect, w hat 
documents, i can see some such results as the following could it have been My voice ' Perhaps. My moustache ? 

I doubt it. My teeth: Possibly, bee advertisements of tooth 
This Primk Minister. powders passim. You know, bow it’s done, in the before 

Logic Weak. s — , ^ and after stylo. Before you use Dontoline you apparently 

Opportunism . . Strong. t ^ do not possess so much as a front tooth. After you 

Golf Shows little improvement . have used it once you are in possession of thirty-two 

Belligerence . . Very good. regular and brilliant \n bite teeth, and it seems. plain that 

Tan social Artistry Far from satisfactory. Should give it no dentist will ever make his fortune out of your mouth. 

more attention. All this, however, has nothing to do with getting my hair 

Oratory .... Fluent and powerful , but must guard cut. But it brings mo to an analogous consideration. 

against impulse. Too fond inperora - When 1 tell my wife 1 am going to get my teeth attended 
lions of drawing metaphors from to, does she try to restrain mo from the fatal deed? Not 
Welsh physical geography. she.' She. urges, mo to it, and loaves mo no loophole for 

, escape. She indulges in reminiscences of herself and the 
u. onar i\\\. children defying pain in the dentist’s chair, and heartens 

Mediation . . Admirable , but must not be overworked. ni0 the statement that the instrument she likes best 

Oratoiy .... hair. lias tendency to unnecessary i s tho one that goes berr r-r-r and makes you jump. 

candour. Does not sufficiently cm - Let me now resume my commentary ou hair-cutting. I 
jdoy periphrasis. ■ wonder if . J am sufficiently chatty with my hair-cutter. 

Fidelity .... Beyond praise. . Most men talk to their hair-cutter all tho time. They dis- 

Mit Winston Churchill cuss politics and revolutions and Britain’s unconquerable 

Orator,, . . . ‘ ' F.ffM, re. if given enough time to prepare. wl,il ° I :" havi . , f **'ade a blundering start with the 

Males'/,, . . . I too, n for "improvement. weather am brought up with a round turn on the 

Potanin Weak ' Bolsheviks and President Wilson s manner of dealing with 

Ambition \ A n honest worker. situation. I cannot lay hare my inmost thoughts about 

the League of Nations while someono is running a inima- 
Lastly, let us take the report sheet of one not wholly turo mowing-machine along the back of my neck . . . 
absent from the public eye, \n1ioih I will designate merely At, this moment my wife entered the room, 
by tho initials \\ . \\ . <* My dear,” I said, 41 1 am going to got my hair cut.” 

Bride .... Far less than he had two or three years She gave mo one mind-piercing look and said, “It’s 
ago . time you did. I’ve been noticing it for the last day or 

Facial beauty . . More than adequate, two.” 

Subrisirity . . Phenomenal. Nothing, you see, about convicts. Isn’t that like a woman, 

Oratory .... Admirable, but too fond of telling the never to say the thing you expect her to say ? It ’s taken 
same story. all the pleasure out of my visit to tho barber. In fact 1 

Popularity Could not be greater. _ iLWf. tkink I shall go at all. • 

IIUllTir* CF LULTwHjfc 
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THE ENFRANCHISEMENT OF WOMAN. 

First Voter. ‘“So Mu. .Tones has tieen elected. You voted von him, of cor use? ” 

Second Voter. “No, I voted voh the other man. You see, Mr. Jones si.vpokted Woman’s Svvvkaok, which I ahhoh.' 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

[By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


severity of our terms were taking a horrible ami ruthless 
joy. Tho reminder is apt. 


Secrets of the Bosphorus (Hutchinson) is one of the Much of the pleasure that I have just enjoyed over Mr. 
happily large number of books to which time and tardy- Aktiiuk Symons’ essays of travel in Cities and Sea Coasts 
footed justice have now added an unwritten chapter that and Islands (Collins) holongs to the wistful joy of re- 
makes amends for all. But for tho glorios of the last few collection : remembered liveliness in the beautiful places of 
months I think I could hardly have borno to road many of which ho writes so vividly, remembered peace of tho quiet 
these “ revelations ” of Mr. Henry Morcsenthau, sometime un preoccupied days in which they were written. Tho book 
Amorican Ambassador to Turkey. They make strange and is made up of throo groups, studies of Spain, of London 
often tragic reading. One of them is already famous : tho and of certain coasts, chiefly Cornish. For several reasons 
disclosure of tho narrow margin by which the attack of tho I found tho last interested me most. There is entertain- 
Allied fleets upon the Dardanelles came short of victory, merit in watching Mr. Symons, so essentially a dweller in 
For that, with all its ghastly sequence of misadventure, no | cities, discovering tho open air like an explorer. You know 
happy end can quite compensate. But one may read more . already his mastery of delicate and sensitive words ; many 
pleasantly now of tho Prussian Baron Wangenheim, sitting J of these pages catch with exquisite skill the subtle charm 
the day long on a bench before his official residence to exult of the country between land and wave, as it would present 
publicly in what looked like the triumphal march to Paris, itself to a receptive summer visitor rather than the returned 
Mr. Morgenthau has many other matters of interest in his native. Mr. Symons’ similes are essentially urban ; the sea 


note-book, a large part of which is occupied by the story, (to take an example at random) has for him “something of 
almost incredible evon in an ago of horrors, of the planned the colour of absinthe.” In fine, though he can and does 
slaughter by the Turkish rulers, with Germany as accessory get into his pages much of the exhilaration of a tramp o\cr 
before and after tho act, of “ at least 600,000 and perhaps heathery cliff's “smelling of honey and sea wind,” one retains 
as many as 1,000,000 ” Armenians. Ho rightly calls this throughout a not unpleasing consciousness of Paddington, 
murder of a nation probably tho blackest deed in all the I have left myself too little space to deal adequately with 
foul record of the war, in which (at tho preciso moment of other papers, among which I was delighted to find again 
its execution) tho same people who now protest, against tUoJjiiat called. “j)ieppe 1895,” long remembered from The Savoy 
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REPORTS. 

The other clay I was looking through some school reports. 
Holidays always bring them forth. Yoii know the kind of 
thing : History — Is most diligent hut needs concentration ; 
Music — T jacks purposofulness, docs 'not practise sufficiently ; 
Mathematics Weak ; (1 on oral Conduct — Might bo better; 
Conversational French — Sera pins facile aver plus <\c conji- 
ancc ; Theology —A sad falling off; and so on; and it 
occurred to me that it might not bo a had thing if the 
report system, instead of stopping with our school-days, 
pursued us through life. The periodical perusal of a. report, 
drawn up with as much authority as a scholastic staff 
possesses, might have very benoficial results. 

My own early ones no longer oxist; but it would be a 
vory searching test of our educational system to study these 
reports thirty-five years after and subject them to an honest 
commentary. How little that one learned then has persisted, 
has survived the probation of time and necessity. At the 
ago of fifteen l know the principal rivers of South America 
( “ Geography — Has made great progress ” ) ; to-day at fifty 
I have no recollection of any, nor any dcsiro to havo it. 
Instead I can ordor dinner. Gastronomy for geography ; 
new lamps for old 1 In any report drawn up now there 
would he a totally different series of subjects. Thus : — - 

Business Method ft fitjht he better. 

Punctuality Tries his best. 

Patriotism Hood. 

Veracity Moderate. 

Financial Soundness Very variable. 

As a means of constructive criticism the report system 
might be. useful in Parliament. The Speaker, as head- 
master, should be entrusted with the task of preparing the 
documents. J can see somo such results as the following : — 


\ 

ion 


1 

The Prime Minister. 

Logic 

Weak. f 

Strong. b ( ^ 

Opportunism . 

tlolf 

Shows little, improvement. 

Peltigcreucc 

Very good . 

Tonsnrial Artistry 

Far from satisfactory. Should give it 
more attention. 

Oratory . 

Fluent and powerful, but must guard 
against impulse. Too fond in perora- 
tions of drawing metaphors from 
Welsh physical geography. 

Mr. Bon \ii Law. 

ft led tat ion 

Admirable , but must not be overworked. 

Oratory . 

Fair. Has tendency to unnecessary 
candour. Does m not sufficiently cm - 
ploy periphrasis. 1 

Fidelity . 

J ley (md praise. 

M 

r. Winston Churchill. 

Oratory . . . . 

Effect i re, ifgi ren enough lime lo prepare. 

Modesty . 

.Boom for improvement. 

Polarity . 

Weak 

Ambition 

An honest worker. 


Lastly, let us take the report sheet of one not wholly 
absent from the public eye, whom 1 will designate merely 
by the initials \V. \V. 

Far less than he had two or three years 
ago. 

More than adequate. 

Phenomenal. 

Admirable , but too fond of tellimj the 
same story. 

Popularity Could not be greater . 


Pride . . 

Facial beauty 
Subrisivity 
Oratory . . 


HAIR-CUTTING AND DENTISTRY. 

I am going tc^get my liair cut. But I must first moi 
the matter to my wife. . y 

Why do I do this? It is not because I a.jbo^vard, 
for there are few men who are in reality br^vdr thin I am. 
1 carried my firstborn in my arms round the drawing-room 
when sho was a week old, and I have done other things 
equally bravo, the enumeration of which I spare you. But 
1 could up more think of getting my hair cut without pre- 
viously informing my wife than I could think of wearing a 
top hat in the Strand. 

1 know wbat will happen when I havo told my wife. She 
will look up and say, “ That ’s right ; you always do it.” 

And I shall say, “.What do 1 always do? ” 

And she will answer, “ You always get yourself cropped 
like a convict just when your hair was beginning to look 
nice.” 

And I sjiall say, “ I can’t help that ; it ’s got to be done.” 
And then I shall go and get it done. 

But I wonder if my r wifo is right after all. There used 
to ho a nice, wave in my f front hair, a wave into which you 
could lay two fingers. Is that there still? r No, it ’s gone. 
In fact there is not sufficient front hair to make a wave 
with. It’s ddd how gradually these things happen. 1 
could have sworn that I had that wave, and there is a 
photograph of mo in the drawing-room with a fully-devel- 
oped tidal boro; and 1 wont on brushing my front hair and 
combing it and thinking of it all the time as constituting a 
wave, and lo it had vanished, leaving mo under the im- 
pression that it was still there and accountable for the 
pleasing effect I produced in general society. 

But if it wasn’t the wave that produced this effect, what 
could it have been ? My voice ? Perhaps. My moustache ? 
1 doubt it. My teeth? Possibly. See advertisements of tooth 
powders passim. You know how it’s done, in the before 
and after style. Before you use Dentoline you apparently 
do not possess so much as a front tooth. After you 
have used it once you are i n possession of thirty-two 
regular and brilliant white teeth, arid it seems plain that 
no dentist will ever make his fortune out of your mouth. 
All this, however, lias nothing to do with getting my hair 
cut. But it brings mo to an analogous consideration. 
When l tell my wifo I am going to get my teeth attended 
to, does she try to restrain me from tho fatal deed? Not 
she." She. urges mo to it, and loaves me no loophole for 
escape. Sho indulges in reminiscences of herself and the 
children defying pain in tho dentist’s chair, and heartens 
mo with tho statement that tho instrument she likes best 
is the one that goes berr-r-r-r and makes yon jump. 

Lot me now resume my commentary on hair-cutting. 1 
wonder if - 1 am sufficiently chatty with my hair-cuttcr. 
Most men talk to their hair-cutter all the time. They dis- 
cuss polities and revolutions and Britain’s unconquerable 
might, whilo I, having made a blundoring start with the 
weather, am brought up with a round turn on the 
Bolsheviks and President Wilson’s manner of dealing with 
the situation. I cannot lay hare my inmost thoughts about 
tho League of Nations while someone is running a minia- 
ture mowing-machine along the hack of my neck . . . 

At this moment my wifo entered the room. 

“ My dear,” I said, “ I am going to get my hair cut.” 

She gave me one mind-piercing look and said, “It’s 
time you did. I’ve boon noticing it for the last day or 
two.” 

Nothing, you see, about convicts. Isn’t that like a woman, 
never to say tho thing you expect her to say? It’s taken 
all the pleasure out of my visit to the barber. In fact I 
lilnn’t, Ijyyk I shall go at all. 


UBHahy 



January 8, 1919.1 


PUNCH, OK THK LONDON CHAK1VAI1I. 


:U 



THE ENFRANCHISEMENT OF WOMAN. 

First Voter. ‘So Mu. Jones if as ukex elected. You voted for iiim, of course ?'* 

Second Voter. “No, I votf.i> for the other man. You she, Mb. .Ioxes supported Woman’s Suffraue, which I aiiiiou." 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


severity of our terms were taking a horrible and ruthless 
joy. The reminder is apt. 


Secrets of the Bosphorus (Hutchinson) is one of the Much of the pleasuro that I have just enjoyed over Mr. 
happily large number of books to which time and tardy- Ah run it Symons’ essays of travel in Pities and Sc(t ('oasts 
footed justice have now added an unwritten chapter that and Islands (Collins) belongs to the wistful joy of re- 
makes amends for all. But for the glories of the last few collection : remembered loveliness iu the beautiful places of 
months 1 think 1 could hardly have borne to read many of which lie writes so vividly, remembered peace of the quiet 
those “revelations” of Mr. Henry Moroknthau, sometime unpreoccupied days in which they were written. The book 
American Ambassador to Turkey. They make strange and is made up of throe groups, studies of Spain, of London 
often tragic reading. One of thorn is already famous: tho and of certain coasts, chiefly Cornish. Bor several reasons 
disclosure of the narrow margin by which the attack of tho 1 found the last interested me most. There is entertain- 
Allied fleets upon the Dardanelles came short of victory, mont in watching Mr. Symons, so essentially a dweller in 
For that, with all its ghastly sequence of misadventure, no j cities, discovering tho open air like an explorer. You know 
happy end can quite compensate. But ono may read more j already his mastery of delicate and sensitive words ; many 
pleasantly now of the Prussian Baron Wangknheim, sitting of those pages catch with exquisite skill the subtle charm 
the day long on a bencli before his official residence to exult of the country between land and wave, as it would present 
publicly in what looked like the triumphal march to Paris, itself to a receptive summer visitor rather than the returned 


Mr. Mougenthau has many other matters of interest in his native. Mr. Symons’ similes are essentially urban ; the sea 
note-hook, a large part of which is occupied by tho story, (to take an example at random) has for him “something of 
almost incredible oven in an age of horrors, of the planned the colour of absinthe.” In fine, though he can and does 
slaughter by tho Turkish rulers, with Germany as accessory get into his pages much of tho exhilaration of a tramp o\er 
before and after the act, of 41 at least 000,000 and perhaps heathery dill’s “smelling of honey and sea wind,” one retains 
as many as 1,000,000 ” Armenians. He rightly calls this throughout a not unpleasing consciousness of Paddington, 
murder of a nation probably the blackest doed in all tho I luivo left myself too little space to deal adequately with 
foul record of the war, in which (at the precise moment of other papers, among which I was delighted to find again 
its execution) the same pooplo who now protest againsj; tb.oJ.tbat called “Jt)ieppe 189A,” long remembered from The Savoy 
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(though here, of course, lacking the interpretation of the It is all a matter of taste, of course, but personally I don’t 
Beardsley drawings). Certainly a hook to read at leisure envy Mr. J. G. Legge his self-impo$Jed task of convicting 
and to keep “for further reference,” perhaps in a future the Hun out of his own mouth of — well, of being a Hun. 
when travel studios may again become of more than merely Germans they wore and Gormans they remain, and the 
sentimental interest. I author goes to great longths, even to the iength of 572 pages, 

to show that their peculiar qualities date back at least 
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, on the strength of Danycr ! j as far as 1813. Ilis llhymc and 1 Involution in Germany 
and Other Stories (Murray), may claim a place among the (Constable) is not so much a history of the scrambling 
prophets who were not accepted by their own country, undignified revolutionary movements culminating in the 
“ Danger ! -written some eighteen months before the out- year 1848, as a collection of contemporary comment thereon, 
bi’oak of war — foretells tho horrors of the unrestricted uso j in prose and verse. The prose is generally bad ; the verso 
of the submarine. In those days Sir Arthur could get no j is generally very bad; and one turns with relief to the 
ono to listen to him, because “in some unfortunate way j author’s connecting links, wishing only at times that ho 
subjects of national welfare are in this country continu- would not worry about proving bis point quite so thoroughly, 
ally subordinated to party politics.” Possibly now that The bombast and the bullying, the self-pity and the cruelty, 
wo have been taught by painful experience all we and, most of all, the instinctive claim, typical of Germany 
want to know about U-boat warfare, excitement in this to-day, to proscribe one law for themselves but something 
tale is rather to seek, hut it remains a most successful quite different for the rest of the world, run through all 
prophecy. In the last story of the book we have the these quotations, oven the earliest. But the particular 
author in his very worst form. “Three of Them” is a value of this book at tho moment is its reminder that twice 
study of children, and the only excuse 1 can find for it is! already lias tho House of Hohenzollem humbly pledged 
that it must be in- its All-Highest word 

to give constitutional 
government, only to 
resume “ divine right ” 
at the earliest con- 
venient moment. Rul- 
ing Germany, and as 
much elhO as possible, 
with a view to the 
glorification of one’s 
personal family and 
one’s personal God, 
must bean exhausting 
labour, and once again 
the head of the dyn- 
asty is afforded an 
opportunity for a res- 
pite. It is a tempt- 
ation which one feels 
sure he will find hini- 



threo hundred pages healer \hy iy /<> .•>< li W,s« to c,<n< i mn< 
of his Martin Schule, A JN A < ,(,I) LKSS T11AN T1,Uh 
(MnTm’KN)to <losc.il>. 1Ul '- 1 ' r ~ “ ° N W,,AT RA,UVJ 

ing what it feels like to be a genius, and, speaking from a I 
very limited knowledge of this class, 1 should say that he had ! 
mapped the mind of a genius of a certain sort very well. Jlis 
estimate of the creative artist’s anguish of omptiness rings 
true, and will perhaps surprise the peoplo who think that 
his lot, like a policeman’s, is a very happy one. Ilis 
Martin , who struck me as a very unpleasant young man, 
was a composer who meant to achieve immortality, hut 
turned down the broad way of musical comedy and acquired 
money instead. Just in time he repented and wrote a 
grand opera, and then Mr. Wilson cut short Ids career in a 
fashion that seemed to me regrettably hackneyed, which 
was the only reason why 1 shared t he other characters’ 
sorrow. Why so many peoplo, all rather nasty people too, 
came to devote themselves to Martin F could not discover, 
although I had the publisher’s word for it that he was 
“attractive”; but perhaps his genius accounted for it. 
Probably it is my duty to declare here that Martin and his 
friends wero almost all made in Germany before the War, 
but as they are exceptionally disagreeable and quite unlikely 
to inspire anyone with an unjust tenderness for their nation 
I have no hesitation in recommending the book as a clever 
study of temperament and a just picture of a part of the 
German musical world as it was when one last knew any- 
thing about it. 


'id buyer). “That , oj«*<k i Sir, 'as conk self strong enough 
K .o!, TNrTES * to resist if occasion 

Y serves. History and 

Mr. Legge suggest that ho will ho willing — even enthu- 
siastic — to grovel in the dust to assist that occasion. 

Mr. Spencer Leigh Hughes is a brilliant and distin- 
guished member of tho great brotherhood of the Press; he 
is also a Member of Parliament and has devoted himself 
heart and soul to the propagation of his principles on the 
platform. He has therefore, save in respect of great age (lie 
is barely sixty), every right to compile and publish a book 
with the title, Press , Platform and Parliament (Nisbet). 
It is ono of the most genuinely good-tempered books I have 
ever read ; but that was to be expocted from tho author of 
tho column signed “ Sub Rosa,” who had in this course of 
desultory writing made innumerable friends and never lost 
one ; and, more pleasing sport than that, had brought fcwo 
eoplo together through a matrimonial agency conducted 
y W. T. Stead, and had met tho pair many years after, 
to find that they were perfectly and unexpectedly happy. 

ALL BOOKS 

j noticed in the Editorial pages of 1 & ’ (see Book Reviews), or 

listed in its advertising columns, may be obtained post free from the 
o Rices, at tho marked prices, plus postage.” — Trade Paper. 

We felt sure there was a catch somewhere. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

“An excellent potato butter,” says 
tho Ministry of Food, “can bo made 
for livepence a pound.” “ Take two 
ounces of blitter ...” they say. Yes, 
but from whom ? ^ 


! car. Wo understand 
'denied the accusation 


that tho beast 
)f “ joy riding.” 


I>y our contemporary, and there was 

no hitch or collision. 

* * 
sjc 

Eloven outbreaks of lire in London 
last year arc estimated to luivo cost 
<£343,000. It is not thought likely 

that there will be any great demand for j distinctly remembers butter when 
them at this price. was a popular table commodity. 


M ah v Era n non, of Bradford, has just 
celobrated her one hundrod-and-fouvt h 
birthday. It is said that the old lady 

it 


Hr 


The Berliner TaijeblalL understands 
that Turkey will ho invited to join 
Germany in a combined attack on a 
new front. Turkey, however, it ap- 
pears, has intimated that previous en- With a mouth-wash to tako away 
gagements, from which she has not yet tasto of postman, 
recovered, prevent her from accepting 

the kind offer. * ... Tn Ireland three centenarians havo 

* i died within a few days of oacli other, 

A heifer which got loose at Tonbridge and there is some talk of a Government 
last week is stated to have 
entered several shops before j 
being captured. Tho animal j 
has been informed by Lord I 
Rhonnda that it must not ! 
pick and choose in that way. ■ 


It was so cold last week 
that we were not surprised 
to learn that Smithfield 
Market was ordered to re- 
lease one thousand frozen 
lambs for the hospitals. 

* * 

The Secretary for Scot- 
land states that he has seen 
more porridge consumed in 
London than in the whole 
of Scotland. Many Scots 
havo written to him to say 
that they did not know there 
was a competition, and what 
are the prizes, please ? 


Since tho shortage of moat and hones, j Tho sensational statement is made 
several dogs havo formed tho opinion j by a food expert that he thinks tho 
that chemists might do good business ! pork sausage will die a natural death 


“ Think seriously beforo 
using a motor vehicle,” 
urges the Petroleum Execu- 
tive in a recently issued leaf- 
let. Tho prevailing practice 



Shopper (i coax i ugly ). “You won’t fokukt an old cuhtomkk, 
Bonf.s, if you 'avfen to ’ave a 'jdden ’and of pork.” 


within a month. We shall certainly 
demand a post-mortem. 

The Tower Bridge magistrate last 
week made an order to destroy ninety- 
two old chooses. Upon hearing the 
sentence wo understand that 
several of them broke down 
and had to be assisted from 
the court. ... * 

A report that the chooses 
had been handed over to the 
i fury of tho Beefeaters at 
* the Tower caused grave 
j concern among humani- 
tarians. * ;fe 
* ' 

Tho reassuring news that 
a million acres of timber are 
to ho planted within tho 
next forty years under a new 
State scheme has encour- 
aged Smith Minor to re- 
sume work on his rabbit- 
hutch. .w 


B e w i 1 d o r m o n t was re- 
cently expressed in court as 
to the manner in which six 
| thousand pounds had been 
' got rid of by a man who 
’ neither smoked, drank nor 
| gam bled. An i ngenious lay- 
man has sinco hazarded the 


Mu. 


of hiring^a couple of taxis at a time, so inquiry into the health conditions of j opinion that the fellow must have been 


as to have a spare one^in ease of emer- the island 
gency, must cease. * 

T..* There is a demand for tho introdue- 

W.A.A.C.’s are to bo classified as tion of tho metric system into this 
“Mobile” and “Immobile.” Verdi country. Tho weakness of our own 
would never have assented to this dis- \ system is exempli lied by the recent 


buying food with it. 


tinction 

view. 


“ La donna 6 mobile * 


A brood of chickens lias boon hatched 
out at Lowes with a hot-watcr bottle. 
This feat has confirmed tho growing 
impression that in tho matter of sub 
was his | police-court prosecutions showing that j stitutes wo havo now very little to 

learn from tho enon 


A Derbyshire Food Committee has 
accepted the apology of a butcher for 
meat at more than schedule 


: selling 


soino shopkeepers wero under tho im 

* I pression that fifteen ounces constituted 
A dog exhibited at a Chicago show j a pound of butter. 

is said to bo fcrorth one thousand dollars 

an ounce. The gentleman who sent ! Burglars who broke into a shop at 

a cheque for rather more than two] Waltham Abbey preparod a meal of; priced Other butchers however wish 
ounces lias been told that nothing less tinned beef, cakes, biscuits, fruit and j it to be understood that this must not 
than the complete dog can bo pur- ! strawberry and raspberry wine, leaving bo regarded as a precedent, 
chased. * j untouched the intoxicants in tho shop. 

* j This is certainly another great victory 
The Evenhuj Ncu'S reminds us that j for tho teetotalers. 

the display of shooting stars which *** 

it had predicted duly came off. Ad- In Essex a bullock has been convoyed 


At a certain Berlin suburb people 
who fail to do their share of compul- 
sory snow-shovelling arc; to he pilloried 
in a black list. They also run the risk 


mirable arrangements had boon made to a slaughter-house in a private motor- ! of being snowballed at the best clubs. 


vol. cr,iv. 



31 


[January 16, 1918, 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


WINGED WORDS. 

[It is reported that a million copies, printed in German, of Presi- 
dent Wilson’s speech on the Allies’ War aims arc to bo dropped over 
the enemy’s lines.) 

William TI. to iiis Troops. 

My cannon-fodder! If your eager sight 
Observes descending from the empyrean 
A cloud of fluttering objects, snowy white, 

Do not uplift the speculative piran, 

Singing, “Here come from lleavcn above 
A million samples of the pacifistic dove!” 

Clap on your tin hats! Those apparent birds 
Arc just the deadliest missiles of dest ruction- - 
A flock of pamphlets still with poisoned words 
lhisoly designed for your untutored suction; 

Go to your dug-outs; got away 
From the infernal wiles of Wilson, U.ft.A. 

In language calculated to dcceivo 

Innocent souls that never met a liar, 

IIo says that you aro ill-advised to cleave 

To low ideals when ho can show you higher - 
You who, by My august decree, 

Take all your best and brightest notions straight from Mo. 

And what aro those ideals that I have taught? 

A Fatherland securo from vile invaders; 

Liberty to pursue a culture fraught 

With peaceful triumph for our thrusting traders; 
My eagle poised on every breeze 
To symbolise the German freedom of the seas. 

Add, too, My purely altruistic aims: — 

Divine protection underneath My icgis 
For smaller nations, covering all their claims, 

Fjvoti the right to rank as William’s lieges; 

Each land to voice its local views 
Dy some elective means which I Myself will choose. 

And I 'in tho bar to peace, this Wilson cries, 

Knowing that none for peace has laboured harder! 
Thus would ho tamper with Imperial ties 
In hope to freeze your military ardour; 

While you obey My sceptred will, 

Your chance of terms, lie says, is practically nil. 

So yon must not suppose this winged print 
Gomes from our Gorman God for your reflection; 
i 11 always let you have an early hint 
If anything arrives from that direction; 

No heavenly counsel can ho lent 
Save with the Senior Partner’s previous consent. 

— O. S. 

THE SKIRLIN’ O’ THE PIPES. 

(.1 Play suited to a llcpcrtory Theatre.) 

Act I. 

Scene. — The kitchen of McNab’s cottage in Inverdrochit ; 
evening. Outside , the wind hotels dismal l if. McNab sits 
glowering at the fire . A few minutes after the curtain 
rises he relights his pipe, which has gone out , then resumes 
his glowering. After a long pause there is a knock at the 
door. McNab evidently does not hear it. It is repeated . 
He glances at the door , but takes no further notice until 
the knocking becomes almost continuous. 

McNab ( rising and placing his pipe carefully on the 
chimney-piece). Ay! 


[He goes slowly to the door , o])ens it cautiously and 
admits his friend McTavish, whose teeth are chattering 
audibly with the cold. The two shake hands xvithmt a 
word. McTavish removes his bonnet and they come to 
the fireplace. McNab sits in the same chair as before. 
McTavish finds another and draws it up. A pause. 
They both light their pipes and glower at the fire. A 
long pause. 

McNab (conversationally). Ay. 

McTavish (not to be outdone in the. matter of sociability). 

’Mplim. 

[ Another pause. In the distance outside , the sound of the 
bagpipes is heard . The performer is no musician . A 
pause. 

Curtain. 4 

Act U. 

Scene as before. The same, evening (evenings are long 
in fnverdrochit). McNab and McTavish have not changed 
their jiositions. A long pause. McNab rises and goes to 
a dresser , from which he brings a bottle of whisky 
and tumblers, lie pours out two generous drams , hand- 
ing one to McTavish. lie then lifts the kettle from the 
fire and offers to fill McTavish *s glass. McTavish shakes 
his head and McNab puts back the kettle. Solemnly leav- 
ing their glasses to each other they drink. 

McTavish (smacking his lips). Ay. 

McNab ( rising , wiping his mouth with the back of his 

hand and jruttinj his glass on the chimney-piece). 'Mplim. 
[He sits down again and they continue, to glower at the fire. 
Outside , the noise of the pipes draws nearer and nearer. 
They are being very execrably played . The distress of 
both McNab and McTavish is visible. A pause. 
The clock strikes. A long pause. A piece of coal 
falls out of the. grate. Another pause. 

Curtain. 

Act II r. 

Scene, the same (there arc very few cottages in Inverdrochit). 
McNab and McTavish cling to their original positions. 
Their attitude is increasingly restive as the noise of the 
pipes becomes more intolerable. A long pause. McTa vish 
moans as the. piper comes to an appallingly discordant 
passage. McNab rises , puts his jnpc on the chimney - 
piece and finishes his glass. Jfc glances uneasily round. 
McTavish knocks the ashes noisily out of his pipe on the 
bars of the fireplace , then puts it in his pocket. The 
bagpipes are now very near the house. McNab goes to 
the drawer of the table, from which he produces a carving- 
knife. He tests it on his thumb and looks questioningly 
at McTavish. 

McTavish (in reply , gloomily). 'Mplim. 

. [He glowers at the fire again. 
McNab, with, the knife in his hand , goes out resolutely , 
closing the door behind him. A pause , during which 
the pipes reach their climax in an unearthly wail — then 
silence. McTavish’s tense glower relaxes. Another 
pause. The door opens and McNab re-enters. He may 
almost be said to he smiling. He looks at the knife in 
his hand with an affectionate interest and puts it back 
in the drawer . 

McTavish (interrogatively). Ay? 

McNab (with gusto). 'Mplim. 

McTavish (chuckling). Hob! boh! bob! «, 

McNab comes back to his chair. Both light their pipes 
again and resume their steady glower at the fire . The 
silence (broken only by the dismal howling of the tvind) 
continues. A very long pause. 

. Curtain. 
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Gladys (familiar with the phrase, 11 to stop a bullet i”). “Oil, Mother, I'm getting bo awfully axxioi s ahoit my kitten. She 
hasn't been in all day. I DO hope she hasn’t stopped a dog.” 


THE BUNS OF EXILE. 

[“ To mo tlio Zoo is one of tho saddest sights 
in the world.” — Jonx GjT.sn'oin/iY. | 

It gave mo a distinct shock when 1 
read it. 1 have always enjoyed my 
Sunday afternoons at the Zoo, always 
taken at its face value tho air of nour- 
ished ease that sits so well upon the 
more popular of its denizens. My own 
favourites had never rcceivod me with 
anything but friendly if expectant 
smiles. How was I to know that 
tragedies of pent-up longing, unfulfilled 
desire, corroding nostalgia lay beneath 
the mask of friendship, indifference or 
contempt? 1 mention indifference and 
contempt because it would bo idle to 
pretend that I am accorded the same 
warmth of greoting in all quarters of the 
gardens. Tho wart-hog, for example, 
plainly regards me as a mere cipher, 
lie does not like buns, and an earnest 
attempt to propitiate him with a pail 
of nice ripe swill merely led to a mis- 
understanding with the officials of the 
U ndorground Railway . 

The Egyptian cat, again, has never 
been ordinarily pleasant with me. In- 
deed this irascible personality, I am 
informed, has only onco boon known to 
smile, and that was when a bibulous 
bus-driver called him “pretty pussy” 
and tried to tickle his neck. The 
keeper declares it was what the bus- 
driver said that made tho cat smile. 


For myself, after my initial failure to 
arouse his interest with a clockwork 
mouse on a string, I have simply 
passed by on tho oilier side where the 
mongooses live. 

But these surly or indifferent ones i 
had always seemed to me tho exception, j 
In the main I had always found my 
friends, furred, feathered or scaled, to 
ho possessed of a generous share of , 
cheery philosophy, sparkling wit and | 
even of undisguised but never ill-bred j 
levity. Were their livos, then, mere j 
travesties of existence, tragedies of 
prison yard and cell, an endless beating 
| against bars of tortured spirits crying 
| to ho free? I should never have sup- 
I posed it, and yet Mr. John Galsworthy 
assures mo it is so, and on such subjects 
as prison bars, wife-heating navvies, un- 
just judges, defaulting solicitors’ clerks 
and other symbols of oppression he 
has always been to my simple mind an 
authority from which appeal scorned 
superfluous. How could ho bo mis- 
taken about it? And yet 

1 took tho first train to Regent’s 
Park. On tho way I thought out a 
plan of campaign. My friends — biped, 
quadruped and multiped — should bide 
nothing from me in the goodness of 
their hearts. Their painful secret, if 
it existed. I would compel thorn to 
share witli me at all costs. 

I decided to begin on James, the 
dromedary. Our friendship has been 


more or less one-sided, and, while his 
dry humour appeals to me, it has 
always seemed to mo to savour un- 
necessarily of the mordant. 

“ Well, James,” i began, “ l suppose 
you have seen it?” James cats the 
paper every day, being interested, or so 
he says, in some relatives who are 
lighting in Mesopotamia. James is 
inclined to swank about tho War, and 
likes to pretend that ho is waiting to 
he called to the colours. The fact is 
he is well over military ago and would 
never bo categoried higher than B 3. 

“ Of course I: saw it,” replied James 
somewhat testily. “ Rather a lot of i 
bilge, between you and me,” lie added, 
carefully measuring the distance be- 
tween the lapel of my coat and tho top 
of the railing. 

“ Are you sad ? ” J asked, gently dis- 
entangling tho brim of my bat from 
James’s upper lip. (His length is as 
good, as ever, but his direction isn’t 
what it used to he.) 

“ Personally, 1 am never sad,” he 
replied. “ Thero is so much of interest 
within our grasp if we only keep our 
outlook unimpaired. But you must 
not expect me to speak for thoso wild 
animals. Of their crude omotipns 1 | 
know nothing.” 

James, who has eaten more keepers j 
than anyono olse in the menagerie, | 
rather overdoes, in my poor opinion, j 
this affectation of being tame. But his I 
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Chairman. 


Coolness, fragrance, and that subtle distinction called flavour, are its 
inherent qualities. They sum content ; they bring satisfaction. 

No tobacco can offer more ; none can be better, and few, if any, 
so good. 

Boardman’s is the same tobacco, milder 
Recorder the same, but fuller flavoured. 


Sold at 9id. per. oz., and 3/1 per i-lb, tin at tobacconists everywhere. 


R. J. Lea, Ltd. 


Manchester. 
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Have you a Son in the SERVICES ? 


If you have, he has told you 
of the wonderful work and 
self-sacrifice of the Nurses at 
Home and at the Front. 

If he has needed attention, the 
Nurse has been to him all that 
you would have been were you 
with him. 

If he may need care and 
comfort during the Great 
War, the Nurses are ready 
to do all in their power to 
assist the Doctors to return 
him safely to you once more. 
Therefore may we ask you to 
do a little for the Nurses ? Is 
it asking too much? We are 
sure it is not. 


THE 

NATION’S FUND 

FOR 

NURSES 

T HERE is not a single soul in the Empire 
that does not feel a debt of gratitude to the 
Nurses in the Great War. They are magnificent. 
Yet it will surprise most people to know that 
the Nursing Profession is without a complete 
organisation to help the Nurses in every way. 
That must be remedied. It can be. This Fund is 
arranged to do it. The cause is a noble one. The 
response, we are sure, will be worthy of the cause. 

PLEASE SEND A DONATION TO 

THE VISCOUNTESS COWDRAY, Treasurer, 

16 Carlton House Terrace, London, S.W. 1. 

0 

Full details of the Fund will be sent post paid on request to 

THE BRITISH WOMEN’S HOSPITAL COMMITTEE 

21 Old Bond Street, London, W. 1. 


SENTINEL 

THE ECONOMICAL STEAM WACCON 


T HE Sentinel Steam Waggon 
is as speedy and handy as a 
petrol waggon, and far more econo- 
mical. It carries on every journey 
one ton more than other steam 
waggons, and maintains a higher 
speed. It provides unique driver 
comfort, and has strong, simple 
mechanism which is as easy to 
handle as that of a Motor Car. 

Messrs. Alley & MacLellan Ltd., 

Sentinel Motor Waggon Works, 
Shrewsbury. 

Note— Only one driver is required. 



Bxperientia docet 


T HE Quality of Daimler Engineering is 
daily proved on active service. War 
experience confirms beyond all question 
that for reliability and continuity of service 
the Daimler stands supreme. 

P rospective users win do well to take 

notice of the thousands of Daimler Com- 
mercial Vehicles which are running as 
well to-day as they did three, four, five, or even 
six years ago. Thus Daimlers prove econo- 
mical. Thus the initial outlay is more than justified, 
and quality is recognised and appreciated. 

I ACK of spare parts and the shortage of 
^labour for repairs is proving a death-blow 
to low-grade lorries. These conditions 

only serve to bring the Daimler into the prominence it has 
so justly merited. Add your name to the Waiting List. 



The Daimler Company, Ltd., Coventry. 
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X nncriran Officer <» Sannny, ro.niny orcr on trnn^or,). “ ^ VOU >.« ’ 
Sao,,„„. “That ’ a so. Tkddy RoO.sf.vkht shook hanos wick mk on tup. 


remark gave mo to think. Aftei all, y 
his race has been inured to the swa) ol u 
man for countless generations, though 1 
the man docs not livo that can become s 
inured to the sway of James and his t 
kith. I must seek my information else- 
where. I bade James farewell. 

“ What, not one ? ” ho demanded dis- J 
gustedly. I explained that no buns < 
were to be had, but finally compromised 
on an old tobacco pouch which I had 
intended to throw away. James ex- 
pressed a grudging satisfaction. 

1 passed on to tho abode of an ol< 
and tried friend, Grumpy, the venerable 
bison, whose shaggy exterior and ropol- 
lent demeanour hide a heart of gold. 
Grumpy is never subject to moods. 
This is partly becauso his rations have 
not been curtailed by the War. Buns 
lie never cared for, and tho occasional 
lump of kitebon salt that I bestow on 
him suffices to keep us on terms of 
closest intimacy. On the other hand 
no one lias ever suspected Grumpy of 
being flippant or Laodicean. 

“ Will you please give me your views, 
your real views, on captivity ? ” I asked 
him when the customary greetings 
had been exchanged. Grumpy snorted. 
There is only one person in tho world 


l 9 1111 el ; lull > ‘ t 0 club 1 ro hippopotamus. But Isabella was pccy- 

r» » y o,, »«.. s ,.irT : 'x rii“S£ 

**&«*?»« 
"I ;"“" ll,c ' P”™ ” 1 1 fJS'iUpZ A- ui. P.U 

“never ,«1 ..." replied Urn**,. m* -I-** "* " in “» 

“ He used to boast of all tho fights ho t ‘ <m l ; lll p 0f tho Japanese 

had won; but between you and mo scarcely more successful, 

think tliey-or-brougbt linn into t o api . L ^ ^ ^ brlwqllolyi 

told mat in bepnb, > 1- a|)tnrei1 0 n tho hoifil.U of 


bull, and it’s almost certain the coy- Inp-V* wlljoll 1 lake 1o 

Wr 

and Fenimore Cooper. “ Oh, that, ,o um . j ][o combines 

said Grumpy shortly, “ that » all moon- p i -1 • ‘ , ; lo | aC nlti<:s of 

shine. Father said they only ran when w ™>^;Xont powers of ox- 

Indians were after them or them was . T unsullied from mv pocket 

”•*” " * : 8, fS'E 
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sultanas. The cockroach I had como 
by moro easily. Tom listened sympa- 
thetically while I unfolded my troubles. 
His replies were a masterpiece of con- 
sidered logic. 

“We animals,” he observed, “have 
been rightly described by a French 
philosopher as 4 happy lifctlo stomachs.’ 
All our other emotions aro transitory, 
but Jj unger is with us always. When 
not actually asleep we are either eating 
or looking for something to eat (thank 
you). Hunger is the mainspring of all 
our actions. In the next cage but one 
to this you will find a godwit, a very 
decent fellow, by tho way, who used 
to travel every year from Greenland to 
Patagonia and back in search of food, 
lie tolls mo that they went in flocks, and 
tho chance of surviving tho journey was 
less than that of a soldier going over 
tho top in Flanders (thank you). 

41 You ask,” ho went on, “ if wo are 
happy in captivity. Once wo real iso that 
wo aro not to be hurt and that food is to 
bo had for tho asking, wo aro happy pro- 
vided wo aro not sick. Mark you, 1 do 
nob say that all captivity is pleasant. 
Even hero thoro is room for improve- 
ment. Insufficient variety of diet (thank 
you), too close confinement, the sub- 
jection to improper temperature, tho 
proximity of unpleasant neighbours — 
all those drawbacks occur more or less. 
But they are remediable. Cqnfinomont 
as such, if accompanied by plenty of 
food, opportunities for oxerciso, com- 
panionship and self-development, is not 
objectionable. After all,” ho added, 
44 your respectable business man, who 
spends his life botween his villa and his | 
oilico, is as much a captive (thank you) j 
as wo are. 1 lis idea that ho is free is an 
illusion. Man,” concluded my friend - 
a little maliciously, it soemod to me - 
44 is at least consistent. He shackles 
himself with habits and conventions j 
and needs and encumbraneos as much I 
as he imprisons us with bars and wire- 
netting.” 

Tom paused expectantly. There was 
only tho cockroach left. 

44 One moro question,” I said, 44 and j 
I am done. How is it that you never 
strike that last note of 4 Pop ! goes the 
vvoasol' right?” 

He looked at me thoughtfully. 

14 You humans,” he said, 44 hanker 
after perfection. That is why you 
know so little about happiness (thank 
you). Ancon. 

“Cairo, Friday. 

Reuter’s correspondent at British head- 
quarters in Palestine, writing on Thursday 
from Delenda est Gaza, says : . . .” 

Australian Paper. 

Not everybody has the good fortune to 
bo educated at Vi vat Eton a. 


MUFTI ONCE MORE. 

(Lines on a prospect of Three 1 Vccics' 
Leave.) 

What though tho camphor’s barrage 
lines 

I lave failed to stop the looting 
And moths have marred thy chaste 
designs, 

Oh ante-bellum suiting! 

Oh stylish weeds wherein F wooed 
Evangeline and Ermyntrude, 

Oh pair of spats that onco astounded 
Tooting ! 

What though, 1 say, this fancy vest 
A fearsome sight discloses, 

Where winged tilings have found a ne&t 
And snatched their impious dozes, 
And battened on tho sacred woof, 

And made it bed and hoard and roof, 
Wearing, I doubt not, gas-masks on 
their noses? 

Conscious, at least, that long ago 
They took the town with splendour, 
Shall I not put them on and blow 
Tho war-time mufti- vendor ? 

Though 1 look somewhat liko a sieve, 
Shall not men, seeing ino, forgive? 
There are no shades to-day so sweet, 
so tender. 

Shall they not also say, “This proves 
How soon, bow swiftly laughed he 
At all our potty peaco-timo grooves, 
Anil challenged Fritz tho crafty ; 
These were tho 191-1 cut ; 

In those dim days ho was a nut ; 

Just now, of course, they seem a 
trifle draughty ” ? 

Yes, T am proud ; my chest is fillod 
With triumph, and I smack it ; 

What do I care for punctures drilled 
Straight through a servico jacket? 
These are my wounds — this well-loved 
tweed, 

Laid on one side for England’s need, 
boss like a tweed now than a tennis 
racquet. 

Then up, my ancient suits and ties! 

In vain tho tailors peddle ; 

In vain for me the sempstress plies 
Her spinning-wheel and treadle; 

Tho voice of British Honour speaks 
In these my perforated breoks, 

Each orifice becomes a blooming 
medal. Eyok. 

The Scientific Touch. 

“ I couldn’t help but feci that mj slocping- 
room would b:j haunted for evermore by the 
spectrum of poor grandfather.” 

London Magazine. 

“British Gunn kr.s’ j ink work in Italy. 
OjH!n Cities of Padua and Treviso Bombed 
with 4 Particular Fury.’ Daily Mirror. 

It looks as if something was wrong 
with tho registering. 


A TRAGEDY OF THE WAR. 

It is all over ! Never again shall I 
ho able to practise that self-deception 
which used to make life worth living. 
The veil has been rudely tom from my 
eyes and at last I see myself as others 
i see me. 

He was such a nico-looking, open- 
faced hoy, too — tho one who dealt me 
the blow. I had noticed him in the 
crowd and hoped it would como to my 
lot to minister to him. Eittlo did I 
know. 

I had consented to go down twico a 
week and help at tho canteen. I did it 
with my eyes open and not labouring 
under tho misapprehension that it was 
an invitation to stand behind a counter 
looking like a beauty chorus and serv- 
ing out glad eyes and badinage to the 
Tommies with an occasional slice of 
cake. J knew it meant somo hours of 
hustle and hustle to keep things going, 
hours of heavy service in tho produc- 
tion of boiling water, hours of washing- 
up. I was well awa e, in fact, that i 
was in demand, not for my looks, hut 
for my efficiency. 

All tho same there really seemed no 
reason why I should not inako myself 
look as nico as possible. Praise be to 
Allah, I have curly hair and tho sort 
of complexion that rnakos certain of 
my friends wonder (audibly) whether it 
is only powder, or paint as well. Few 
people realise at a first glance that 1 
am nearer forty than twenty. 

I put on my nicest hat, tho one that 
comes down a hit coqucttishly on one 
side ; I chose my prettiest Mouse, of a 
blue that makes my blue eyes bluer; I 
said to myself in the glass, “Tom was 
right. You would pass for nineteen 
sometimes —by gaslight.” 

And then — this. 

He was, as I said, a nice-looking hoy, 
and when ho gave mo an unprovoked 
smilo over the heads of his companions 
T hoped that perhaps I romi tided him 
of his host girl. Quite young, too, he 
was — so young, in fact, that I have since 
come to the conclusion that he had not 
yet had time to lose that instinct which 
children scorn to share with animals of 
knowing a groat deal about you the very 
instant they meet you. 

For, as soon as he got near enough 
to the counter to bo heard, this is what 
he said . — * 

“ A cup o’ tea, please, mother ! ” 

14 General Allen by arrived in Cairo to-day, 
and was warmly rocoived at the station by a 
distinguished gathering. A British infantry 
guard of honour was drawn up inside and 
MacCabean Boy Scouts were posted at the 
exit.” — Globe. 

The Cadet Corps, wo presume, of the 
Jordan Highlanders. 
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COMBING-OUT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. 

The Queen. “I no wish wk’d nor kxkmptjon for our .ikstk.ii. This woman works mk stiff.” 


THE TOWER OF MEMORY. 


Whkn wo arc slow in effort;, weak in will, 

Querulous in tho lesser strains of war 
Or craven' in tho greater, when the hill 
Of Destiny seoms higher than her star, 

When from tho clay that bears their impress still 
Depart tho dreams that wore, tho ghosts that arc- 
When this bofalls — if over this might bo — 

England, seek thou tho Tower of Memory. 

When babbling fools, for Russian follies ripe, 

And chinloss knaves, more full of words than wit, 
Play on tho hills of Hell their oaten pipo 
And sing of sweet pools in tho sunless pit, 

When t ho long sword is loosed in Honour's gripe 
.By the cold lingers of tho hypocrite, 

And faint forebodings frustrato her decree, 

England, climb thou tho Tower of Memory. 

Walk there awhile, before tho clay is done, 

Beneath tho banner and the battered casque 
Where carvon heraldry in bronze and stone, 

With lily and with cross and leopard's mask, 
Spandrils tho arch. Thou shalt not walk alone; 

There dead men live again and dead lips ask, 

“ What of the isles of England and her sea? " 

Till whispers fill tho Towor of Memory. 

From brows burnt dark by Syrian sun and wind 
Flash the blue eyes that awed tho Saracen ; 

Souls long since given to God in utmost Ind 
Walk once again in images of men ; 


Lords of the world and masters of tho mind, 

Who sailed beyond tho soa-mark of their ken, 

And for their England dreamed all things save three 
Dishonour, ruin and darkened memory. 

Stand in tho Towor of Memory till tho West 

Breaks round the dropping sun in splintered flame : 
There is a chronicle deciphered best 

By crimson light -tho inorasiblo shame 
Of traitor foeman and, far bittorost, 

Of alien hearts clad in a kindly name; 

Know who are bondsmen, know that thou art free 
While thou canst hold tho Tower of Memory. 

Across tho epic arras curves the trace 
Of fading vows in counterfeited gold; 

There hangs the cast of every traitor face, 

With every cunning line and evil fold. 

Look long, O England, for that very race 

Peers o’er thy foaming frontiers grey and cold; 
Look long, for who shall blind or bafflo theft 
If thou hut hold the Tower of Memory ? 


A Consistent Absentee. 

“Through being absent from the December meeting of the 

Town Council Alderman missed his first attendance for thirty 

years .” — Yorkshire Evening Post . 

‘R. Muns. Fus. — Temp. C’apt. C. P. ■ from York U., to bo 
temp. Capt. (Nov. 22, 1917, seny. Sept. 13, 1936).” — Times . 

Is this the oflicial tip for the end of the War? 




Kaisbh ( addressing Regency Council of Poland). “AS AGAINST THE CALUMNIES Ob' THE ENEMY 
I FEEL GRATEFUL THAT MY UNREMITTING EFFORTS TO BE THE CHAMPION AND 

PROTECTOR OF THE PRINCIPLES . OF HUMANITY ” 

Nbwsboy. “GREAT GERMAN NAVAL VICTORY! BRITISH HOSPITAL SHIP TORPEDOED!” 
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ON A SEA FORT. 

S 'cryeatU- Major, “Now tiikn, what are you grousing arout?’’ 

Gunner. “ Me grounin’, Major? I wasn’t grousin’; I was only wonderin’ aloud to meself ’ow the blazes me scrubbin* 

THIS BLINKIN’ TABLE WAS GOIN’ TO WIN THE BLINKIN’ WAR.” 


THE WATCH DOGS. 

LX IX. 

My dkau Chaulks, — T have come to 
tho disinterested and impersonal con- 
clusion that I am it. Othor men may 
ho General Officers Commanding ; 1 
am tho Particular Officer commanding 
A. B. A. 8. Jones. 

That is tho whole of him : “ A. B. A. S. 
Jones.” T have changed his name, of 
course, hut tho initials I wouldn’t alter 
for worlds. Whatever ho may think of 
them himself, they are tho joy and 
pride of my life. Jones is a sailor, a 
real pukka nautical and naval sailor, 
and 1, a soldier, command him. 

I have always held my Rolf out to 
command any old thing you like, from 
an infantryman to a third-class air 
mechanic, from a gunner to a driver, 
from a sapper to a nondescript civilian 
who was found to have got into uni- 
form so quickly that lie had omitted 
to take tho oath of allegiance. Some 
como from overseas, and with one I 
have to hold converse in French, because 
ho can’t speak my native language and 
I can't speak &s. But the climax of 
my assorted supremacy was achieved 


when, recently, my office door burst 
open and, preceded by a strong smell 
of ozone, in blew A. B. A. 8. Jones. 

We got to the essence of the thing j 
at once, over the matter of tho initials. 
At once I took exception to the excess 
of Christian names and absonce of 
descriptive prefix. “Come, come, my 
lad,” said I, “you cannot go about 
these days in that naked sort of way. 
You must he a private or a gunner, or 
a sapper or something. You seem to 
forget that there is a war oil.” 

lie was disguised, I should toll you, 
in khaki. Even so he would stick to 
it that ho had given mo tho truth, 
the whole truth and nothing but tho 
truth about himself. Cross-examined 
on the point and reminded that he was 
upon his oath, ho declared that ho was 
a naval rating. Our Mr. Booth, who 
has never yet been found wanting, 
thereupon remombered that lie had 
urgent businoss with the Quarter- 
master- 8ergeant and left the offico 
hurriedly. George was silent for the 
first time in his life, and refused to 
venture an opinion in the presence of a 
superior officer. I was loft to battle 
with the problem myself. 


“ And what,” I asked, “ is a naval 
rating, when you’ve caught it?” 

Jones referred to the initials again and 
said lie was an able seaman, and the 
only little rift there has ever been in our 
mutual lute goes back to that. Ho will 
have it that he lias got the lottors in 
their proper order, prefix first and Chris- 
tian names next. For my part I can 
never bring myself to spell sea with a 
“ B ” when there is an “ 8 ” handy. 

“ And so you are a sailor ? ” said T. 

“ Yes, Sir,” said he. 

The correct answer, I pointed out, 
was “ Ay, ay, Sir.” But Jones didn’t 
tumble to it ; to be honest, it was quito 
apparent that ho was in reality just 
another darned civilian, like the rest of 
us. Personally, I refuse to be honest 
on this point. I insist upoi\ the pre- 
tence being kept up : if a war is worth 
making at all it is worth making 
properly. It was necessary to show 
A. B. A. 8. Jones that ono was a strict 
disciplinarian. •* 

“ You aro a sailor ? ” I said. 

Jones acquiesced with that stony,; 
straightahead, noncommittal stare 
which I take to bo common to both 
services. 
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“Then,” I admonished him, “you 
should give your trousers a hitch w hen 
addressing an ofiicor. Stand down.” 

George congratulated mo on my 
manner of handling a difficult situation, 
without having committed myself to a 
technical phrase. The “ Stand down ” 
particularly impressed him ; it had, ho 
said, a professional smack about it, 
though it might not be the right 
profession it smacked of. Jones later 
on unburdened himself to our Mr. 
Booth, pointing out that ho was in the 
Army now and had left his ship. 

You should have brought it with 
you,” said our Mr. Booth. “ It would 
have come in handy for our next leave.” 
In fact, the whole department thought 
it had thoroughly defoated the Senior 
Service. “ You wait,” said I ; “ there ’s 
the Admiralty to be reckoned with yet. 
I hot that all those Model Dwellings 
in Whitehall aren’t full of people doing 
nothing.” 

I was right. There w*as the usual 
preliminary lull, during which the new- 
comer w T ent about bis work, drew his 
rations and grew r fat and rosy. But 
meanwhile the trouble was accumu- 
lating, and Army forms were collect- 
ing on some distant unfriendly desk. 
Eventually some Admiral or other came 
ashore, went to his office, saw the Army 
forms there and at once burst into such 
language as is entirely foreign to us 
soldiers. Slowly but surely his nautical 
clerk reduced this language to the more 
seemly but no less biting form of the 
official minute, and wo were right in 
the middle of it. 

George pushed off to Italy; our 
Mr. Booth w ent sick ; I found excuse 



to bo elsewdioro than in my office, 
which I loft in charge of a new recruit. 
Tho correspondence continued to pour 
in, insisting on the point that naval 


La ihj. ‘‘It's disgraceful ! You ark n >t making tub slightest effort to nuLi* 

IN ANY WAY.” 

Tramp. “ Madam, you wrong me. I frequently deputise for lady friends of 

MINK IN TIIE QUEUES.” 


ratings cannot bo transferred to Army 
units, and had Admiralty sanction 
been officially obtained for this man’s 
discharge? 

I was at last compelled to return to 
business on receipt of a piteous note 
from my good friend at the War Office 
who obtains and delivers to mo from 
timo to time those specialists, snaffled 
from any available source. Tf I didn’t 
do something to help him, ho said, ho 
would fraternise, and bang would go 
A. B. A. S. Jones. 

It wa9 a long and a bitter battlo. My 
pursuers wore far away, it is true, but 
those nautical follow’s are used to shoot- 
ing with deadly aim at victims they 
cannot see. Eventually we compro- 
mised ; for all their outward harshness 
the seafaring ones recognised, and, no 
doubt, understood, my affection for my 
old salt. It being understood that, as 
East is East, etc., the transfer of a naval 


rating to my military unit was for ever 
impossible; yet, as a concession, this 
particular man might ho homo as at- 
tached. 

“A. B. A. S. Jones,” said I, clearing 
my husky throat, “jour transfer was 
a ghastly mistako and is hereby can- 
celled. Nevertheless you are attached 
to my servico.” 

“Very, Sir,” said lie, with some little 
liberty, no doubt, but with what ad- 
mirable tact ! 

Yours ever, Henry. 

“Tho Council confirmed tho minutes of tho 
Education Committee, which recommended 
that tho salaries of all elementary school 
teachers, except student teachers, he advanced 
£0 per annum, dating from April 1, 1917.” 

Yorkshire Post. 

The teachers are unanimously of opinion 
that the Council’s humour was in bad 
taste. 


The Shipping Shortage : War -work 
for Women. 

“ Was this the face that launched a thousand 
ships ? ” — Marlowe (Faust us). 
Wanted, a few Helens, as above. — Apph 
Director of National Service.” 

From a review : — 

“A big very fat man, whose stealthy move 
ments recall Count Fosqo in the Moonstone 
Times Literary Supplement. 

The Count's movements in that story 
are so exceedingly stealthy that few 
people have detected his presence at all. 

“At Cullompton, Devon, an engine-driver 
was fined £10 for feeding peasants with barley 
and oats. He laid a line of grain for a distance 
of nearly 300 yards across a common.” 

Westminster Gazette. 

We are sorry his generosity met with 
such a rebuff, especially after tho pains 
he had taken to avoid a queue. 
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mittert to momory, to convert even our 
THE NEW INDUSTRY. old friend, the veriest ignoramus, into 

I 'was never taken so unawares, never a perfect spiller in the course of a few 
so bewildered and abashed — I may oven minutes. 

say outraged — as when, at the break- To begin with, tho implements, 
fast table the other morning, in the These are inexpensive and to be found 
house of a friend hitherto notable for everywhere. If not in evidence they 
the quietness and refinement of his j may, as a rule, be obtained from the 
own and his family’s demeanour, I nearest pockets. In short, and without 
was suddenly made the target of the being too funny about it — tho hands, 
loudest combined roar of protest that Next, the material — paper, of which 
ever split tho welkin. And what do) ever since a paper shortage was an- 
you think I had done? No more than, j nounccd there has been no lack. The 
after reading a letter (to do which I best paper of all for this purposo is 
had, I hardly need say, asked and ! perhaps that on which hills are made 
obtained my hostess’s permission), to out; hut bcgjj’ circulars are also 
begin, as usual, to tear it up. v No good. Letters from admonitory aunts 
sooner had my thumbs and lingers often bum brightly ; catalogues of bar- 
arranged themselves to perform this gain sales give good results, 
simple and very normal action than And now for method, whore, T regret 
tho united lungs of 
iny so-called hosts — 
father, mother and 
children — uttered 
what 1 can describe 
only as a howl of ex- 
ecration, unearthly in 
its volume and sud- 
denness. And all this, 

I learnod, after I had 
come to myself and 
my shattered nerves 
wore calming down, 
merely because, if you 
please, owing to tho 
scarcity of matches, 
spills have to he in ado; 
and 1 was wasting a 
piece of paper. 

“ Good heavens ! ” 

[ said, to myself, 11 to 
think that tho dolicate 
decorum of such nice 
people as these can go 
by the hoard at tho thought of tho loss | to say, controversy comes in. For there 
of one, or perhaps two, spills ? This is are no fewer than three distinct schools 
war indeed.” And then, being — what- j of spill-making, two of which un- 
over else I may he — no slacker, 1 Hung doubtedly disseminate heresy. If 1 
myself also into the fray and became am to be your mentor, you must fold. 



“Yes, the costal service is in a wretched condition. W 

SENT OUT NEARLY A HUNDRED STATEMENTS OF ACCOUNT, AND, 
LEARN, ONLY TWO HAVE BEEN RECEIVED.” 


so keen and, 1 may add, so expert 
that T too am preparing a somewhat 
similar vocal effort with which to 
chock and admonish others as reckless 
as my dead self. 

J am also in a position to assist an 
industry which will soon ho spreading 
even into tho homes of profiteers and 


Disregard all soft counsels hi tho direc- 
tion of rolling, and fold, fold, fold. 
Spills, it must he remembered, should 
not he too long or too thick. One 
sido of a sheet of ordinary octavo note 
paper should make two serviceable 
specimens. The method which I advo- 
cato and shall never depart from is to 


munitioners, and must occupy most of tear the sheet in half, downwards, and 
the energies of our youngest and our then fold the two halves, long-ways, 
oldest. For spills catch lifo at both into four folds, firmly pressing the edges 
ends; only tho newest babes are too with tho thumbnail. Thoso who, all 
immature, only the centenarians too mistaken and astray, favour the rolling 
ripe, to fold them. [system require rather larger pieces of 

For the use of beginners a few hints paper and thcreforo are less economical, 
are now offered as to tho manufacture or, if you prefer it, patriotic, than I. 
of spills — styles, materials and so There is also a third party, utterly 
forth- -tho whole calculated, if care- obscurantist, pinning its faith to au 
fully •assimilated and (with or without ! aggrandised form of rolled spill re- 
resort to any advertised system) com- j sombling an alpenstock in length, 


which neither liamcs nor goes out, but 
smoulders and smokes. I have seen 
a young mother — with her children 
about her watching tho deplorable 
operation — on her knees on the carpet, 
rolling a whole Morning Post (a two- 
penny paper now, mark you) into one 
of these inefficacious tubes ; and then 
we all had to use matches. 

So much for the actual manufacture, 
in tho host way, of spills. Next, their 
use. Tho chief use of spills is to ignito 
what used to ho known as “ The Indian 
Weed,” but has lately, by an Oxford 
professor of the highest standing, been 
j called “The Sister of Literature” — I 
I refer to tobacco. And I may say hero 
! that it has been decided by the Coin- 
| mittco of the Thirteen Club that tho 
had luck which inevitably followed the 
j act of making one 
I match suffice for three 
smokers is no longer 
, to ho feared. Now 
; that the means of 
illumination is paper 
tho penalty has been 
removed. Supersti- 
tious folk, of whom I 
am chief, will receive 
the news with plea- 
sure. The purpose of 
. spills, then, is to ignite 
, tobacco in one or other 
; of the forms in which 
; wo absorb it, but 
chiefly of cigarettes. 

| They can, of course, 

| ho used also to light 
other things ; but that 
. is rare. 

| Truly economical 
| and patriotic persons 
blow them out when 
their function has been fulfilled and put 
them hack in their receptacle to bo 
used again ; hut most people throw 
them on the lire. I put them back. 

Another Anti-Aircraft Weapon. 

" FRENCH HIM NO DOWN SIX GERMAN 
AEROPLANES. 

Flearixo the Air. 

Effect ok the Premier’s Speech.” 

Edinburgh Evening Dispatch, 

FKUiLLETONS IN WAR TIME. 

“ TI j loves her, and proposes, but annoyed 
it t his manner, she refuses him, though she 
really lobes him . . . * 

Frank Heatherly sank into the chair by his 
desk, his face oddily pale ... 

His whole instant was to tear tho instrument 
from its place and fling it on tho ground— £ 60 . 
Di dlic fool liink he was made of money J 

(Do not miss Monday’s instalment.)’* 
Daily Paper, 

We certainly shall not; though we 
hardly expect the present form to be 
maintained. 


HY, LAST MONTH l 
SO FAR AS 1 l' AN 
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THE DUTY OF THE DIARIST. 

(“The Diary is a form of literary activity 
in which the competition of the great is not 
to ho fcarod. A great man has neither the 
leisure nor the inclination to record the events 
of his timo. Ho leaves that to others, and if 
we can only become personally acquainted with 
people whose sayings and doings aro worth pre- 
serving, there is no reason why We should not 
all ho successful diarists.” - Observer . 

Ijono haunted by a vague desire 
Of literary fame, 

Hut lacking themes to lend mo lire 
Or clarify my aim, 

At last 1 am rolioved of doubt ; 

No more I grope and beat about 
The bush ; I ’ve learned tho true way 
out — - 

A Diary ’s the game ! 

One great advantage of this mode 
Of labouring with the pen 
I learn is this : you take a road 
Untrod by famous men ; 

They haven’t time to note or jot 
Down interesting things red-hot 
(Though Pepys and Gunville, Moo he 
and Scott 

Ail did it now and then). 

Again, if anxious to succeed, 

You need not cut a dash 
By tilting at each cult and creed 
Or venturing on rash 
Predictions of the race you ’ll run 
Pope, Caesar, Devil all in one ; 

That sort of diary was done 
To death by Marie Bash. 

Hut while you need not he a star 
To ho a Diarist, 

The method will not take you far 
Without the proper grist ; 

In other words, you ’ve got to mix 
With people who have gifts or tricks, 
Whoso views on life and politics 
Deserve an annalist. 

Hero The Observer a counsel ends; 

Tho problems still remain, 

How to acquire these brilliant friends 
Who common folk disdain ; 

How ono whose intellect is dim 
Can work his way into the swim — 

The world where wisdom, wit and 
whim 

And “ all the talents *’ reign. 

No matter ; though I *m growing grey, 
And though my friends are few, 

And for tho things they do or say 
Unnoticed hitherto, 

Who knows but I may hail the birth 
Of somo new minister of mirth, 

Some village Wilcox, or unearth 
A rival to Le Qvevx ! 


Food in Egypt. 

“In the afternoon the Sultan received 
Lonte do Sorionne, who presented to His 
Highness three of the principal officials of the 
huefc Canal . n — Egyptian Mail . 


"V* 
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Orderly Ojjitrr. “What a he yoi:h orders? ” *** 

Sentry. “To walk abaht in a soldierly manner and to ray lontrim/jtons to aij. 

OFFICERS— ACCORDIN’ TO RANK.’’ 


FOR THE CHILDREN. 

Mr. Punch ventures to plead on be- 
half of tho pitiful case of those poor 
children who are suffering from air- 
raid shock. For every child that has 
been wantonly killed by tho iiuns, 
many score have suffered terrible in- 
jury to their minds and nerves. For 
these innocent victims of cruelty a home 
has been opened at C bailey, in the lovely 
Sussex Weald. It is. named after St. 
Nicholas, the patron saint of children. 
Iloro they aro given tho chance of re- 
■ covering strength, courage and happi- 
ness. In fine weather they learn garden- 
ing and nature study, and indoors they 
sing and dance and have stories told to 


them. Mr. Punch is confident that 
many of his readers, if only out of 
| gratitude for tho greater safety which 
their own children enjoy, as compared 
with poorer ones in humble and more 
exposed conditions, will generously re- 
spond to his appeal. Gifts should 
addressed to tho I foil. Treasurer, St. 
Nicholas Home for Paid-Shock Chil- 
dren, Chuiley, Sussex. 


Our Heroes. 

“ Mr. Seymour II irks is the hereof the \uvL 
Ho is now admitted to be tho author of fin- 
English version of ‘Faisons un lvvr,’ wliirb 
was produced at the St. Martin’s Theatre on 
Monday night.” Sunday (lironide. 

The fighting services must not imagine 
that they have a monopoly of heroism. 
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THE BALLAD OF CODSON’S BEARD. 

I ’el toll you a yam of a sailor-man with a faco more fiorce 
than fair 

Who got round that on tho Navy's plan by hiding it all 
with hair; 

lie was one of a hard old sailor-breed and had lived his 
life at soa, 

But ho took to tho beach at tho nation’s need and fought 
with the li.N.D. 

Now Brigadier-General Blank’s Brigade was tidy and neat 
and trim, 

And the sight of a beard on his parade was a bit too much 
for him. 

“ What is that,” said he with a terrible oath, “of all that 
is wild and woird?” 

And the Staff replied, 41 A curious growth, but it looks very 
like a beard.” 

And the General said, 44 1 have seen six wars and many a 
ghastly sight, 

Fellows with locks that gave ono shocks and buttons nono 
too bright, 

But never a man in my Brigade with a faco all fringed 
with fur; 

And you ’ll toddle aw ay and shave to-day ’’—but Codson 
said, “ You err , 

“ For 1 don’t go much on wars as such, and living with 
rats and worms, 

And you ought to bo glad of a sailor-lad on any old kind 
of terms ; 

While this old beard of which you ’re skeerod it stands for 
a lot to mo, 

For tho groat North gales and tho sharks and whales and 
the smell of tho dear grey sea.” 

New Generals crowded to tho spot and urged him to 
behave, 

But Codson said, “ You talk a lot, but can you make mo 
shave ? 

For tho Navy allows a beard at therijows, and a board is 
the sign for me 

That tho world may know, wherever I go, 1 belong to tho 
King’s Navoo.” 

They gave him posts in distant parts, where few might see 
his face, 

Town Major jobs that break men’s hearts and billets at 
the Base ; 

But whenever he know a fight was duo ho hurriod there by 
train, 

And when ho ’d done for every Him they sent. him off again. 

Then up and spako an old sailor, 14 It seems you can’t ’ave 
'oared, 

Begging your pardon, General Blank, tho reason of this same 
board ; 

It's a kind of a sart of a camyflarye , and that I take to 
mean 

A thing as ’ides some other thing wot oughtn’t to bo 
seen. 

“And I’ve brought you this ’ere photergraph of wot ’o 
used to be 

Afore he stuck that fluffy muck about ’is pliyzoginy.” 

The General lookod and, fainting, cried, 44 The situation ’s 
grave, 

Tho beard was bad, but, Kamcrad ! he simply must not 
sliavo I ” 


And now, when the thin linos bulgo and sag and man goes 
down to man, 

A great black beard like a pirate’s flag flies over in the van ; 
And I ’vo fought in many a rod-liot spot whore death w r as 
the least men feared, 

But I never saw anything quite so hot as the Battle of 
Godson’s Beard. A. P. II. 

HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

(Marshal II ism in u una aiid TIerr B allin of the Hamburg - 
! Amerika Line.) 

Ilerr Ballin. I trust, Marshal, that this time rumour has 
some small foundation of truth. 

Marshal lli ndenburg. I don’t know what particular one 
among tho thousand rumours you refer to, hut if I might 
be allowed l should advise you to disbelieve them all. 

B. But this is a rumour that grows strongor every day, 
sinco it is very pleasant to tho oars of thoso w T ho hear it. 
It declares that peace is already on the way, there being 
now a broad basis for negotiation. 

11. That rumour 1 advise you to believe less than any of 
the others. Not if I can help it shall there bo negotiations 
for peace until wo havo achieved a complete and crushing 
victory over all our foes, and especially ovor England. 

B. A pleasant prospect indeed you hold out to us. For 
three years and a half wo have poured blood and treasure 
into your military machine. Millions of our best and 
bravest have, gone to feed your ambition and that of your 
master, and of our hardly-earned substance but little is 
loft. Things cannot go on like this. Wo have secured the 
alliance of Austria, Turkoy and Bulgaria, which means 
that, in addition to defending ourselves, wo aro forced to 
defend them too. So well havo you and your friends 
managed affairs that wo aro hated and opposed by the rest 
of the world ; and all that has been won for us by a whole . 
generation of industry lies about us in ruins; and even if 
wo were to win the victory you speak of we should find it 
almost impossible to keep a place among tho nations of 
the world. 

II. This is fine talk for a loyal German subject. Your duty 
is to obey when tho Ivaiseii commands, and not to oppose 
your petty interests to his will. Gormany abovo everything. 

B . That, I supposo, is tho reason why you addod America 
to our onomies. It was not enough that we should have 
to fight England and Franco and Italy, but you and your 
friends must soizo America, unwilling as she was, and drag 
her into the conflict. You pretend to laugh at America 
and talk of fighting her with the Potsdam Fire Brigado ; 
but 1 know Americans and you do not, and I tell you it 
was a black day for Germany when you forced America to 
take her. stand against Us. . 

H: You had better leave policy alone and go back to your 
ships, which perhaps you understand. 

B. My ships! Where aro they ? What has become of 
them ? They, with everything <else that made Germany 
respected, have been thrust into the fire, and nothing is left. 

H. Tho army is left, and so long as wo havo that I fear 
nothing. t 

B. The army ! The army ! I toll you I am tired of all 
your heel-clicking and sword-rattling, and there are many 
wht> agree with me. What is the use of your army to us 
if all our industry is to perish and wo are to live for ever 
in a circle of enemies ? Even in Russia you canaot make 
any progress, and so it is everywhere. You win a little, 
and then you are chocked, and it is all to begin over again. 
And then, when the basis for an honourable peace is 
suggested, all you can do is to cry for everlasting war. 

[Left wrangling . 
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THE QUEUE HABIT. 


Old Lady (to pout-office clerk). “Do you happen to bk able to oblige me with a stamp this morning, Miss? 

WITH A COUPLE OK POSTCARDS IK YOU 'itE NOT OUT OK THEM." 


And l could do 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

No library of works about the War can be considered 
decently equipped without a copy of The Complete 
Despatches of Jjord French , which, beautifully printed 
(in a limited edition) by the Westminster Press and illus- 
trated with excellent maps and portraits, to which is added 
a full list of “ mentions,” have boon published by Messrs. 
Chapman and Hall. Even a layman has the right to admire 
the simple and restrained idiom, the orderly arrangement, 
the essential modesty of these despatches. Two qualities 
of the well-loved Commander who bore the shock of the 
most desperate days of the War stand in especial relief — 
gonerosity in his tributes to his subordinate commanders, 
and tact in dealing with the difficulties and inevitable dis- 
appointments of liaison, such as tho “ most unexpected 
message ” from General Joffre as to the overwhelming 
advance of the German divisions on the eve of tho retire- 
ment freyn Mons, and the “fatigue” of General Sorpkt’s 
horses. Of Sir Douglas Haig and bis divisional and 
brigade commanders, tho Field-Marshal, in a rare de- 
parture from the plain level of his narrative, says, “ Words 
tail mo to express the admiration I feel for their conduct, 
or ury senso of tho incalculable services they rendered [at 
the first battle of Ypres] . I venture to predict that thoir 
deods during these days of stress and trial will furnish 
some of the most brilliant chaptors which will bo found in 
the military history of our time/* Of the poison gas at 
the second battle of Ypres this verdict is worth remember- 


ing : “ As a soldier 1 cannot help expressing the deepest 
regret and some surprise that an army which hitherto has 
claimed to be tho chief exponent of tho chivalry of war 
should have stooped to employ such devices against brave 
and gallant foes.” It must be good to have been called to 
such a burden, to have carried it so finely, to have recorded 
tho story of it with such a simple candour. 


It is not to be denied that Mr. Harry Tighe lias at least 
the courage of his convictions. These teach him that 
women are as sheep, happiest in following tho well-worn 
path marked out for them by generations -love, matrimony, 
maternity. Tho book that he has written to prove them is 
called, inevitably, The Sheep Path (West all). Its heroine, 
Arethusa — Mr. Tighe is clearly a counter - revolutionist ; 
none other could have dared such a name! — is shown 
hesitating between love in tho commercial equivalent of a 
cottage, and £800 a year with tho encumbranco of a 
middle-aged husband. A conquering passion for plenty of 
butter with her bread (it \s all right ; this is a pre-war tale) 
drives Arethusa to turn her back on tho sheep path and 
chooso Jonathan Jones and comparative afiluonce. The 
result shows Mr. Tighe as an author with a very real gift 
of observation; the development of Arethusa from girl to 
womanhood, and tho whole relations of the wife ami her 
husband are quite admirably drawn ; tho story hero is at 
its best, sympathetic and sure in scenos whero it would 
have been fatally easy to blunder. In tho end, of course, 
Arethusa returns d ses moutons. Widowed and im- 
poverished (I had frequently suspected that winter in 
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Homo and a villa at Portofino must be stretching the eight Calder and its people, Mr. Watson changes to a note of 
hundred dangerously thin) she takes up again her old grave beauty that makes the end of his book unexpectedly 
work and the love she rejected in chapter one, thus impressive. There is 'no great matter of plot, except the 
providing a lino exception to the rule about eating your love of two men for a delicate girl — a middle-aged minister 
cake and having it. Mr. Tiuiik has vvritton a clever and and the young son of a rich Southerner who is trying to 
sincere story, on which I congratulate him heartily, with, buy out the girl’s father. These two parents, by the w f ay, 
however, an entreaty that in bis noxt ho will guard against are excellently drawn foils: the old laird, a dreamer, un- 
a slovenly use of English that gives cause to the judicious practical, beaten on all sides by circumstance; and the 
to grieve and obscures his real talent. climbing opportunist, who bends circumstance to his own 

i ends and watches, not unsympathetically, the futile struggles 
There is a story of an English author who, on arriving at [ of his antagonist. But the book abounds in good portraits. 
Khartoum, informed the Governor that be could only stay it has atmosphere, too, so that you can all but feel the keen 
for forty-eight hours, but that he wanted “to got at the damp air, full of peat and ling scents, that seems to blow 
hack of tho Arab mind.” Mrs. T. P. O’Connor, though through its pages. And by his art Mr. Watson can repro- 
she hails from Texas, where they live and act quickly, and duco not only the wild landscapes of Scotland, but the 
though she stayed for more than a year in Ireland, docs not tenderness and tho unconscious humour of her people. In 


profess to have got at tho 
back of tho Irish Question in 
II arse if — Ire land (Hutch in - 
son), but she has fallen in love 
with the country and written 
a lively, enthusiastic and dis- 
cursive record of hor impres- 
sions. She was pleased with 
everything and everybody ex- 
cept Belfast and the Dublin 
slums and the Dublin Corpora- 
tion and tho publicans. Poli- 1 
tics and politicians, she tells 
us, leave her cold ; but there 
is little doubt as to her sym- 
pathies, though she does not 
obtrudo them aggressively. 

Dublin was her head -quarters, 
but she visited Limerick and 
Galway, Cork and Killarney, 
as well as the North, conversed 
with all manner of people, re- 
vives old stories and legends, 
describes the art treasures of 
Dublin and the wonders of its 
Zoo, re-disco vers Swift and 
“Stella,” and devotes tho 
best part of a chapter on Irish 
wit to anecdotes of Father 
LIealy. (She has omitted, 
however, one of his best say- 
ings, of a very tall young lady 
named Lynch: “Nature gave her an inch, but she took Roger as a moro mercenary, but recognizes and appreciates 
an Ij.”) It is a vivacious, unmethodical chronicle, rich in his motives. It is a thoughtful tale, and though its subject 
digressions, personal and oven intimate sketches of her is not too pleasant the seriousness with which it is treated 
friends and travelling companions, shrewd remarks and not saves it from tho fear of offence. The most dramatic touch 
, a little guide-book padding. Her tone is mainly uncritical, comes at the end, when Elise , ip ignorance of her wealth, 
which is tho safest way in dealing with Ireland at prosent, bequeaths all she possesses to' a benevolent* and broad- 
I and sbo is not always accurate. For example, Parknasilla, minded parson, who finds the will and tears it up. Roger 

as 1 have good reason to know, is not situated on a low cliff ; had some luck. ■ — 

and Mrs. O’Connor’s reproduction of the brogue is more ^ Further Sex-Problem. 

vigorous than faithful. But criticism is disarmed by her frank .. . . nA \rrp t\a mjv t * 

admission of her limitations and her modest comparison of Another hull of tho late Mr. George Taylor’s breeding was Darlington 

her hook to the hors d' oeuvre served before a banquet. Cranford 48th, which gave 763 gallons in ton months.”— Local Paper. 

“ William , grocer, was fined 40s. for selling war bread improved 

containing 93.08 por cent, of Epsom salts, which a medical office, 
declared was injurious to health.” — Liverpool Echo. 

The idea was sound, but overdone. 

In a description of the attacks by German aviatow on the 
ancient monuments of Padua The Pall Mall Gazette men 
tions 11 the damage done to the basilisk of Saint Antoine.’ 
It seems an odd pet for a Christian saint to keep. 



“ Russia is doomed, Sir— doomed!” 
“What do you mean by ‘doomed’?” 
“Never mind what I mean, Sir. 

MEAN BUT WHAT I RAY THAT MATTERS.” 


It’s not wiiat I 


short, his variety of heather- 
mixture is as attractive as any 
I havo mot. 

The Heritage of Elise 
(Arnold) is concerned with 
a question which I suggost 
for discussion in cellars and 
tubes, or wherever people con- 
gregate and are allowed to 
argue. Elise was a girl of the 
streets, and Roger Arkwright , 
a young nmn of philanthropic 
instincts (but cautious withal), 
suddenly discovered that she 
was his cousin and entitled to 
the millions which he had in- 
herited. What ought he to do ? 
On the spur of the moment you 
would say that there is only one 
thing to do. But once begin to 
| think it over, with Miss Mary 
J. H. Serine to state the case, 
and thore is another side to it. 
However, she evades the issue 
by killing off Elise . True that 
Roger was on tho point of re- 
vealing tho secret to her, but 
the fact remains that he did 
not. Nevertheless this much 
stands to Miss Serine's credit, 
that one does not condemn 


One might perhaps pardonably say of Mr. Frederick 
Watson that, as tho son of Ian Maclaren, ho had been 
educated in the Kailyard school. What use he made of 
this upbringing he has already proved, and now does so 
again with his new story, Children of Passage (Methuen). 
It is a tale of Scotland and of Scots folk, told with a very 
pleasant charm of stylo and much quiet fun, at least in tho 
earlier chapters ; later, when tho world-tragedy falls upon 
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“ Let us return,” said Sir Auckland 
Geodes, “ to tlie faith of our fathers and 


creasingly difficult to koop it free from 
\ submarines and other impurities. 


Jewellery valued at several hundred 
pounds has been stolen from a High 
Mol horn jeweller’s by burglars, who 


The War Office has commandeered ! smashed the steel lock of the shop, it 
recognise that by the sea wo live.” the French Gallery, Pall Mall, whero the I seems a pity that thieves do not exer- 
That’s certainly what they do at Matthew Maris Exhibition is being I ciso a little more thought for others. 
Brighton, whero the jaid-funkers go. held, just to show the Air Ministry Now, of course, the jeweller has to buy 
*** that that sort of tiling can be done by J another lock. • ... 


Brighton, whero the raid-funkers go. 


A Russian youth appealed to the those who know how. 
haw Society Tribunal last week for Young gipsies at Eastbourne are said 

exemption on the ground that ho is an j Whisky must not bo sold now by to have grown beards to avoid military 
auarchist. The occasion when bo calls auction without permission of the Food service, but there is reason to believe 
the Sergeant-Major “comrade” is Controller. A very small quantity | that Sir Auckland Geodes will shortly 
eagerly looked forward to. may still be obtained by private en- j comb them out. ... * 

*** treaty. * j 

A black Leghorn hen belonging to I The cuiiiagion of the queue habit is 

a gentleman in the suburbs has laid an The Warminster County Court, has \ spreading in unexpected directions. At 


eagerly looked forward to. 

* * 

A black Leghorn hen belonging to 
a gentleman in the suburbs has laid an 


egg weighing live ounces. Since his held that the Post Office is not liable ; Stoke Newington there were throe him- 
good fortune we understand that he for the contents of registered letters, j died and fifty applications for a baby 
lias been overwhelmed with offers of The silly public of course thinks it is, 1 offered for adoption. . 


Writing to The Erminy 
Xews the .Rev. B. J. Gordeu 
states that he has invented 
an instrument; by which he 
could detect, transmission of 
force even in a lien’s egg. 
This of course is much better 
than shaking tho ogg at 
one’s ear and shouting, 
“ Are you there ? " 




Tho latest news from 
Brest- Litovsk seems to in- j 
dicato that the Kaiser j 
desires peace, at any rate j 
for the duration of tho War. 

“Soldiers alone can de- 
cide the War,” said a Ger- i 
man Socialist in a recent' 
speech. It is not known 
whether this is a slap at 


( w 

; 














Vri::c Pessimist. ’My UKi.lRF IS THAT mixes will hk woksi: IN 
February." 

#S 'uper-Pcaahnht, If Frit nr. my i:n:n oinn mini: ! ' 


At Hitohin a woman was 
cooking a sausage wdien it 
dissolved into liquid. Ex- 
perts regard this as a great 
advance upon the old - 
: fashioned sort; which sim- 
: ply explode* 1. 

* 

! The Mayor of Tiverton, 
Devon, has sold his motor- 
car and bought a donkey 
and cart. Every possible 
| precaution is being taken 
j at the Guildhall to conceal 
! tho news from the Lord 
| Mayor’s coachman. 

A lish measuring sixteen 
'feet in length has been 
| washed ashore near Frosh- 
| nish Point. An American 
i visitor writes to say that 
it is certainly the largest 


Mr. Trotsky or Mr. Hilaire Belloc. ! and no doubt the illusion is well worth whitebait lie lias seen in this country. 

' the extra twopence. 

A prisoner who was recently con- 
victed at Liverpool confessed to one “ I appeal to every butcher,” says a ! \ j o i b 7> i! r ^ 1 1 « * • ^ 1 o Lcoji w f t h « u 1 1. 

hundred and seventy-three cases of leading glycerine manufacturer, “ to j ‘ 1 ° ' LC " . ° * ’ 
housebreaking. It is from men of this place a notice in his window stating ' Very clover of hnn to consume at all in 
Mass that our professional criminals he will pay his customers a halfpenny circumstances, 
are most frequently recruited. a pound for hones.” &till it is a poor i 

*** bargain for tho customer who has just, j “ ^Gdlewood r<\ 

ee price of skinned rabbits has been paid a shilling a pound for them. , ;ints W anted for duration of war ; men not 

fixed at one shilling and ninepence; 1 hgihie for tho. army ; wages iuemismj 

unskinned, they may he sold at tw T o According to a lecturer at Kcnsing- Ti 10s. ammally to im*’ 
shillings per musquash. ton Tow n Hall, workmen came out on Slu'/ji< II Dniln Uuujnijih. 

strike in Egypt so far back as fifteen Frankly, we shrink from this estimate 
Special measures are being taken at hundred years ago. Mr. Barges wishes of the duration. 

Funchal to # deal with any further at- it to he known that no charge against — 

t empt to bombard tho port. The idea Mr. Winston Churchill is indicated “ The honorary freedom of the l-YitmaUers 7 

of confusing tho Huns by sending men in this connection. Company was conferred, tins morning. at tin* 

out in small boats to male a noise like V . " 1 ‘ ,m “ B " """ ‘ 

a Madeyra cake is said to have been A quarter of a pound of butter was 1 Tho pr i n( .jp a i ]nourUL .|x were . . . 
successfully developed. found in a turnip field the other day. The funeral arrangements wore earned on: 

Asked what he proposed to do, tho hy — - , Ltd., Newca-dlo.'^ ^ „ ltl i />„ w 

The GrcfiflfEastern Railway announces . finder stated his intention of taking mnwm 

that after February 1st it will no longer • a cottage in tho neighbourhood and , It scorns to have been .i me anc io y 

supply sea-water. It has become in- j settling down. ceremony. 


The honorary freedom of the l'YItmaUers’ 
( 'oin])aiiy was conferred, tin* morning, at the 
(Uiildhail, London, upon .1 large number ol 
prominent men . . . 

The principal mourner*; were . . . 

The funeral arrangements wore earned mil 
by - — — , Ltd., Newcastle. " 

Vruriiit ml 


ceremony. 
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ENGLAND’S CALL TO THE RABBIT. 

Comh out, omnn out, and play tho game; 

Boldly vacate your Ijiijtow; 

Slack not nor shirk for very shame, 
lint 1)0 y our watchword “ Thorough” ; 
Slop forth ns briskly as you can 
And face tin; nuwic like a man. 

Stay not; to share the. Cuthheri’s fate, 
l-Jut clmck your role of coward ; 

Wo watch you, knowing well bow great. 

The sacrifice and how hard ; 

In all your paws your courage take 
And do your turn for Kngland’s sake*. 

Shall she, the land that, gave you birth, 
(lo short of food and sicken ? 

She needs you for her hollow girth 
Disguised as curried chicken ; 

Come, ere tho precious hour is lost, 

And join our patriot holocaust. 

We are prepared to comb you out 
By way of fuse or ferret, 

But you would sooner earn, no doubt, 
Tho mood of willing merit - 
Posthumous knighthood (K.B.L), 

Or damehood, as the case may he. 

Yonder the Boy-Scout waits to shoot 
( D tilcn pro pall ia vioii !) ; 

Give him tho moribund’s salute 
And rush to death and glory, 
Passing, amid ecstatic Cheevos, 
Straight to Valhalla’s ball of heroes. 

And should the errant scatter-gun 
Wherewith he hopes to hit you 
Misjudge your swiftness as you run, 
Halt and remain in situ, 

And let him pop and pop and pop 
Until you ultimately drop. 

Or, if you have no strong desire 
To meet a death so me.^y, 

And feel that in a noose of wire 

Yom- corpse would look more drossy, 
Insert your neck within a trap — 

It’s all tho same to Airrm u Yum. 

So shall your valour save the race 
And strike the 1\ viskh stony ; 

And o’er your carcase, singing grace, 
We 11 bless tho name of coney, 

And say, “ His end was very good : 

He died as British rabbits should.” 

O. S. 

Tho Order of Precedence New Style. 

“ The aim nf I he ( ‘oinmittce <>n Wool Textile 
Product i< >n i not t > enable c\ery man. from 
the dustman dim u lo the duke, to el. id himself 
in CcAornmm! -rout rolled apparel.” 

Mcu'i W t’tir. 


THE MUD LARKS. 

A JAr halibut fisher who landed at 
Big Silver Camp four years ago told 
me that he found a family of skunks 
housekeeping in the office and a grizzly 
licking berries off a hush by the engine- 
shed 


hut who should bo the lucky in tin ? 
“How about John the Bohunk?” he 
asked. Wo stared at him, aghast. A 
Bohunk! A wild, jabbering foreign 
animal fiom some dark Central Kmo 
pean hinterland, who in 1 1 is natural 
state had very probably dressed in 
woad aim hair, slept in a tree, devoured 


A Very Irregular Verb 
shevi, Bose.here, Bustum. 


Bol 


“Tho water supplies have been largely shut, 
off, and milk was distributed by the farmer; 
with diniiniJty. M ---C/fflf-w; ,, .'e tirvniwj Kars, 

We dcprocato these insinuations. 


In my day it was a lusty camp, j 1 1 is young and drunk his bath-water. 
Tw hundred and seventy there were! Such a one in “ Little Dublin,” theall- 
of us on tho pay-roll, men of all nations, white, t! . exclusive! We told Alike 
nesting, like cormorants, on cliff ledges that he had gone mad, or, speaking the 
high above the Pacific surf. language of the land, had ants in his 

Big Silver, king of tiie Coast Bunge, attic, hats in his belfry, lie let us 
loomed over us, forest-llanked, snow* ha 1 1 r his of us; then, when our 
bonnet tod, his hoary head, like that steam was spent, calmly proceeded, 
of Air. W. B. Y hats’ friend, “ hid among “Listen, you mutts. Winter has 
a crowd of stars.” done arrived and somebody ’s getter do 

It was a pleasant camp in summer, bull-cook round this joint, sweep the 
Gulls swooped and cried about the floor, shovel the drifts, tote wood, light 
crane head; seals sunned themselves the stove and keep her roarin’. Whose 
on the Hat rocks below tho cliffs; now goin’ to do it? You? He? Any of 
and again on the lazy swell seaward us? No, sir roe, \vc ’ro all too high-fed 
a whale would blow. But in winter and noble-minded. Now l’\e been 
jit was altogether another story. Tho takin’ account of this yer John, and 
i Pacific woke out of its trance and sent he’s just a poor, simple ignorant 
its white horses charging landward in Bohunk with one hug in his bonnet 
foaming squadrons that nearly shook and that is to he mistaken for a while 
our little shacks off their perilous j man. Wo ’ll have the silly dub in 
porches. I here, make out. to learn him how to 

Bain fell for weeks on end; snow j bch'ave white, and in return he does the 
buried us six foot under. Winter on j chores, all of ’em. Does it go?” 
that coast was, in tho vivid language of We made a show' of objecting, hut 
tho West, “ a ring-tailed snorter.” Alike was Mike, and next *ht the 

1 lived in a six-hunk shack known sixth hunk was no longer empty. Our 
as “ Lil Mo Dublin ” along with a brace | victim was originally a denizen of 
of machine men, a powder monkey and Hungary, I believe, hut we made no 
Alike Duggan, the shifter. subtle racial distinctions in the North- 

We were “all-white” in “Little West; all that was not white, Dutch 
Dublin ” and very exclusive, and, as j or Dago was Bohunk to us. Ho was 
we saw* nohod y who came up to our ! a squat touzled creature, with how 
dizzy standard, the sixth hunk remained Uegs, hairy paws and the pathetic eyes 
empty all tho summer. I of an Aberdeen terrier, e\er upturned 

Mike Duggan was the bright star j to his hero, Mike, in dog-like dovo- 
| of our galaxy. He was the best, typeition. 

; of Western “rough neck,” six foot of | If anyone over had to work his way 
wire and raw hide, humour and effi- 1 through college it was- that wretched 
eienev. He had prospected from the Bohunk. Never did the door open hut 
Arctic Gircle to Mexico, from Korea to an avalanche of snow full within . A 
the Porcupine. When a “ mucker ” put trail of slush followed ('very pair o! 
his pick into a misled hole and all was hoots across the Hour. The stove was ! 
living rock, blackness and groans it tricky to light and a glutton when lit ; | 
was Mike’s cool \oicu ringing through a night’s' supply of fuel necessitated at j 
the inferno that kept the Dagos from j least six trips to tho wood-pile, fifty 
stampeding. j y arils away down the cliff path. And 

When the Gamp Liar told a tale of ! all these details had to he faithfully 
the cold on Hudson’s Bay that froze ] attended to by the Bohunk in return 
the steam at a kettle’s spout into a | for the inestimable ad vantages he was 
bubble of ice it was Alike who had put j receiving by living in our company, 
out a lire in Alaska by chopping tho Sometimes wTien tho so-ffalled Pacific 
frozen flames off the hack of a stove was booming against tho jetty with 
| with an axe. 1 never saw a. situation j exceptional fury and tho Behring gale 
1 he couldn’t master or heard a yarn lie whooping like a drunken cow-puncher 
j couldn’t cap. | down the stove-pipe he would falter, 

j When t he fust fro^t of w inter nipped | turn sulky and mumblo that it w’as 
j us by the nose Alike cast hi* eye on j someone else’s turn to tote wood. Then 
| the empty hunk and voted that it he | w f o would shako our heads sadly and 
j filled. “The more tho warmer,” said 
I he. We worn in complete agreement; 


tell him what a disappointment he was 
to us after all our trouble. “Gee, 






instructor. “Too hhavy, is it? Yor wait till I’m: finishi:i> you. You’ll in: flicking it aijoit mkk a fountain niN.” 


John,” wo would sigh, “it’s evident Canal. “ Pip ” Vibart, chief of staff to Obliterate them memories ! Nowadays, 
you’re still just a common ordinary j Panclio Villa in that Libertador’s most old timer, 1 touch oil* T.N.T. an’ 
13ohunk, with no ambition to bettor lucrative filibustering excursions, is ammonal by tho hundred-weight, by 
yourself;” then, turning from him j now an A. P.M. and the terror of evil- the ton, and lay blame hills over on 
in despair, exchange reminiscences of | doers in his corps’ area. Tho Dost their backs. Gosh ! they ’ll haveter re- 
imaginary Bolumks wo had mot in Legion has ’listed at last. write their maps of Yurrop when I ’ve 

fictitious camps who by acts of heart- j I found Mike Duggan amid a litter done with her; I ’ll lift her lid off. 
rending self-sacrifice had put their of pumps, piping, drills, windlasses Dodgast that yer lackey, ho ain’t bringed 
Boh link hoed from them and become and thigh boots, sergeant of a Canadian the wood yet.” 

white, even as wo. The poor devil would Mining Company, lie dragged me lie took up the level rod and be- 
bear it as long as possible, then with a into his bivouac, thrust me into the laboured the wall once more. “That 
sobbed, “ Mo go, me go — mo John, no solo chair, produced some Belgian oughter fetch him. Say, Jim, was you 
dam Bolmnk,” be would dive out of the cigars from a bandolier and some rye- at Mcssincs? No? Well, you should 
door and disappear, and Mike Duggan whisky from a ease marked “ High of. One of them little eruptions was 
would closo ono twinkling blue eye. Explosives,” and we drank to the old pushod by Michael P. Duggan. Some 

1 do not know if John achieved merit j days and our continued good health, of that ridge was wafted into France, 
and was formally admitted to tho great “ Darned if my flunkey ain’t gone an* some into Holland, some is still oil its 
White Brotherhood with tho Spring j let the stove out- eonsarn him !” said way. Great sufferin’ snakes, but it was 
(when the toting of wood became no j Mike, hammering on the shanty wail a hi-yu skookum up-lift! Oh, there 
longer necessary), for 1 went South ! with a level rod. “ I ’ll wake the cuss you are at last, White-wings, Greased 
before the thaw, and years rolled in j up. Take another bite at the snake- Lightning ! ” This last to tho erring 
between myself and Big Silver Camp. ; juice, Jim boy. Well, how ’s this Inter- batman, who had entered 4 with an 
But not long ago I mot Mike Duggan . national Free-for-All usin’ you? Me, armful of fuel. As the man bent over 
again. There is no coincidence in this ; j I Tn salubrious, enjoyin’ every minute the stove the lamplight struck his face, 
Franco has drawn all the wandering of it. I’m liko a natural drunkard and, jumping to my feet, I held out a 
feet of the young men. what ’s had to put up with five-cent glad hand.. 

Horace Algernon Fox-Forsythe, who j beers all Ins life bein’ suddenly let loose “ By Jove, if it isn’t old John Bo ” 

was last seen in a state of nudity; in a brewery. We usetor think we’d “Brown,” prompted Mike, “John 

splitting pearl shell on a sloop off tho ; did somethin’ to write mother about if Brown.” 

Lower Archipelago, is now cook and we ’d shot a dozen six-foot Burley holes “ Well, how ’s John Brown ?” I said, 

captain too of a barge on the La Bassco in the old days, didn’t us? Forget it! “Plenty dam fine and dandy, Jim,” 




economy 

The “ Valet ” AutoStrop is the only safety razor with a 
self-contained automatic stropping device, and for this 
reason its blades last, on an average, four times as long as 
those of the “ no-stropping ” type. Probably because of 
this advantage, and also of the cheapness of “Valet” 
blades, the public do not always exercise economy in 
their use. The following hints will enable users to get 
even more than the two months’ service which is claimed 
as the average life of a single “ Valet ” AutoStrop blade : 

Use no abrasive strop dressing, and keep your 
strop free from grit. 

Don’t over-strop — 10 seconds daily will keep 
your blade in the pink of condition. 

Don’t let anything hard touch the blade edge. 

Hold the blade almost flat against the face. 

It shaves better, besides lasting longer. 

There is no shortage of “ VALET ” blades at present, 
but in view of constantly increasing manufacturing 
difficulties, reasonable judgment and economy should be 
exercised in their use. 

“VALET” 

AutoStrop 

SafetyRazor * 


AUTOSTROP SAFETY RAZOR CO., LTD., 61 , New Oxford Street, London, W.C.I. 

And also at New York, Paris, Milan, Sydney, Dublin, Toronto, &c. 




His Masters \bice" 
CATALOGUE 

IS OBTAINABLE 
FROM US. 

Come — Write or Telephone. 
Immediate attention 
to Post orders. 
The most Perfect 
and Up-to-date 
AUDITION SALONS 
IN LONDON 

TheWESTEND 

GRAMOPHONE COMPANY Vi 

34 

RECENT ST. LONpON. W.l* 
Telephone: 7342 Gerrard. 


Our VALETRY service 
enables well-dressed 
men to ECONOMISE. 

l ; or a small subscription we call weekly, 
fortnightly or monthly for such of your 
clothes as are out of order. We remove 
spots, clean if necessary, do minor re- 
pairs, shape and press and deliver the 
clothes to your home by our own motor- 
vans. 

This unique service greatly lengthens 
the life of your clothes, whilst ensuring 
a smart, well-dressed appearance always. 

For one suit weekly £7 ner annum. 

For one suit fortnightly £4 4s. p.a. 

For one suit monthly £2 8s. per annum 
(less s% for yearly payment, or 2 W, half- 
yearly, on the weekly, foitnightly or 
monthly service.) 

Overcoat or 3 pairs of Trowsers count 


KHAKI SHIRTS 


should appeal to the man of good 
taste. They are distinguished not 
only by the refined appearance 
they present, but by the real 
value they possess in durability, 
and the fact that they are un- 
shrinkable. Another important 
consideration is that the garments 
possess a unique health value, for 
"Viyella" absorbs and radiates 
away the moisture from the body, 
and is thus perfectly hygienic. 

OF HIGH-CLASS OUTFITTERS. 


Should you have any difficully in obtaining, write lo 
the Manufacturers for name of suitable Retailer:- 
Wm. 1 lollini fic Co. Ltd. i Tritde only), 64. Viyella Home, Newgate St., London, E.C. 1 


DEPOTS FOR MILITARY DEXTERS 

FORTNUM & MASON Ltd. 

181-184. PICCADILLY. W.l 

AUSTIN REED Ltd. 

113 REGENT STREET. W.l 

MANCHESTER ........ BIRMINGHAM 


• J 

ilMl 

I 

pj 

TiVjlormqLPrpaii 

^4 


34-40, GREAT COLLEGE ST. 
LONDON. N.W. 1. 

Telephone : North 28K!.2M». 

All kinds of alterations, 
repairs and turnings car- 
ried out by expert tailors. 
Estimate free on request. 

We collect anti 
deliver free 
within 10 miles 
Charing Cross. 

Country sub- 
scribers roil or 



The finest Pencil in the world for Draughtsmen, Artists 
and General use because of its smoothness and great 
durability. Made in all degrees by E. Wolff & Son, 
Ltd., at the Falcon Pencil Works, Battersea. By 
appointment to H.M. The King. Price 4d. each. 

Sold by all Stationers. 


I N spite of the weather, with its 
accompanying changes, the 
war worker carries on, doing men’s 
work and running men's risks. 

The weather makes no differ- 
ence. The cold winds and rain 
are forgotten, but nevertheless the 
complexion often suffers. 

Oatine should be used regi- 
larly before going out and after 
returning from work, because it 
will preserve the complexion from 
all the harmful effects of exposure. 

It contains natural oil which it restores 
to the minute oil glands beneath the skin, 
thereby nourishing the skin so that it 
cannot crack or chap or become soro. 


Oatine is also invaluable for the hands. 
It keeps them soft and velvety. It is the 
War-time Workers’ Face Cream. Oatine 
can be obtained from all Chemists and 
Stores and many Drapers. 1/1$ and 
2/3. The Oatine Co., London, S.E. 

U8E IT AND PROVE IT 
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he stammered, grinning and wriggling 
with embarrassment. Then freeing his 
paw from my grasp lie rapped the 
ribbon on his chest and the two gold 
stripes on his sleeve with a hairy fore- 
tinger. “Me John, plenty dam good 
white man now — not? ” 

“ Yu betcher,” said Mike and I 
together, speaking the language. 

Patlander. 

CHILDREN OF CONSOLATION. 

By the red road of storm and stress, 
Their fathers’ footsteps trod, 

They come, a cloud of witnesses, 

The messengers of God. 

Cradled upon some radiant gleam, 
Liko living hopes they lie, 

The rainbow beauty of a dream, 
Against a stormy sky. 

Before the tears of love were dried, 
Or anguish comfort knew, 

The gates of homo were opened wide 
To let the pilgrims through. 

Pledgos of faith, divinely fair, 

From peaceful worlds above, 

Against the onslaught of despair 
They hold the fort of love. 

A WAR SACRIFICE. 

When at the beginning of the year 
my wife suggested that wo should both 
make a further war economy, 1 had no 
difliculty in deciding what to do. I 
determined at once to give up smok- 
ing. The resolution, momentous as it 
was, cost me little effort. Naturally a 
man of strong will, I have long accus- 
tomed myself to acts of self-denial, 
particularly in connection with my 
smoking career. For the last ten years 
1 have on each 1st of January definitely 
forsworn tobacco for the future in 
every form, and in 19IG I burnt my 
pipes behind me on at loast four dif- 
ferent occasions. A fairly good record, 
you will agree. 

My wife was dead against the idea. 



Abscnt-mi nrfrtl Pedagogue. “Paddington, tumid jl»euson singular, please. 


She was sure I should never keep to 
my resolution. Besides, she liked to 
see me smoking ; a man about the 
I louse without a pipe in his mouth, 
she said, always reminded her of a dog 
without a collar. I confess that her 


pipe. Thus 1 should have the satis- 
faction of feeling that I had made a 
double sacrifice— first, in conquering a 
bad habit, and, secondly, in denying 
myself, for my wife’s sake, the total 


| placed a pipe in readiness on the mantel- 
! piece, and look a stroll in the garden till 
! she should come downstairs. Already I 
I was beginning to miss my wife terribly. 
| A pang of regret shot through me as 


attitude surprised and pained me. But 
was I, merely in order to give her the 
pleasure of sooing me pulling at my 
pipe, to go on spending on tobacco a 
weekly sum which should have been at 
the service of the country ? 

Finally I hit on a compromise. On 
all occasipns when I was not actually 
with my wife I would give up tobacco ; 
but in order to seem to comply with her 
wishes I would, when in her presence, 
ostentatiously smoko an occasional 


abstention on which my hear t had been j 
set. You may judge of tho amount of 
hard thinking it cost mo to reach this 
decision when I tell you that, though I 
started pondering on the problem imme- 
diately after dinner, it was not till 2 a.m. 
that I knocked the ashes out of my last 
briar. and went slowly up to bed. 

On the following morning my wife 
started her household duties as usual 
by helping Jane to make the beds. I 
brought an easychair into the kitchen, 


I reflected liow often 1 had neglected 
her in the past. Life at the best was 
all too short. For tho future l would 
make amends by spending as many of 
its hours as possible in her company. 
1 was just on tho point of going up- 
stairs (with my pipe) to see if 1 could 
help her when she entered the kitchen. 
T immediately sat down and lit up. 

Wo spent a very happy three hours 
together in the kitchen, and at lunch I 
suggested that if 1 always sat I here up 
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to mid-day wo might effect an economy 
in fuel, since thoro would bo no need to 
have a study fire going. She seemed 
a little doubtful about it, I thought, 
but promised to give the matter her 
consideration. 

It is my wife’s custom to rest a while 
after lunch oil tho Chesterfield in the 
drawing-room. As she does not allow 
smoking there, I decided at first this 
afternoon to go for another stroll in 
the garden. But it was a cold raw 
day, and soon I found mysolf inside 
tho house again. Something seemed to 
impel me irresistibly towards the draw- 
ing-room door. I opened it softly 
and listened. Yes, she was— how shall 
I put it ? she was breathing deeply. I 
proceeded on tip- too across the room, 
sat down close by tho fender and lit my 
pipe. For an hour or so I sat there, 
affectionately regarding tho face of my 
slooping wifo. 

At last she stirred. Within throe 
soconds I had stuffed my pipo into my 
pocket, plunged into an armchair and 
buried myself behind the newspaper. 
She opened her eyes and started slightly 
on seeing me. 

“ Is that you, Horace? ” 

“ Yes,” I answered truthfully. 

She sat up and sniffed. “ I can 
smell smoke.” 

When presen co of mind is needed I 
am seldom at a loss. I sniffed too. 
“ Something burning in tho kitchen ! ” 
I exclaimed, and, leaping up, I dashed 
from the room. 

It was on the eighth day, I think, 
that my wifo struck, Returning homo 
to tea that afternoon after a brisk 
walk into tho country, I found a note 
for mo on the hall table. She had 
gone, she wrote, to stay (she hoped 
only temporarily, but tho duration of 
her visit depended on myself) with her 
mothor. Much as she loved mo, sho 
felt that there were limits to the num- 
ber of hours that any husband, howover 
devoted, should spend in tho socioty of 
his wifo. Sho had guessed my secret, 
sho said, and proposed an alternative, 
which was that I should revorso my 
procedure and confine my smoking to 
occasions when wo were not together. 
If 1 would agree to this she would 
come back to me. 

In a crisis where rapid and decisive 
action is imperative 1 am (as 1 just 
now hinted) always at my best. I 
seized my hat, strode to the post-office 
and tolegraphod as follows : “ Accept 
suggested arrangement. All forgiven. 
Please return immediately.” 

“Pay Girl, ago 15, strong, once.” 

South Wales Echo. 

Poor child ! Only fifteen, and has 
already had her day. 


A DEAD LANGUAGE. 

Lookinq decidedly worried, tho young 
French Lieutenant, after a rough pas- 
sage along tho corridor of tho South- 
ward-bound night oxpress, precipitatod 
himself into the compartment occupied 
by tho English Colonel who had been 
so polite to him at Edinburgh. 

“ Pardon, mon Colonel, mi lie pardons!'* 
ho gasped as tho train, taking a curve 
at high speed, playfully Hung him on 
top of the Colonol, who had boon doz- 
ing peacefully in a corner. “Thero is 
danger,” he added, saluting as ho re- 
gained his equilibrium. 

Tho Colonel, shocked and breathless, 
fortunately remembered that the F rench 
are our Allies, and refrained from ox- 
pressing his heartfelt opinions. 

“It is my duty to roport to you, my 
Colonel, that there are two very sus- 
picious characters travelling by this 
train,” the Lieutenant proceeded hastily 
in his precise English, and paused dra- 
matically. “ I believe them to bo Ger- 
man spies, my Colonol, and 1 thought 
you would wish to investigate,” ho 
continued impressively, lowering his 
voice. “Tlioy talk a strange language 
which I cannot identify. It is neither 
English, French, German nor Italian 
— 1 comprehend and speak all these--- 
and each man has with him a bag of 
strange tools or weapons.” 

“ Humph ! Sounds mysterious,” com- 
mented the Colonel, now thoroughly 
awake and quite interested. “ Where 
are tlieso foreign workmen ? ” 

“ They are not workmen, my Colonel, 
and they are travelling by tho first- 
class in my compartment,” explained 
the Lieutonant. “ That is what aroused 
my suspicions. They are drossod 
strangely also, these men, in grotesque 
costumes. I think they are masquer- 
ading as English sportsmen.” 

“Tlioy may be Gorman spios,” said 
tho Colonel, “ disguised as English 
sportsmen returning from their allot- 
ments. Have you questioned thorn ? ” 

“ Ono of the men endeavoured to 
engage me in conversation, but I 
could not understand well. He spoke 
the English with what you call the 
accent -guttural, riest-ce pAS ! — and 
when I responded brusquely ho com- 
ments to his companion in his own 
language. It is an extraordinary lan- 
guage, my Colonel, intorsporsed with 
words which sound like English.” 

“ Probably ono of tho Scandinavian 
tongues,” said the Colonel thought- 
fully. “ T M like to have a look at tho 
fellows and see what I can make of 
’em. Go back to your own carriage 
and [ ’ll come along in a few minutes, 
ostensibly to ask you for a match.” 

Tho Lieutenant saluted again and de- 1 


parted. He found on re entering his own 
compartment that his mysterious fellow- 
travellers were stilL engaged in an ani- 
mated discussion in their own tongue. 
The strange men merely glanced at tho 
Colonel when, a fow minutes* later, ho 
enterod tho compartmont and, having 
successfully borrowed a match, sat 
down beside tho Lioutenant to listen. 

“ Aff the fourth tee ower the burrn I 
sclaffed my drive and had to tak’ tho 
niblick to get oot,” tho stranger in tho 
hairiest and loudest suit was explaining 
to his companion. “The rough’s a’ 
whins, but I put the ha* on the pretty, 
chanced a bailie shot although 1 ’d got 
a hanging lie, and got a pull on it, but 
it just slithered ower the bunker on the 
left o’ the fairway - the ano they ca’ the 
Maiden — and the masliio took mo bang 
up to tho pin and I got a four. Halved 
it, mind ye, and got a bogie after schill- 
ing my drive.” 

“ No’ an easy bogie cither,” com- 
mented his companion ; “ hut you get 
as far nearly wi’ your mashie as I do 
wi’ my cleek.” 

“ 1 used to play a fine shot with a 
mashie-niblick mysolf.” broke in tho 
Colonel, to tho amazement of the 
Lioutenant, and proceeded to converse 
with tho strangers in their own lan- 
guage. 

“ Well, what do you make of them, 
Sir? ” inquired tho Lieutenant eagerly, 
half-an-hqur or so later, when ho had 
followed the Colonel back to his com- 
partment. 

“ Ono of them is a plus three man 
and tho other is scratch,” the Colonol 
answered absently. “ They ’vc been at 
Carnoustie. Once I did a ninety gross 
thoro myself and I was rather off my 
putting.” 

lie became aware of the fact that 
tho Lieutonant was gazing at him in 
blank perplexity, and ho laughed. 

“ You don’t understand even now. 
Those chaps are survivals of a pre-war 
period, and they ’ve made mo foci quite 
young again. It was a dead language 
we were talking, Lieutenant. Jove ! 
I liked those baggy Harris tweeds, and 
it brought back old memories to argue 
about Dunlops and Challengers and 
Braid and Vardon.” 

“But -but tho language, my Colonol,” 
inquired the Lieutenant, completely 
mystifiod — “ what was the language? ” 

“ Golf, my friend, gol£,” said the 
Colonel. “ You should learn it ; but don’t 
use the idiomatic phrases in drawing- 
rooms.” 

De War Spirit. m 

“ Leading British Scientists, headed bv Sir 
James De War and Professor Waynfleto, havo 
issued a circular to Fellows of the Royal 
Society, requesting (hem to renounce German 
honours and degrees.” — Australian Paper. 
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Thicker (to Jarlc, who has been silently regarding him). “Wot ykk stakin’ at, Nosey?” 

Jack. “You SHOULDN’T HAVE SPOKE, MATE. 1 THOUGHT YOU WAS PART OF THE CAMMYFLAGK SCHEME.” 


MILDRED. 

On twino the empty cup with yew 
Where ouee the godsend glistened ! 
Lone, lone amidst a shop-bought crew 
There was one egg superbly new 
And longed for ; now there isn’t. 

The egg that Mildred used to lay ! 

How tenderly she tucked it 
Each morn within its bed of hay, 
When all her pals for many a day 
Had got cold feet and chucked it. 

But now by winter’s icy trance 
Poor Mildred too is smothered ; 

And now at breakfast is no chance 
To spot, to seize by hold advance, 

The egg that Mildred mothered. 

For always, having broached his shell 
With mute but anxious features, 
Someone would say, “ I am not well,” 
And someone rise to ring the bell, 
Crying, “ Remove the creatures ! ” 

But always someone would bespeak 
St. George or else St. Patrick, 

And, helped by heavenly favour, sneak 
The egg, the glorious egg. Last week 
My uncle did the hat-trick. 


But now no more, or not again 
Till Mildred shall recover 
The careless ease, the artist’s vein ; 
Both Susan and Eliza Jane 
Think that she will, “ Lor* love her! ” 

Then let us hang largo cabbage stalks 
For her to jump and eat ’em, 

And charm her with instructive talks 
And take her out long healthy walks 
All around the arboretum, 

And mix her puddings made of scraps 
More succulent than ever, 

And tie her throat with many wraps 
Till triumph at the last, perhaps, 

Shall crown the great endeavour ; 

Till hot foot she shall come to say 
In accents arch and sprightly, 

“ Something lias fallen in the Hay ! ” 
And, if the boon ho mine that day, 

1 hope they ’ll boil it lightly. 

Evoe. 

“Tn a li:a of commodities required abroad 
appears the following: — 

‘Machinery kou mucino noodles.’” 

Hoard of Trade Journal. 

It seems superfluous. We have plenty 
of noodles of natural growth, thank you. 


Self-Determination in the Western Area. 

“Domestic Servant, ago 32, tired of being 
battered about, wants place where could have 
few hours weekly for self-culture : good, clean, 
careful, plain cook. No Registry or Nagging 
I /adies need apply .”— ManchesterE renimj heirs. 


“Our peace-terms have been stated, and 
with all their imperfections they are not so 
bad as a democratic manifesto.” 

Mr. An sold Rkssi.it. 

Mr. Bennett’s democratic “ comrades” 
will not thank him for his candour. 

“A wholesale dealer at Smithfield told the 
Central News that considerable harm is being 
done by what lie termed the ‘ exaggerated 
statements as to supplies.’ ‘Some people 
think that because they see a few Argentine 
quartets in the market the supplies are more 
than they really are.’ He said, 4 Such is not 
the case.’ ” — Westminster (lazcttc. 

Wl had suspected it all plong. 

*_ 

“On January 17 M. Rene Bazin, of the 
French Academy, will speak on ‘ Anglais et 
Franeais ; les raisons que nous do nous aimer 
les uns les raisons quo nous avons do nous 
aimer les uns.’ ” -The Observer. # 

Wo beg to assure M. Bazin that, in 
spite of appearances, our patriotic con- 
temporary would bo the last to wish to 
upset the tin tent 2 . 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, January 14th . — The Theatre 
Royal, Westminster, has resumed the 
“ two - houses - a - night” system. The 
Lords, who have been putting in over- 
time while the Commons were rest- 
ing, were again busy with Woman s 
Suffrage ; in the Commons Sir Auck- 
ii \xn Geddks was in charge of the 
Oombing-oul J3ill. 

Singularly unlike his brother, the 
First Lord of the Admiralty, both 
in voice and mien, Sir Auc kland re- 
semhlcs him in distrust of his oratorical 
ability. What he humorously called 
his “notes'’ lay in a huge pile on the 
brass-hound box, and to them lie stuck 
most religiously for tiio hour-and a-lialf 
that his speech lasted. 

It was a good speech, crammed full of 
important facts and figures, and showed 
that, its author had thoroughly mastered 
his difficult subject. But one could not 
help wishing that, following the Prime 
Minister's recent example, he had 
consulted Mr. Asquith — that artist in 
condensation — before he made it. 

1 am afraid, however, that Mr. 
Asquith, being a cautious man and 
morbidly timid of Labour, would have 
struck out the passage in which 
Sir Auckland, rising for once to his 
full height, fulminated against tho 
young men sheltering in tho shipyards 
and munition factories who were quite 
willing to let their fathers light for 
them and wounded men be sent to the 
Front again and again. 

When the Director of National 
Service at last sat down, no one rose 
from the Front Opposition Bench either 
to criticise or to pay the usual compli- 
ments to a Minister making his maiden 
speech. Happily Mr. 1 ’kindle is equal 
to any emergency and promptly filled 
the broach, though, needless to say, tho 
proportion of compliment to criticism 
in his remarks was as tho poor penny- 
worth of bread to the intolerable deal 
of sack in Fa (staffs tavern-reckoning. 
Ilis rebuke of some of the less judicious 
obiter dicta in Sir Auckland's oration 
— there was a passage about casualties 
and another about Russia which cer- 
tainly would not have survived the 
Asquitliiau blue-pencil was a little 
like a certain gentleman rebuking Sin, 
but in the main it was a good debating 
effort, and freer than usual from the 
cocksureness which is the self-imposed 
obstruction in the way of Mr. Prinole’s 
Parliamentary progress. 

Tnmhtif, January loth. — In the 
Upper Chamber a final effort was made 
to defeat Woman’s Suffrage. Lord 
Berksford supported the opposition, 
not because lie thinks women indifferent 
to polities, but because be fears they ! 


will take to them too kindly. He drew 
a gloomy picture of the future, when 
women would conduct all the business 
of the House of Commons, while mere 
men had to look on from behind the 
bars of a reconstituted yrille. But only 



“AN INCH EDIHLK ANSWER I n 
Mu, Lynch. 

sixty-two Peers supported bis view, and 
the Suffragists surmounted their last 
obstacle by a majority of 28. 

The independence of Finland has 
already been recognised by the Ger- 
man, Swedish and French Govern- 
ments, but news of it has apparently 
not yet reached our Foreign Office. 
At least Mr. Balfour spoke of Finland 
being now “ in process of constituting 
herself an independent Republic/* and 
intimated that the British Government 



Ml*, (r. N\ J? MINKS SITS ON THE WINSTON 

Volcano. 


were wanting until tho process was 
complete. Further pressed, lie said 
that before according formal recogni- 
tion they ought to know “ what tho 
Russian people think on tho subject,” 
but omitted to explain whom in present 
circumstances ho moans by “ the 
Russian people.” 

To a question whether unity of 
command, in the sense of the appoint- 
ment of a generalissimo, had been 
established on tho Western Front, Mr. 
Bonar Luv replied in the negative. 
“ An incredible answer,” said Mr. 
Lynch ; and when an identical question 
regarding the Italian Front received 
the same reply, lie strode out of the 
IIouso after ostentatiously tearing up 
his Question-paper. It is generally 
thought that his anxiety to win the; 
War would have been more completely 
demonstrated if he had converted the 
fragments into spills. 

Captain Colin Cooth took his scat 
for tho Wisbech division. So little 
interest is taken novv-a-days in by- 
elections that hardly anybody could put 
a name to this tall slim figure in khaki. 
Would it not lie a good idea if, “ for 
the duration,” at any rate, the Shearer 
were formally to announce to the House 
the name and constituency of the 
newly-elected? I put aside, as uii- 
worbhy tho dignity of Parliament, the 
suggestion that these details should he 
Hashed upon a cinema-screen. 

Wednesday, Jan nary 16///.- Mr. Snow- 
den, as they say, “has a nerve.” He 
actually wanted to know why the Con- 
scientious Objectors in the Non-Com- 
batant Corps do not receive the full 
increase in pay recently granted to the 
fighting -men, and seemed surprised 
when Mr. Forster informed him that 
as they were not employed in the 
danger-zone their pay would only con- 
form to their liability. 

A new' official reason has been found 
for the continuance of horse- racing. 
Hitherto the necessity of keeping up the 
breed of horses has been the principal 
motive alleged; hut the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer now stated that, in 
his mind, the main consideration was 
non-interference with the “ habits of the 
people.” Were it not for the beneficent 
existence of bookmakers they would 
not know what to do with their spare 
cash and might he clamouring for 
Premium Bonds. 

Without waiting for the pei mission 
of the Press Censor The Daily Mail 
announced tho sinking of a hospital 
ship a day ahead of tho rest of the 
Press; hut tho Home Secretary, for 
reasons unexplained but easily cou- 
jecturable, feared that it was not pos- 
sible to take proceedings. Instead ho 
has reported the offence to “ the repre- 
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sentatives of fcho newspaper proprie- 
tors. ” In the event of my Lord Burn- 
ham administering their collective re- 
primand to my Lord Northcliffk in 
the House of Lords, 1 hopo I may he 
th ore to see. 

Mr. Churchill had quite a full day. 
First ho found his name in all the 
headlines in consequence of a speech 
delivered about him by Mr. Barnes in 
Glasgow. Then lie came down to the 
House and learnt that the Government 
had decided to publish the final report 
of the Dardanelles Commission, tho 
mere mention of which always gives 
him goose-flesh. After that ho dis- 
creetly withdrow whilo Mr. Barnks, 
under tho guise of a personal explana- 
tion, made a hearty meal of everything 
that ho had said tho day before. 

It was all tho fault of tho Scotch 
reporters — notoriously inaccurate fel- 
lows. They ought to have known that 
when he referred six or seven times to 
Mr. Churchill’s order ho was really 
referring to tho Cabinet’s order; that 
when he said “ Mr. Churchill butted 
in” he meant “we butted in”; and 
that his description of the Govern- 
ment as “ living on the top of a 
veritablo volcano ” had no reference 
to tho Minister of Munitions, who, 
as everybody knows, cannot be sat j 
upon. j 

Thursday , January 17 th . — Members ( 
learned with some concern the Food 
Controller’s intention to rcduco tho! 
price of fish. They fear it will have | 
tho effect of driving this wholesome; 
food from the market, and would 
sooner have a herring in tho hand > 
than two in tho queue. i 

The Board of Education is composed : 
of many eminent persons who nevor J 
hold a meeting. Sir Charles Bathurst j 
considers that it is otiose and ought to he 
disbanded; hub Mr. Fisher deprecated I 
interference with “ this dignified body,” 
which never interferes with him. 

On tho now Military Service Bill the 
Ulstermen’s plea for conscription in 
Ireland was rejected aftor Sir Auck- 
land Ge ddes had declared that it 
would ho of no use as a solution of the 
present difficulty. He did not give his 
reasons, but they are believed to be i 
Conventional. j 

The rest is silence, for, on the motion j 
of Mr. Pringle, tho House went into j 
Secret Session in order that Mr. Hogue j 
might use language presumably unfit j 
for publication. Whatever it was it j 
did not prevent tho second loading 
being carried without a division. 


How it Strikes the Journalist. 

“ (Prom tlio P.A. Special Cor respondent) 
Tho front of attack was 11,000 words.” 

Dublin Evening Mail. 


59 



Visitor (at Uirh' Club). “Or coltikk you know, m:\n likes, luuks nkvku talk 'jo 

CiK.NTLF.MKN UNLESS THKY 1IAVE UKEN ITtOl’EKLY IVJ’KOIM ( I ,]) ? " 

Ilmd Girl. “We knows it, Mum, and we keels sonitv rou \lk." 


A QUEUE SONG. 

A jocular burden rings in my ear 
Of Butter and eggs and a pound of 
cheese ; 

It tells of good cheer ere food was dear, 
Of a time of plenty and peace and 
ease. 


With bread thrown in there was ample ! 


faro 


In Butter and eggs and a pound of 


But. that was before the stress ol war 

Had simplified meals with a steady 
squeeze. 

For butter lias almost tied from our 
ken, 

And eggs are fetching enormous 
fees, 

And tho laying lion is on strike 
again, 

And my grocer lias run clean out of 
cheese. 


cheese 

For men to repair all the wear and tear 
Of bodily tissue, though busy as bees. 

Carnivorous folk might ask for more 
Than Butter and eggs and a pound of 
cheese , 


So 1 in bidding good-bye to tho old 
ref rai li- 
lt isn’t attuned to times like these. - 
And L sing this strain as 1 stand in 
tho rain, 

Margarine, rice and potatoes, please ! 
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Let tho food queue grumblers see how 
cheerfully these sensible folk will stand 
outside the early doors for hour after 
hour, never uttering a complaint even 
though it rains and snows. An object- 
lesson indeed ! 

But to tho wonder of tho programme, 
which seems to mo — perhaps I am 
wrong, but that is the impression con- 
! voycd — to improve every week. Think 
| of such a galaxy of stars in one 
evening as Bonnie Bessie Rabia, the 
Great Little Much, the Eight Imbecile 
Grocers, Reely and Trewly, Posco, and 
those favourite mirth-makers, the Levi 
Lowis Co. in a side-splitting sketch, 
“The Best ’Ole.” Imagination boggles 
at it. It is too lavish. But that is 
the Melodium way. 

The head and front of the evening 
was, of course, the one and only Bessie 
Rabia, who was at the top of her form 
— over the top, I might say, to use a 
phrase which will appeal to the many 
military patrons of this favourite house 
of entertainment. I don’t know what 
it was- probably the electricity that 
this woman of genius always infuses 
into an audienco — but her offect was 
astounding. Always topical and tren- 
chant, 1 hardly need say that she has 
a song about Food Control. More than 
a song — an epic, with such a tune to it! 
We all came out humming it, while 
those who wcvo fortunate enough to 
| romcnibcr the words sang it too, rovcl- 
| ling in tho sly satire of its lines : — - 

Mow Riiondda is a wonder, 1 don’t think ; 
Let Sir Arthur Yapp 
Take away our pap, 

Rut wc must have something to drink. 

Feats of dexterity are always fasci- 
nating, hut never can there have been 
! quite such perfect juggling as that 


• Ever had too MUCH BEER, Sa 

MELODIUM MEMORIES. 

By Mklodhv. 

An Exercise in the New Advertising. 

1 wonder if anybody who has never 
tried it has the faintest idea of what 
tho stimulus and uplift of a variety 
entertainment can ho when one is, so 
to speak, “down and out”? Last 
night, for oxample, 1 was tired beyond 
words and was in despair until a friend, 
linking his arm in mine, said by an 
inspiration, “ Como to tho Melodium. 
Always tho best show in London ; and 
this week better than ever. Let ’s have 
as good a dinner as Lord Rhondda, 
Sir Arthur Y.vrp and our own con- 
sciences will permit and then go to 
the second house. Twice nightly, you 
know.’* It was a brain wave! Not 
since last week, when, after my invari- 


tf?” There isn’t.” 

audience of the Melodium, have I been 
so bcatifically happy. 

My weariness and harassments began 
to melt away directly we entered the 
great comfortable auditorium, so taste- 
fully decorated with just those touches 
of brightness here and thoro that mean 
so much. The costly curtain had not 
yet risen, fur my friend and I were 
early ; we know enough about tho 
Melodium programmes to he unwilling 
to miss a moment of thorn. The superb 
orchestra was playing a sparkling tune, 
keeping time with the brilliant con- 
ductor as only the Melodium orchestra 
can, while the anticipatory crowd flocked 
in all agog for the joys to come. It 
did me good to see them. Let the 
pessi m is t s an d Lan sdo w n i tes w h o wo u Id 
make England downhearted go to the 
Melodium and watch the thousands 


evinced by Tosco, the marvollous hoy 
equilibrist. Cinquevalli in his palmy 
days was a master, but I vonturo to 
consider Posco even greater than he. 
Certainly some of his tricks — notably 
balancing a walking-stick on the very 
tip of ono finger for nearly a minute of 
time -Cinquevalli never offered tho 
! public at all. 

! And then tho hack-chat couple — 
j what- can I say of them ? I have heard 
many exponents of this difficult art in 
ray time, from the Two Macs onwards, 
but none of them can compare in 
wit and alertness with tho Melodium 
humorists, Reely and Trewly. Which 
is the funnier it would be hard to say. 
Go and make up your minds about it 
for yourselves ; that is my advice. I 
defy anybody, however tired, to hear 
Reely wish Trowly “A Yappy Now 
Year ” without feeling tho better for it. 
No tonic like an honest laugh. 


able habit, I was again among the there all intent on innocent diversion. The acrobatic troupe called the 
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46 Generals and 9 Admirals! 

Impressive Facts about “ Pelmanism. ,, 


T HE remarkable extent to which the new 
movement — Pelmanism — is being adopted by 
officers and men affords impressive reading. 

There could, indeed, be no finer or more con- 
vincing evidence of its intensely practical value 
than the fact that over 15,000 British officers and 
men (Naval and Military) are studying it whilst 
on active service. This includes 46 Generals and 
9 Admirals ! All correspondence being confidential, 
no names can, of course, be published. 

From time to time the announcements made 
by the Pelrnan Institute have included some of the 
more interesting letters from officers at the Front 
or with the Grand Fleet, giving more or less 
precise particulars of the direct benefits accruing 
to them from the adoption of Pelrnan principles. 
Promotion, distinction, increased efficiency, a 
keener zest for work ; self-confidence, individuality, 
judgment, decision ; a perfect memory (most valu- 
able of qualities in this super-scientific war), con- 
centration — these are some of the benefits daily 
recorded. Small wonder that a distinguished 
General writes that “ the value of the Pelrnan 
Course can hardly be exaggerated.’’ His letter, 
with others of special interest, will be found below. 

Business and professional men are equally appre- 
ciative. The benefits of Pelmanism are so clearly 
apparent (and so invariable) that scepticism and 
prejudice have vanished. The facts recorded, by 
students of the Course themselves, dispose of all doubt 
or question as to the value of “ Pelmanism.” 

If there is a reader of Punch who has not yet received 
a copy of Mind and Memory, in which the principles of 
Pelmanism are explained at length, and in which a full 
synopsis of the Course is given, he (or she) should write 
for this brochure to-day. It will be sent, gratis and post free, 
together with a full reprint of Truth's outspoken report on the 
work of the l’elman Institute, upon application to the address 
given at the foot of this page. 

A Distinguished General's Verdict. 

One of the most emphatic endorsements that the Pelrnan Course has 
ever received comes from a distinguished General with the B.E.F. He 
says : — 

“The value of the Pelrnan Course can hardly be exaggerated. 
I agree it should be nationalized.** 

Following upon the remarkable letters recently published, in which 
Colonels, Majors and Captains (both Army and Navy) have attributed 
their promotion, and, in some cases, their distinction, to Pelmanism, the 
General’s pronouncement is of special significance. 

For the benefit of those readers of Punch who have not already seen 
the letters referred to, they are reprinted here 

“The Unsoldierlike Sub." 

The first is from a Captain with the B.E.F, We give his letter in 
its entirety 

" I should like to call your attention to the facts of the story of my I’elniai 
Course. 

“ When I liegan I was looked upon with disfavour by the C.O. of my 
battalion at home as being a sleepy, forgetful, and unsoldierlike sub. When 


I began your Course niy st.tr began to rise- 1 had the ability, but had not 
lieen able to use it. I left the home battalion with my C.O. 's tecommend- 
, atioti as Wing the best officer lie had had for more than a year, and came 
to France. 

“ I was then appointed as .1 second lieutenant to command a company o\<r 
the heads of four men with two ' pips,’ and ha\c now three stars and an M.C. 

“That I was able to make ice of my abilities so successfully I attribute 
entirely to the Pelrnan System." 

That his is not by any means an isolated case is shown by the next 
letter, which is remarkable for its brevity. It is also from a Captain, 
who, in response to the question, “What have you gained from Pcl- 
manism ? " replied : — 

“Three Stars 
A Military Cross and 
A Clearer Head.** 

Another officer suggests that the announcements made by the Pelrnan 
Institute err on the side of modesty. He writes: — • 

“ One great point in favour of your system, which, if I may say so, you do 
not make 1 nuugh of in your advertisements, is the cumulative benefit accruing. 

" As far as 1 can see, once having got on the right track and rigidly 
following the System, there should be no limit to the ultimate mental capacity 
obtained. ” 

Each letter supplies its own adequate comment. Take the epistle of a 
Lieutenant-Colonel, who, writing from Salonika, says: — 

“ Aa a direct consequence of Lesson Two I have got a step 
in rank.'* 

Similarly, a Major attributes his promotion and his D.S.O. to Pelmanism ; 
the Captain of a fine cruiser thanks Pelmanism for his command, having 
been promoted by selection over the heads of senior officers ! 

There is, in fact, a bewildering mass of direct personal testimony to the 
aluc of the Course from every rank and from every unit of the British 
Army and Navy, 

It is not always promotion that is the object of those who take up the 
Pelrnan Course. Here is a letter which presents another phase 

“ The Course lias prevented me becoming slack and stagnating dining rny 
Army life — this is a must virulent danger, 1 may mid. It inculcates a clean, 
thorough, courageous method of pkqing the game of Life- admirably suited 
to the English temperament, and should prow moral salvation to many 
a business man. ‘Success,’ too, would follow but 1 consider this as 
secondary.” 

Easily Followed by Post. 

To the uninitiated it may well appear impossible that such remarkable 
results can be attained in a short time as a consequence of half an hour a 
day for a few weeks spent in studying lessons. Yet it is the bare truth, 
and it should help readers to realise what a tremendous force for personal 
betterment " Pelmanism ” is. 

As a reader of the Course recently wrote : — “ If people only knew, the 
doors of the Pelrnan Institute would be literally besieged by eager 
applicants.” 

Following the intensely interesting lessons and exercises, the students of 
Pelmanism rapidly develop a brilliant Memory, strong Will Power, complete 
power of Concentration, quick Decision, sound Judgment, an ability to 
Reason clearly, to Converse attractively, to Organise and Manage, and to 
conduct their work and social duties with Tact, Courage, Self-Confidence 
and Success. All mental weaknesses and defects arc, on the other hand, 
eliminated— such as Mind-wandering Forgetfulness, Weak Will, Aimless- 
ness, Bashfulness, Self-consciousness, the “ Worry Habit,” etc., etc. 


Over 250*000 Men and Women. 

The Pelrnan Course has already been followed by over 250,000 men and 
women. It is directed through the post, and is simple to fol ow. 

It takes up very little time. It involves no hard study. It can be practice a 
anywhere, in the trenches, in the office, in the train, m spare 
during the day. And yet in quite a short time it has the effect o ^ 
inK ihe mind just as physical exercise develops Hie muscles, of intrt.u, nj, 
your personal efficiency, and thus doubling your all-roui < . p. y * 

income-earning power. 

Bloomsbury 

Street, London, W.C. 1. 




The wholesome fragrance of *' Tonides " is due to the purity of the lop- 
Icaf Virginia alone used, and not to any added ingredient. “ Tonides ” 
finest American Cigarettes befit the most dainty intimacy. 
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London Wholesale Agents Henry Srholey, T.til., 8. Regent Street, Waterloo Place, S.W. I 


N OTHING helps more speedily the complete restoration of the 
boys’ health than a jolly jaunt through the lanes and roads of 
the old country and where the surface is rough the resiliency 
of Avon Tyres ensures smooth travelling and a perfect outing. 
Equip your Motor Cycles, Volunteer Cars, and 
Light Delivery Vans with AVON SUNSTONES. 




Milk and Cream as well ! 

The sale of Fresh Cream - except for consumption 
by invalids and young children— has been prohibited. 

IDEAL MILK 

undiluted — at half the cost— serves most splendidly 
every purpose of fresh cream except 

IT WONT WHIP 

Diluted with 3 - } parts water “IDEAL” excels 
ordinary dairy milk for all household purposes. Guar- 
anteed absolutely pure— No Sugar— No Preservative. 

Prepared by the well-known firm of NESTLe' 
and eold by all Grocers and Stores. 

Cash Price ami lid. per tin. 


A GAIN tins winter, paienls 
L aresending Lotus in their 
sons at the front because these 
boots newer fail to keep the 
feet warm and diy on the 
march and in the trenches 
The makers, who always 
brand tin ir name on the soles, 
guarantee these bools to he 
absolutely uuierpi oof, and 
supply them through the 
shops appointed in ewry town 
to sell Lotus 

And ju**t now , so shoi t is t^e 
supply, oflueis actually at the 
front are the only men who arc 
getting the** high -leg field 
boots. The 'hop-, selling them 
arrange !'• »r rv'Ty pair to go 
direct from the faetorv to 
addresses in Flanders, France, 
Italy, etc. 
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“1)0 you know, Aunty, 1 can get both my fee r into one of these socks you ’ye made fob, me?” 

“RUT SURELY, MY DEAR, IT’S NOT so EA8Y TO WALK THAT WAY?’* 


Imbecile Grocers galvanised the house 
by their drolleries and evolutions. 

If there is a bettor performer on a 
one-string fiddle than Grimalkin I 
should like to hear of him. 

Standing up now and then in my 
seat I was able to rocogniso othor mem- 
bers of the audience, which numbers 
twice nightly some of the most distin- 
guished personalities in London. To 
my great satisfaction I saw that a very 
near neighbour of mine in the stalls 
was “ Callisthenes.” 

“Man-Power Scheme. 

Conferences held during the week in con- 
nection with a Government bomb-out scheme, 
between representatives of the Trade Unions 
and Sir Auckland Geddeg, concluded this 
afternoon . ” — Provincial Paper . 

That ought to shift the slackers. 

From The Black Man's Part in the 
War, by Sir Harry H. Johnston : — 

“The Nilotic race is . . . remarkable for 
the disproportionately long logs of their men 
and women. They extend on the eastern sido 
of the Nile right down into the Uganda Pro- 
tectorate.” 

What a pit^ that this remarkable tribe 
should not have been brought to the 
Western Front, where they could so 
easily take barbed-wire entanglements 
m their stride. 


OUR MIGHTY ATOMS AGAIN. 

“ The Rambler,” in The Daily Mirror 
of the 16th, informs us tliat “ Mr. Harry 
Grattan’s little daughter is promising 
to follow in her father's footsteps,” and 
adds, “ Although still a tiny mite, she 
has astonished her school teachers by 
writing * revues.’ ” 

But is it fair to stop here ? The his- 
trionic profession has no monopoly of 
precocity. Philosophers are to be found 
in overy second pram and our nurseries 
are thronged with amateur strategists. 
The musty maxim, Si jeuncsse savait , 
has long been relegated to the scrap- 
heap. Youth does know, and means 
to let us know that it knows. 

A few striking concrete examples of 
this prevalent juvenile activity may 
servo to justify our statement. 

Thus we understand that Master 
Anthony Asq#$th, of whom little has 
been seen in the illustrated papers 
3 inco the resignation of the late Prime 
Minister, has nearly completed his 
great paraphrase of Paradise Lost , in ! 
which the principal Characters are as- j 
signed to modern politicians. Ilis 
tutors are said to bo absolutely petrified 
by the brilliant characterisation and 
majestic imagery in which the work 
abounds. 

Thon the hereditary instinct for bio- 


graphy has declared itself with irre- 
j sistiblo force in Master Cil:rch:ll, 
I who has been engaged from his earliest 
| infancy on a Life of his father. This 
! colossal work will occupy ten volumes, 
seven of which are already written. 
The advantage of living in the same 
house with the hero depicted is too 
obvious to call for comment. Even 
Boswell only occasionally enjoyed 
this privilege. 

Instances might bo multiplied almost 
indefinitely; it is enough merely to 
mention the forthcoming Love Sonnets, 
written by the granddaughter (aged 
two) of a Labour Leador, or the Essays 
hy a Flapper , who is none other than 
the grandniece of a well-known Earl 
(belted). It is only right to add that 
the young lady in question has reached 
the comparatively mature age of thir- 
teen. But Messrs. Stodger, who are 
about to publish her book, have issued 
a preliminary prospectus containing a 
sworn affidavit by their reader, made 
before a Commissioner of Oaths, that 
beside these Essays thoso of Bacon arc 
a thing pour rire and those of Addison 
and Lamb positively puerile. 

Our Civilian Army. 

“ Mast of the men were in khaki, but a few 
military uniforms varied the monotony. 

Ladies' Paper. 
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THE HERO-BIGAMIST. 

14 What,” said Francosca, “does the Recorder really do?” 

“The Recorder?” I said. “I am not quite sure about 
him, but I think he does quite a lot of recording.” 

“ Do you mean that ho (ills up his spare time with it ? ” 

“ No,” I said, “ I don’t mean that. In fact I mean just 
the opposite. It ’s his business to record, and he fills up his 
business time with it. But we never see him recording. 
He does it in the dark, you know, and then in his spare 
time ho acts as a Judge — at least that’s how I fancy it’s 
managed. But what has made you so keen on Recorders 
this morning ? ” 

“This paper says that the Recorder had before him a 
man charged with bigamy.” 

“ They will do it,” I murmured. “ They find it difficult 
to kcop away from marriage when thoy *vo once got started.” 

14 Well, this man had fought at Mona.” 

14 A splendid exhibition of heroism,” I said. 

“That is exactly what the Recorder said; ho said that 
the man was a hero, and he was going to treat all Mons 
fighters brought before him as heroes. So ho discharged 
him and ” 

“ And there was loud applause in court, and the Recorder 
said the court was not a theatre, and if it occurred again ho 
would have tho court cleared ! ” 

14 No,” she said, “ 1 don’t see that.” 

“That ’s odd ; they mostly say that.” 

“Perhaps,” sho said, “it’s only full-blown Judged who 
say that kind of thing. Anyhow, 1 don’t see that the 
Recorder said anything of that kind, lie just told tho man 
he was a hero and let him go ; and ho added that he meant 
to deal with all similar heroes in tho same way.” 

“ It ’s a grand recognition of courage,” I said. In these 
namby-pamby days wo ought to reward a display of tho 
primitive virtues.” 

“But what,” said Francesca, “about the poor second 
woman? She doesn’t get much of a show, does she?” 

“ No,” I said, “ she doesn’t ; but then, you see, she nover 
fought at Mons.” 

44 Then of course,” said Francesca, 44 she isn’t a hero, and 
so sho has got to take her punishment for having believed 
a hero who deceived her.” 

“Tho Recorder didn’t say anything about her, did he? ” 

“ No,” said Francesca, “ I can’t find that ho did. He just 
invited all heroic bigamists to trot up before him and he’d 
see that nothing was done to them. That sounds like abol- 
ishing the Ton Commandments in favour of tho old army.” 

“ It moans more than that. If it is logically carried out 
it means abolishing tho Criminal Law of England.” 

“But perhaps Recorders are not logical.” 

“I don’t think thoy have to pass an examination in logic 
in order to become Recorders.” 

“ No,” she said, “ L should think not. And yet women 
are not allowed to go to tho Bar or to bo promoted to the 
Bench.” 

“But you can soon alter that. In about a quarter of an 
hour from now six millions of you will havo votes, and you 
will then ho in a position to tell tho Recorder what you 
think of him.” 

“ I shan’t think too much of him,” said Francosca, “even 
if lie doos allow heroes to dabble in bigamy.” R, C. L. 

War Geography. 

“Skegness ami Harrogate were the coldest places ou the English 
coast, with 12deg. and Hdeg. of frost respectively.”- / tail;/ Telegraph. 

Our contemporary ought not to give away military socrefcs 
like thiss Tho next thing wo shall read is that Harrogate 
has been bombarded by a submarine. 


“QUIEN TIENE LENGUA A ROMA LLEGA.” 

Spanish Proverb. 

“ He that hath a nimble tongue may even get to Rome" 

So say tho lightfoot gipsy folk who know all Earth as homo. 
But since tho world is very big they drift about in Spain 
And take their fill of wandering and then set out again. 
Some lead, along tho Seville road, a life of dusty ease, 

Somo cross the rolling Mancha and the snowy Pyrenees, 
And northward to the Puy de D6me and eastward to 
Marseilles 

Thoy clip tho mules in patterns and they dock tho donkeys’ 
tails. 

Alas! the world has lost its way, as never gipsy could, 
And shells are blasting from our sight deer- track and 
beechen wood, 

Where Francois Premier loved to hunt and soothe bis 
soul of old 

When sated with an Entente’s pomp and sick of Cloth of 
Gold. 

Tho little twilight winds at dusk which stirred tho sleeping 
leavos 

Now moan around each riven branch while all tho forest 
grieves 

That whore the wood-smoko used to riso from gipsy fires 
aglow 

The star shells and the Verey lights now hissing como and go. 

Yot you may find tho gipsy men spread far from sea to sea : 
'Tis still tho land of Romany wherever they may bo ; 

And somo are back in Egypt, whence tho earliost Gippy 
came ; 

They may take the field as soldiers, yet the wandering ’s 
their game. 

And, though tho dials must risk their lives in many a bitter 

- fight, 

Still on Piavo’s blood-stained banks their brazier glows at 
night, 

For. under arms tho wander-folk yet find a chance to roam 
Where he that hath a nimblo tongue may even get to Rome. 

SALVAGE. 

Just now tho authorities are taking a keen interest in 
salvage. This means that we, the 2nd Royal Fermanagh 
Fusiliers, when not actively engaged in fighting battles, sally 
out in parties of thirty, forty and somotimos more, and mop 
up any material that may be lying about — sholls, ghell-cases, 
corrugated iron, bully-beef tins, picks, shovels and rillos. 
Yesterday, X Company, led by Captain O'Neil, set forth at 
6 a.m. with instructions to collect shells, shells and yet more 
shells from a certain corner of Y area. At 3 p.m. the party 
returned, tho men had their dinners, “got down to it,” and 
all was peace. 

At 5 p.m. our Adjutant received instructions “ to report 
in person at Division H.Q. (Q) without delay.” Q did not 
keep Maloney long, but passed him on to another dug-out, 
tw r o doors off, whore a Brigadier-General of Artillery, com- 
plete with Staff-Officer in attendance, awaited him. 

“Ah, are you tho Adjutant of the Fermanaghs ? ” lie 
began. “1 wish to congratulate you on the magnificent 
way your men worked this morning.” 

Maloney, glowing with pride, waited for him to continue. 
“Two thousand shells did they shift from Y area; and 
my men have had to spend the whole afternoon shifting 
them back again. You collected tho whole of one of my 
Advance Ammunition Dumps.” 

Maloney mot the Brigadier with his undefeated smile. 
44 Ah, Sir,” said lie, “ aren’t they the bhoys ! ” 



I 



War I'lnmler {rephjinff on the Utrphnne to (hspcrafe appall for replacement of a hard cistern). *• Wr.i.i., Mu>\m, if urn :-.r.\v 
CIRTKHN JK riui KNTJjY ](Kyi' ITIKl) FOR TJ1K J’HONT, AND YOU l'\S SKNI) l r S AN ‘A’ CKHTIHICATK, WK CAN PHOJtMUA' TACK Hi Till ’> JOll THIi 
AVI4KK A FT MR NUXT.’’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Htj Mr, Punch's Stu ff of Learned Clerks.) 

Tiiksi: (lominn writers! Well might tlie one just 
inhabitant of the l':it herland (supposing such an indi- 
vidual to exist) cry aloud to he saved from his propagandists. 
The latest solo upon the Teutonic trumpet is pla\ed by no 
less high-sounding a performer than Lieutenant -General 
liaioti von Fhhytao Lohinuhoykn. This gentleman occu- 
pies, it appears, the position (to which howc\er there 
arc other claimants) of “the most distinguished soldier- 
writer of Prussia,” his expositions of the nohle science of the 
jack-hoot having procured for him, hv a deliciously native 
touch, tho decoration Pour le Men to (Peace (’lass). The 
exalted llerr Huron has embodied his most distinguished 
conclusions upon the world-tragedy (which is not at all 
what ho would call it) in the little hook before mo, Deduc- 
tions From. The World llur (Constable). Those deductions 
could hardly have appeared at a moment more unhupp\ for 
their author or more fortunate for a world that was perhaps 
in some danger of believing the Prussian wolf repentant. 
To all who have been conscious of the lure of such an 
amiablo folly let me commend tho deduction which sums 
up tho baronial philosophy: “Any such agreements ;to 
prevent future wars] will after all only le tieatks which 
will not on every occasion bo capable of holding in check 
tho forces seething within the States. The idea of a uni- 
versal lcnguo . . . would he felt as an intolerable tutelage 
hy any great and proud-spirited nation.” So there >ou 
have it. Not for the first time, but seldom more forthright, 
have their own pens condemned the murderers of faith. 


1 1 suppose that what C. N. and A. A 1 . \Vjlu\mson don’t 

know about the diamatic possibilities of the motor-car is 
hardly worth knowing. Their new volume of stories, Tnjer 
Ijihj (Mums ami Boon) shows their store of pet rol-ad ven- 
tures to he still unexhausted. I’rohabK, hut tor considera- 
tions of crispness, tho hook would have been called He 11 ho 
Stole and llode ,1 trail, since this is the title of the longest 
and most important tale in the collection. It is a biislv 
‘affair of an heiress, of fortune- huntei s and (of course) 

a god in the ear, and gets its topical interest from the fact 

that the scene of it, ranging from Innsbruck to the Piave, 
has latfly attained some tragic, notoriety. Some of the 
other stories are concerned with gambling at Monte Carlo, 
always a background rich in suggestion and intrigue ; hut 
though these provide usually a promising situation they 
■ left me, for tho most part, with a feeling that t ho dcutuie- 
: mrut, explanation, or whatever it is, had scarcely fulfilled 
! this promise. Can it he, l wonder, that Mrs. \\ u.u vmson 

murders the victim, or arranges the, coup, or generally 

complicates matters after this exhilarat ing fashion and then 
leaves poor Mr. \Y. to find the best solution ho can V One 
1 other story tells of tho trick played hy a rich young woman 
; upon an equally rich \oung man who criticised her philan- 
1 thropic methods ; it is called “ A (hire for Wealth -a 1 ad 
title, since the young man was so far from being cured that 
his relapse (he married tho millionairess) left him richer 
than ever. It is a merry little piece of nonsense that would ■ 
mako a good curtaiu-raiscr. j 

' Tn view' of the perpetual interest that attache’, to the j 
* greater crimes of violence down the ages, Mr. 1\ \K.\im j 
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Sahatini 1ms done a shrewd thing in his Historical Xiyhts 9 is not glorious adventure I do not know what is, and it 
Entertainment (Seckkr), gathering together for our cl elec- would seem that there still may bo glamour in war. As a 
tation, in a sanguinary sheaf, some horrific talcs of sundry history of General Smuts’s sweop clown the Pangani river, 
nights of terror, and presenting his historical characters j beginning later than the conquest of the Kilimanjaro country 
in a setting of known fact with plausible embroideries j and ending before the approach to the Central Railway, the 
of conjecture. Of these thirteen tales — ominous number — hook is a businesslike account of a fighting retreat by the 
no fewer than eleven are tales of murder, private or j lluns and of resistance much more strenuous on the part 
judicial, achieved or attempted. This would perhaps seem j of tsetse and mosquitos; yet whon it is told by the author, 
a somewhat morbid idea of entertainment; but the author , new home from listening to strange bird-songs in a land 
does not focus on tho horrors, blit rather on the play of j where the stars are strange, it is no wonder that it becomes 
motive and the traits of character. And I must say, who j something infinitely more. There is a glow of tropic heat 
am no expert and can oppose no counter-contentions to his and beauty about it, a vista of dry desert and hard blue 
audacious theories, that ho has contrived a very rospccta- mountains, and a sense of the bigness of the new crude 
hie entertainment. Ri/.zio, Daknlev, Lady Alice Lisle, land that lias gained a soul from tho fighting travail of lean 
Coligny’s Huguenots, Gustayus ILL, Cebauk Borgia’s suffering invaders. And the book lias a hero, or rather 
brother Ganuta and some three thousand citizens of Nantes, two. Olio is the writer, though little enough he seems to 
are among the list of tho victims, and tho tragedy-comedy guess it, and the other is the General whose greatness 
of tho great Affair of tho Diamond Necklace and an escape warred with the greatness of waste Africa and wrought 

: upon it victory. Not ofton 
has actual war been written 
in terms of such artistic 
, beauty. 

i Given a story-teller who 
j knows the wild places of 
j the earth and tho speech 
j and trafficking of men who 
! live dangerously, and novel- 
| writing becomes an easy 
1 matter. For novel-reading 
. is essentially the pastimoof 
I men and women who live 
in easy -chairs, have three 
meals a day, and police- 
mon to keep the tramps 
away — circumstances under 
which tho call of tho wild 
| never fails of its appeal. To- 
! day the Spirit of Valour is 
j abroad in tho world and 
mere danger has lost much 
of its attraction, but the 
1 Spirit of Adventure never 
, beckoned so insistontly ; and 
j men who sniff atfifteon-inch 
shells in France can thrill at 


of Casanova from prison 
are the only two bloodless 
episodes. I think I dare 
commend the hook even to 
the gontle. Tho average 
i m regenerate man ought to 
enjoy it all hugely. 


Mr. Geuaud Fiennes, in ( 
Sea Power and Freedom j 
(SkEf Ft n g ton ) , states that 
“the British boy, taught 
history in tho schools, can 
name five British victories 
on land to every three at 
sea,” and goes on to remark 
that tho proportion is a 
strange one for the greatest 
Sea Power in the history 
of tho world. If his book 
compels attention to the 
elementary fact that tho 
British Empire has de- 
pended for its development 
upon its sea-power it will 
do a sound piece of servieo. 



Shopman. “Don't vnr want no dou biscuits to-day V” 

Spur tiny Miner's Wife. “Don niscuiTS ! AVe can't afford 
iscriTs. Our eon’s got to fat what we eats now." 


We are, and always have 
been, far too ready to take 

our Navy for granted. Mr. Fiennes, though very rightly! the popping of tho novelists’ six-shooters in the Alaskan 
claiming tho Battle of Jutland as a British victory, argues I wilderness. All of which is a prelude to the practical statc- 
that, if it was not so decisive as a people nourished on the ment that you should buy The Triumph of John Kars 
traditions of the Nile and Trafalgar wore inclined to expect, (Chatman and Hall), read it and send it to the Y.M.C.A. 
the fault did not lie with tho Navy, but with the loose for the delectation of our lighting men. You may.be too 
talkers who have never appreciated the changes which sophisticated to enjoy it yourself — that is your misfortune — 
modern developments have brought with them. Wo want but they will not be, and the important thing is that you 
to be educated before we have any right to criticise, and I should send it to them. Mr. Ridgwkll Cullum is a past- 
suggest Mr. Fiennes’ hook as a pleasant and profitable master of this typo of fiction, and his story of tho Yukon 
study for those of us who have neglected to instruct our- lacks none of his accustomed entertainment. The lure of 
selves in naval affairs. Here you will find an account of gold, the glamour of saloon and dance-hall, Indians and 



Fiennes, “ a tyrant has como into conflict with sea-power reasonably lie expected to be. That is of no consequence, 
it has broken him.” It is a consoling thought, and I Tho types are truthfully drawn, their talk is real talk, and 
recommend it as a tonic to the most determined pessimists, we are made to roaliso the enduring warfare between the 

| h’on North and the unconquerable soul of Man the Pioneer. 
Capt. Brett Young s latest romance, March iny mi Tanya i More than that for five shillings no decent reader would 
(Collins), deals with all manner of fascinating things such j demand. 

ns 8011X1(1 boys choose for their literature ; yet it is no novel, j -Tho Milan Municipal Council, nine], is a socialist body, has .mol 
but a volume dealing in all seriousness with a part of tho J a stirring appetite to the population.”- New Zealand Herald . 
campaign in East Africa now happily concluding. If this ! A silly thing to do during tho food shortage. 
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firmer. “I'.m \ kuy sorry, iti T 

Lmhj. “Hut J Mt'sv have lump. IFow 

CHARIVARIA. 

The rumour that the War Dorn] 
Tank at Nottingham so far forgot itself 
as to try to hito Mr. .Ramsay Mao- 
Donald in the leg has been traced to 
Bolshevik sources. 

“ The basis of the Labour Tarty, ” 
said Mr. Smillik, “ must be broadened 
to include brain - workers like Lord 
Berkkfokd.” This looks like a nasty 
smack at Commander Bella irs, M.P. 

The village of Cruudale, in Yorkshire, 
is to be sold by auction. To ensure 
brisk bidding there is some talk of 
throwing in a couple of pork chops 
with it. ... ... 

A Sumiinghill tradesman opens his 
shop three days a week as a butcher 
and throe days as a fishmonger. Our 
own butcher opens one day a week as 
a purveyor of meat and live days as a 
matter of habit. * 

:k 

For the convenience of (term an 
prisoners of war desirous of escaping 
from British internment camps, we un- 
derstand that it is likely, in order to 
avoid confusion, that the queue system 
will he introduced. 

VOL. CUV. 


UK HAVE NO J.l Ml* MtiMi." 

DO YOU EXPECT Fill*) TO CATCH A SPOONFUL OF 

Great inf crest lias been aroused at 
the Front by recent journalistic sensa- 
tions, and there is some talk among 
the troops of asking Sir Douglas Hans 
| to send a special correspondent to the 
| Fleet Street theatre of war. 

| “ Pineapples cut into slices,” says a 

Crick le wood fruiterer, “ make an ex* 

I cellent dish.” This is much better than 
the old custom of swallowing the pine- 
apple whole. o; * 

* * “ 

I “ it the standard price of milk in your 
district is 7 J says The Evenhuj News, 
“ do not ask for a pennyworth, but two- 
fifteentlis of a quart, and one-thirtieth 
of a pint instead of a halfpenny worth. ’’ 
The latter suggestion sounds very pro- 
mising and lias the hearty support of 

the milk-trade. * - 
1 * 

“ Better days in store,” says a notice 
jin a Ramsgate shop window. What 
| wo want is Butter days. 

A dairyman charged with selling 
unsatisfactory milk explained to the 
j Bench that his cows were suffering 
! from shell-shock. lie himself is now 
suffering from shell-out-shock. 

❖ * 

Field-Marshal von ITiNDENnrmj in- 


JlLMKUMU IT.OM Till’, KM) OK 

dieates that ho is preparing a scheme to 
combat the British Tanks. This lends 
colour to the recent rumour that the 
| German troops were being served out 
: with tin-openers. ... * 

j An admiral butterfly seen h.i^kyig 
! in the sun on the Dorset coast has 
! been captured by a resident. The in- 
trepid fellow, in a graphic description 
of the encounter, sticks to his story 
that the butterfly snapped at him 
several times. Ai 

At a London police court a man wih 
alleged to have sold a bottle of coloured 
! water as whisky to a Scotsman for 
! fifteen shillings. Restoratives are still 

being applied to the victim. 

I ' * ... 

i * 

j Thieves who broke into a Surbiton 
j provision store ignored the cash and 
consumed a quantity of salmon, con- 
densed milk and apples. The police 
: theory that they were in search ol food 
is regarded by local opinion as being 
' quite sound. , : 

With reference fo the gentleman in 
the North of England who boasted that 
he had a reply by return of post from 
the War Office, we are asked to state 
that it was due to an oversight. 
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THE STRANDING OF “GOEBEN.” 

Meiimed lets himself go. 

Allwi is good ! He makes mo laugh inside! 

J trip the Turkish Trot with light; and free limbs 
lor joy of punctures blown in (l or hen's side, 

Or (if you like it better) Sultan Selim's. 

J Reached on the Narrows’ shore she lies a wreck. 
Having, in Teuton parlance, “ lightly grounded,” 
And there, 1 hear, she gets it in the neck 

All day and night by British airmen pounded. 

Never again, we’ll hope, the beastly thing 
(This is indeed a providential loss for us) 

Snug at her moorings off Stamboul shall swing 
And stain witli (iceman bilge my balmy Bosphorus. 

No more her alien ollicers, T deem, 

Shall here behave like little gods on castors, 

Or train their cursed guns on my hareem 

To mend my manners to my German masters. 

No more emerging from a year’s repose 
(The time to readjust a damaged piston) 

Shall she decline conclusions with her foes 
And run for harbour with a heavy list on. 

Tracing to her the source of all my woe, 

1 might have worn a visage yet more shiny 
Had she but definitely gone below, 

“ Spurlos vrrscnkt" beneath the open briny. 

Still, as a stranded bulk, she suits my game, 

And scarce bad pleased mo more by disappearing, 
For .1 can now declare a foreshore claim 
And do a little salvage profiteering. 

Meanwhile within a note to William dear, 

Alluding to bis natural annoyance, 
i shall enclose a largo unblotted tear, 

Liko crocodiles that camouflage their jovanee. 

' 0. S. 

Long-Distance Diving P 

“Splendid diving at Portland, On*., was *e<*n a few days ngo when a 
young fellow, on being shown a [joint marked on iho surface bv a 
buoy, went down into twenty-five feet of water and in four minutes 
located and brought to the surface the three thousand dollar family 
heirloom ring lost by a Philadelphia lady. The recovery of this small 
object from twenty-live feet of water is called the finest diving feat 
along the Maine coast in years." — Montreal Weekly Star. 

We should like to have been told whether, in swimming 
from Oregon to Maine, he went round Cape Horn or utilised 
the Panama Canal. 

The Lower Depths. 

“ During the week [’ending Peeomber 2(»j ele\cn ships over sixteen * 
hundred tons went, to the bottom and one under." — Malta Chn nidc. 

“ I\r,xi:cnAi:m: TIi n snicks Snu:T( Hi:n-ni:AitrKs." 

AV/c Zealand Tunes. 

Wo should have spoken more positively on the subject. 

“ Wantkii.— -Man to Slaughter, in spare time." - (Krford Times, 

Wo hazard tho thought that the advertiser has borrowed 
his hobby from William, Kaiser. 

“Trained Gymnastic and Games’ Mistress required at once, in first- 
class Girls’ Boarding School (seaside) ; young married lady or widow 
(temporarily) might be suitable.’’ Yorkshire Vast. 

The 14 tempy ” spirit is very infectious. 


A PATRIOT POACHER. 

Before the War old Abe was our village outcast. Tho 
Squire glowered on him when they met. When tho Vicar 
preachod oti dishonesty everyone said what a pity it was 
! that Abo was not there to hoar tho sermon ; for ho usually 
j spent his Sunday mornings supervising his snares. Tho 
[only person who loved Abo was Grimmond, our policeman. 
Ho proposed to rise by means of Abe to tho giddy height 
[of an inspectorship. Abe was the only person in tho 
neighbourhood who could ho relied upon to give him a ease. 
Kvcry few months lie and tho policeman walked oft’ to 
| tho Petty Sessions together. It is true that Abe from tho 
j dock usually denounced Grimmond as a gross perjuror, hut 
| when the Chairman had said that it was quite time this 
j poaching nuisanco was stopped and had' commended Con- 
stable Grimmond’s vigilance and had fined Abe forty 
j shillings and costs then policeman and prisoner walked 
amicably homo together. 

| When Grimmond went off to the War, Abo was quite 
lonely. His only friend had vanished. Ho made a des- 
perate attempt to enlist, hut the British Army has no uso 
for a recruit who has lost two fingers from the right hand 
through tho premature explosion of a shot-gun carried 
! under tho coat. And oven the recruiting oflieer whistled 
1 when Abe described himself as thirty-six, and advised him 
: to go homo and toach his grandchildren to speak tho truth. 

| Life became very dull for Abe. Instead of the wily and 
indefatigable Grimmond, Abo merely had to circumvent our 
i two specials tho Squire, whoso rheumatism kept him 
indoors on all damp evenings, and tho Vicar, who mooned 
'round his boat meditating on sermons. As Abo said, “It 
[ain’t worth troubling to shove tho rabbits under your coat, 
lie jus’ looks at you and says, ‘Finally, brethren.’ A 
j rabbit ! I could talco a elephant past ’im.” 

I It was not till tho food shortage began that old Abe 
'revived. Now, instead of sneaking away a few rabbits 
! in tho publican’s cart, lie walks boldly up to tho station 
with a couple of dozen. “Hoe here, Mr. Simmonds, I 
want these sending off by first train to Middleden. Don’t 
lot ’em miss it now. Those poor folk ’ll ’avo nothing for 
their Sunday dinners if we don’t keep up food supplies.” 

! Tho village was thrilled at our War Bond meeting when 
A lx? rose and said, 44 Put me down for twenty pounds’ worth, 
if you please, Sir. And I think we ought to remember our 
, 'croos at tho Front, so I’d be glad if you’d let mo buy a 
War Certificate — one of them that keeps on growing — for 
’ Constable Grimmond.” 

j The Squire’s wife thanked Abo personally when lie came 
! round just before Christmas and presented two brace of 
[pheasants to our lied Cross Hospital; and Abo replied, 

; “ Don’t mention it, -Mum ; you To ’eartily welcome; and if 
they ’adn’t stopped breeding pheasants round ’ere it’s not 
j two brace but twenty brace you should ’avo ’ad.” 

Then Abe carno to church in a top-lmt and frock-coat ho 
had bought second-hand, and the Vicar, not knowing him, 
shook him by tho hand and said lie was always glad to 
welcome new residents in tho parish. 

But tho climax came one evening when tho Squire 
addressed our Food Economy meeting and old Abo rose 
unsolicited from the back to support him. People hung 
on his memorable words : 44 We got to save food. Wo got 
to increase food supplies. What wo want is more ’arcs and 
rabbits, and what I says is that, if this ’ere Ministry of 
Munitions keeps on ’olding up thin wire, we shall loso this 
blinkin’ War.” 

Before it is over I expect that old Abo will bo made at 
least a Member of tho Order of the British Empire in 
recognition of his services as Local llabbit Controller, 
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FOR THIS RELIEF MUCH THANKS. 

German Kaiser. “MY POOR, POOR FRIEND! THIS IS A TERRIBLE ACCIDENT THAT 
HAS BEFALLEN OUR BELOVED OOEBEN." 

Sultan of Turkey (concealing Jits satisfaction). “ IT IS THE WILL OF ALLAH." 
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THE MUD LARKS. 

W i: fell «asleep with goose feathers 
of snow whirling against the carriage 
windows, and woke to see a shot-silk 
sea flinging white lace along a fairy 
coast on one side and pink and yellow 
villas nesting among groves of palm 
and orange on the other. 

“ Of course this sort of thing doesn't 
happen in real life,” said Albert Edward, 
flattening his proboscis against the 
pane. “ Either it ’s all a dream or else 
those oranges will suddenly light up ; 
George GuossMiTHj.in a topper and 
spats, will trip in from the O.P. side ; 
girls will blossom from every palm, and 
all ranks get busy with song and prance 
— tra-la-la ! ” 

The Babe kicked his blankets off and 
sat up. 44 Nothing of the sort. We 'vo 
arrived in well-known Italy, that ’s 
all. Capital — Homo. Ex- 
ports — old masters, chi- 
anti and barrel-organs. 

Faces South and is cen- 
trally heated 1 >y Vesuvius. ’ 1 

We rattled into a cutting 
the sides of which were i 
decorated with posters: 

“ Goon Dealt at the 
England,” “ Good Lucky 
at Tommy,” and drew up 
in a flag- festooned station, 
on the platform of which 
was a deputation of smiling 
signorinas, who presented 
the Atkinses with post- 
cards, fruit and cigarettes, 
and ourselves with flowers. 

44 Very ban — eh, what? ” 
said the Babe as the train 

resumed its rumblings. L 

44 All tho same I wish we could thank 
them prettily and tell them how pleased 
we are we’ve come. Does anybody 
handle the pattor ? ” 

Albert Edward thought ho did. 
11 Used to swot up a lot of Italian 
literature when I was a lad : technical 
military stuff about the divisions of 
Gaul by one J. Cesar.” 

44 Too technical for everyday use,” 1 
objected. 44 A person called I)’ Anni n xio 
is their best seller now, J believe.” 

“ Somebody d better hop off the bus 
at the next stop and buy a hook of 
the words,” said the Babe. 

At the next halt I dodged the depu- 
tation and purchased a phrase-book 
with a Union Jack on the cover, en- 
titled The English Soldier in Italy , 
published in Milan. 

Among military terms, grouped under 
the heading of “The Worldly War,” 
a garetta (sentry-box) is defined as 44 a 
watchbox,” and the machine-gunner 
will be surprised to find himself de- 
scribed as 14 a grapesbot-man.” It has 


J also short conversations for current 
i use. 

j “ Dave you of any English papers ? ” 
1 “Yes, Sir, there ’s The Times and 
j Tit-Bits.” 

(Is it possible that the land of Virgil, 
of Horace and Dante knows not The 
[Daily MaU?) 

“Give me, please, many biscuits.” 

| 41 No, Sir, we have no biscuits ; tho 

: fabrication of I hem has been avoided 
by Government.” 

i 44 Waiter, show me a good bed where 
'one may sleep undistur bated.” 

| In the train : — 

‘ 4 Dickens ! I have lost my ticket.” 

| “ Alas, you shall pay the price of 

’ another.” 


A jocular veil 
cubbies : — 

“ Coachman, 
“ Vos, Kir.” 


is recommended with 


art? you free * 



Winter Bather {'luring ,i thaw). "HOW I.vstpjd! 


The Italian countered with a “ Viva 
T Ingliilterra ” and swept on with his 
monologue. 

44 Seems to want something,” said 
Albert Edward. 44 Wonder if d*:s \u is 
too technical for him.” 

“ Bead him something from The Eng- 
lish Soldier in Italy” I suggested. 

Tho Baho thumbed feverishly through 
the lmnd-hook. “ 4 Let us get in ; the 
guard has already cried ’ — No, that won’t 
do. * Give me a walk and return ticket, 
please ’ That won’t do either. ‘ Yes, 1 
have a trunk and a carpet-bag’ — 01), 
this is absurd.” He east the book from 
him. 

At that moment the engine hooted, 
the trucks gave a preliminary buck and 
started io jolt forward. Tho Italian 
sprang upon I lie running board and, 
clinging to the hand-rail, continued to 
declaim emotionally through tho win- 
dow. William became 
alarmed. 44 This chap has 
something on his mind. 
Perhaps he ’s trying to tell 
us that a bridge has blown 
up, or that the train is 
moving without a move- 
ment order, or the chauff- 
eur is drunk. For Heaven’s 
sake somebody do some- 
thing — quick ! ” 

Thereupon Babel broke 
loose, each of us in his 
panic blazing off in the 
foreign language which 
came easiest to his tongue. 

William called for a bat h 
in Arabic. Tho Babe de- 
manded champagne in 
French. Albert Edward 
declined mensa , while I, by 


“Then long live liberty.” the luckiest chance, struck a language 

Very young subalterns with romantic which the Italian recognised with a glad 
notions may waste good beer-money on i yelp. In a moment explanations were 


and 


get 


them- lover and I had swung him into the 


foreign phrase-books 

selves enravelled in hopeless inter- j carriage and slammed the door, 
national < angles, hut not old Atkins. The new-comer was a lieutenant of 
The English soldier in Italy will speak mountain artillery. Ho was returning 
what he has always spoken with com- from leave, had confided himself to the 
plefce success in Poperinghe, Amiens, care of an R.T.C., had in consequence 
Cairo, Salonika, Dar es Salaam, Bagdad missed every regular train and wanted 
and Jerusalem, to wit, English. |a lift to the next junction. That was 

But to return to our train. At night- jail. 1 then set about to make him as 
fall we left the fairy coast behind, its comfortable as possible, wrapping him 
smiling signorinas , flags, flowers and in one of the Babe’s blankets and 
fruit, and swarmed up a pile of perpend- giving him his maiden drink of whisky 
icular scenery from summer to winter, out of William’s First Field Dressing. 
During a halt in the midst of moonlit With tears streaming down his cheeks 
snows our carriage doOr was opened he vended his admiration of the British 
and we beheld outside an Italian officer, national beverage, 
who saluted and gave us an exhibition In return he introduced me to the 
of his native tongue at rapid fire. Italian national smoke, an endless cigar 
“He’s referring to us/’ said the to be sucked up through a straw. 
Babe, “Answer him, somebody; tell Between violent spasms I implored the 
him \ye ’re on his side and all that.” name and address of the maker. We 
14 Viva V Italia William exclaimed were both very perfect gentlemen, 
promptly. We then prattled about tho 'War ; ho j 
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Controlled Whisky 

S INCE April 1917, the quantity of Whisky 
for Home consumption has been controlled. 
Now the Food Controller is going to control 
the price. He wants the working man to get 
Whisky at an “ easy ” price 

It is not very long since the Government which controls the 
Food Controller seriously thought of stopping supplies of 
Whisky so as to expedite the winning of the War. Now 
for the same objective, the same Government wants cheap 
Whisky for the worker 

Well ! we must all be allowed to learn wisdom by experience 
What a pity that democracy learns so slowly 
I am only a bottle and the only ‘‘control” that concerns me 
is quality . I am the best bottle and the dearest bottle. 
Whatever “ control” price may be fixed I will always be 

Worth Sixpence per Bottle more 

than other bottles 




AM the famous 
Haig & Haig — - 
Decanter Bottle 


Of course the quantity of my quality will remain a 
limited one 


In answer to our appeal for support of War Bonds several patriotic 
persons sent cheques for ;£ioo per case of 1 2 bottles, therefore sales 
took place at 6s. 8d. per bottle. The charity which will derive 
the benefit will be announced later 


export 

To many export markets I am sent in this bottle 

In some important export markets I am not yet represented. 
Only Houses that can do a strictly limited trade at the top 
price need reply to this advertisement. Nothing else is 
quite as good as — 



Haig &Haig Five Stars 
Scots VWiisky 

Head Office 57 Southwark Street London S.E. I 




TIM 
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POOLING INSURANCE Fop Selected Rieks 

Non-MutuaJ except in respect of Profits which are distributed 
Annually amongst the Policy-Holders. The most complete and 
economical FIRE v and ACCIDENT insurance Protection. 

Under this Rcheme are given— 

“The Pool Comprehensive Family Policy’' 

“The Pool Comprehensive Shopkeepers' Policy” 

Which cover all risks to the Householder and/or the Shopkeeper in one document 

A WIDER COVER THAN EVER BEFORE GIVEN. WAR RIRKS INCLUDED 

POLICY 
PREMIUM 
RENEWAL 

The LICENSES & GENERAL INSURANCE Co. Ltd. 

24, MOORGATE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 2 
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SorvicQ 

M, W wg 

motor driv- 
i n g, mail 
driving, mu- 
nitions or any 
other kind of war work, the women of 
to day arc doing National Service. 

Many are, however, quite un- 
used to the rough work and 
exposure which war time work 
necessitates, and all such will find 
the complexion and hands need 
special care- 

Give up a few minuses each 
day to them. U&e Online regu- 
larly and war work cannot harm 
them. Ask for 

QSSffle 

Online contains natural oil which 
nourishes the skin and keeps it soft and 
velvety. It removes dirt and grime from 
the. pores which soap and water cannot 
reach. Prove this yourself. 

Online is a wonder worker for war 
workers and is used by them everywhere. 

It can be obtained from all Chemists 
and Stores and many Drapers. 1/1 A and 
2/3. The Oatine Co., London, S.L. I. 

USE IT a PROVE IT 
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No. 2 - In Support 

Nothing doing -or likely to be 
doing; weary hours ahead for 
Mveryonc unless Fortuuat* l\ , 
on the occasion pictured, there is'j 
“ Decca ” to break the motmn-ny of 
long days and nights “ In Support. ’ 
So, with circumstances favourable 
for a song, a rousing chorus. «>r a 
lively band ‘•election, out coins 
the “Decca" to provide &uc]i 
welcome tntt rtaimnent. Should 
an occasional "stratiiig" render it 
desirable to keen under cover, both 
entertainer and cnteitained r.m 
sf'ek the seclusion of the dug-out 
and continue the programme till 
duty calls elsewhere. 

The “ Decca " plays all make* ..ml 
si/es of needle record 1 -. Ready in 
play immediately oimvd. 


DECCA 

THE PORTABLE GRAMOPHONE 

In l eather Cloth ' Compressed Fibre 1 Solid Cowhide 

£5 5a. Od. | £6 10a. Od. 1 £9 9a. Od. 

Of llarnsls. Army amt Navy Stores. Whitcley'e, Selfri»lKe*s, Giimajte"*- - , ami ail lr.it! i. 
Stores amt Music Dealers. Illustrated Folder, amt mime of neuicst agent. ficc . 
.i|>l>licatiou to the Manufacturers — 

THE DECCA CO., 36, WORSHIP STREET, LONDON, E.C. 

t Proprietors: BARNETT SAMUEL h SONS, Ltd.) 


An Un.iih as (he Weather . . . fait Reliable / 



An Ally on tke 
Home Front . . . 


as abroad, is Dexter Proofing. 
. . . Wear a Dexter and you 
fear no wcatber foe . . smart, 
comfortable, free . . . guar- 
anteed always to resist wet. 
Supplied by Agents Everywhere 

63/- to 84/- 


F O R GENTLEMEN AND 
GENTLEWOMEN— •TWO 



HailiU*, Si qU Hr Co. Uii, {.Wholt sa,'4), 




CONNOISSEURS 

at Club, Hotel 
or Restaurant always select 

BULMER’S 
the highest grade Cider. 


More eeonomical than Wine. 
Its tale reduce* Import*. Made 
by exactly the same process as 
Champagne. Noted by experts , 
for careful easing, purity, end 
^ favour, ^ 


n woulmm a c 


CHAMMCNK 



Become a GOOD Pianist without constant ‘practising.' 

My System has abolished all necessity for keyboard drudgery. It is now 
possible to obtain in a few months a mastery of the piano often unobtain- 
able even after years of laborious practising for several hours daily. 

Sir Frederick feridge and other eminent musicians highly recommend 
aud use this system. No apparatus or s^iecially written score. 

The quiekest and most certain way to permanent 
mastery of the piano. 


9,000 SUQQSSSful 

Pupils. 



1 ) L book explains fully how I teach the 
System by a series of Postal Lesson* and 
the fee I charge. The lesson* are adapted to the 
requirement* of pianists of all giwdti of proficiency. - 
Apply for booklet to-day, but do not omit to state whether average or proficient 
player, or, if %hpglnn.er, whether you can or cannot plig ht tight a simple binadBoe. 
•and M. wartime font aftdjMfUtft. 

MASeONAkD SMITH, ** iSHlMMy ‘ JSSSMMW* t. 

< nMM, ska. 4. j * ImSimW Mtrilji- 

• Haiti 




Often -. “Youk drill is rotten ; yolk kit is shout; and you 'he never rv 10 iime.*’ 
liecruit . "Sorry, Sir. It’s all owinu to this dreadful El norm n War.” 


boasting about the terrific depths of 
snow in which lie did his battling, while 
I boasted about the Flanders mud. We 
broke about e.vcn on that bout, lie 
gained a bit on mountain batteries, but 
1 got it all back, and more, on tanks, 
lie had never seen one, so I had it all 
my own way. Our tanks, after I had 
finished with them, could do pretty 
nearly anything except knit. 

Defeated in the field, he turned home 
to Rome for something to boast about. 
I should see St. Peter’s, he said. It 
was magnificent, and the Roman art 
treasures unsurpassable. 

I replied that our cathedtal at West- 
minster was far newer, and that the 
art in our National Cold Storage had 
cost an average of €5,473 1\<1. per 

square foot. Could he beat it ? 

That knocked him out of Jus stride 
for a moment, but he struggled back 
with some remark about seeing bis 
Coliseum by moonlight. 

I replied that at ours we had modern 
electric light, Murphy and Mack, Vesta 
Tilley and the Bioscope. 

Whether he would .have recovered 
from that 1 I know not, for at. this 
moment the lights of the junction 
twinkled in at the frosted windows and 
he took his departure, first promising 
to call in at our Mess and suffer some 


more whisky if in return I would crawl 
up his mountain and meet the chamois 
and edelweiss. 

Later on, as 1 was making up my 
bed for the night, Albert Edward poked 
| his head out. of the cocoon of horse- 
blankets in which he had wound him- 
self. 

“By the way, what ungodly jargon 
were you and that Italian champing 
together so sociably ? ” 

“German,” I whispered; “but for 
the Lord’s sake don’t tell anybody.” 

Patlandek. 

Journalistic Caution. 

“Almost unbounded excitement prevailed 
in Napier on Thursday morning when the nows 
came through that the Allies had smashed 
through the Hindenburg line. . . 

Dominion (New /calami). 

“Wanted, Several Pounds Devonshire or 
other Butter weekly for invalid. Also Eggs, 
Fowls and Rabbits.’’ — Provincial Paper. 

We gather that the invalid is in an 
advanced stage of consumption. 

“The new men are not sufficiently pro- 
moted. We believe it is a fact that not more 
than 4 per cent, of those who have joined the 
.Army since 1914 have been made brigadier* 
‘ generals :”— Sunday Pictorial. 

Well, even 200,000 Brigadiers should 
be enough to carry on with* 


A LITTLE BIT OF SKIRT. 

In Balham of the 'nineties 1 was young 

And drained the cup of pleasure to 
the lees ; 

Flayed billiards, lounged in liars and 
moved among 

High - collared youths who glibly 
talked of “ gees,” 

And by the wild companions of those 
days 

Was universally proclaimed export 

At chasing (ill their doggish turn of 
phrase) 

“ A little bit of skirt.'’ 

Times change— <>.</., on Saturday I fared 

Forth to the butcher’s (Ethel watched 
the twins) ; 

In consequential accents be declared, 

“ No loins or shoulders, fillets, chops 
or shins ; ” 

And then be gave the most unkindest 
cut 

(Twinges of memory ! oh, b.,w it 
hurt ! ) — 

“ I ’m sorry ; I can give you nobbing but 
A little bit of 4 skirt.’ ” 

A Painful Ambiguity. 

“Monthly Conference of Missionaries to the 

Heathen and any Seeking, to Bcoome Such.” 

iThe Life of Faith, 
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STAFF-WORK. 

“Is this the Officers’ Hospital?” 
Ronny called out as ho came up the 
“ carriage swoop" (vide House-Agents’ 
advertisement) by which my temporary 
residence is approached. 

“ No, it ’s one of the stately homes 
of England," f answered. My bed is 
pushed into the window in the daytime, 
and from this O.L\ (it is on the first 
floor) I command the carriage sweep 
and a short piece of the main road. 

“ 1 arise from dreams of tliec, 

And a spirit in my feet 
Has led nio-vho knows how ? • 

To thy chamber window, sweet M - 

sang Ronny. I threw an empty cigar- 
etto box at Ins head and bado him come 
up. Ronny’s high spirits bad to be 
oxcusod, for this was the first of his 
fourteen days’ leave from France. 

“ Slacker ! ” ho said as lie entered my 
room. “ Why aren’t you under military 
supervision ? " 

“ The military authorities have 
wearied of me," 1 answered, “ and now 
I enjoy half-pay and comparative free- 
dom. Only comparative, for my sister 
is a veritable dragon." 

“ 1 ’m glad to hear it," said Ronny. 
“ Why should you get oft' scot free while 
T hear the heat and burden of the day ? " 

Ifo camo and looked out of (he 
window, and as he did so the girl with 
the yellow jersey passed along the road. 

“ Who ’s that? " asked Ronny. 

“I don’t know. She passes every 
day to do her marketing in the town. 
I hn always weaving romances around 
her. Sometimes 1 imagine her a Cin- 
derella ill-used by Iter ugly sisters 

“Site didn’t look very ill-used," put 
in Ronny. 

“ - -or else tho pampered niece of a 
fabulously rich uncle. Or, in my less 
cheerful moments, when my leg’s very 
troublesome, L imagine her the wife of 
soino fat fellow with a cushy job at the 
base." 

“ What a horrible idea! " said Ronny. 
“ But 1 think you ought to get to 
know her. 1 ’vo read in some rotten 
hook that tho companionship of vivid 
personalities is good for the disabled. 
That's why I came down to see you; 
and I 'in almost certain that the girl in 
the yellow jersey is a vivid personality 
too. 1 shall have to devise a scheme 
for introducing her to you." 

“ For Heaven’s sake don’t," I cried, 
knowing Ronny’s schemes of old. Rut 
he remained sunk in deep and, to me, 
ominous thought. 

“ I have it," ho said at length and 
left tho room, and a littlo la tor 1 saw 
him in tho carriage swoop with a largo 
sheet of paper in his hand. IIo stood 
looking down the road fora while, and 


then hastily affixed his sheet of paper to 
the gatepost and hid bohind the laurels. 
The next minute tho girl in tho yellow 
jersey appeared, stood a moment read- 
ing Ronny’s notice, and passed on. 
Then he emerged from his hiding-place, 
took down the notice and returned to 
the house. 

Ho came into my room surveying his 
sheet of paper with every appearance 
of satisfaction. 

“ Very good staff-work," lie said. 
“ If all doesn’t go according to plan it 
won’t ho my fault." Then he dis- 
played the following to my horrified 
gaze : - 

“ OFFICERS’ HOSPITAL. 

(.ins OF Fill' IT AND FLOWERS OIl.Vl KFUI.T.Y 
RECEIVED.” 

“ Ronny," i said severely, “ this is 
beyond a joke. This is obtaining goods 
under false pretences." 

“ We haven’t obtained them yet," said 
Homiy. “ But T hope very much that 
we shall." 

“ Well, 1 hope very much that we 
shan’t." 

“ T rather fancy you must have lost 
your nerve a hit," ho said, regarding me 
with a speculative eye. “ And of course 
you haven’t been able to observe the 
girl in the yellow jersey so closely as I 
have. When I told you that I thought 
she was a vivid personality I was, if 
anything, understating the case. You | 
should see her eyes. By Jove, they Vo 

simply " lie rose and surveyed 

himself in the looking-glass. “ I wonder 
if I ’d better put my new tie oil," he 
said, smoothing his hair. 

“ Jjiickily it’s a thousand to one 
against her bringing fruit and flowers, 
which 1 suppose is your idea," J said. 

“ And if she does I shan’t let vou butt 
in." 

“My dear old thing,” said Ronny, j 
“I have one solo advantage over you j 
at the present time. Vou are warm ' 
and drv and well-fed, and you are re- 
garded by everyone who doesn’t know 
) on as a No. 1 size hero. But I have 
just this over you, that if the lady in 
the yellow jersey arrives hearing fruit 
and flowers 1 can step lightly to t lie 
front door and explain the— er — mis - 1 
take, while you must wait here in the 
office for me to report." 

. “ Well, she won’t come, any way,” I j 
said. “If she does anything she’ll | 
send her gifts 1>\ an underling." I 

“ I see you don’t understand good 
staff- work at all,” said Ronny. “ We ’ve 
provided for that. I should take tho 
parcel back myself. You will see that 
within twenty-four hours the objective j 
will he attained." j 

“ And tho objective is to introduce j 
me to the lady in the yellow jersey ?." 

“ That is so. It is purely. altruistic:” 


“ Well, I 've known the Staff to err 
on the side of optimism before," I said. 

The morning and a good part of the 
afternoon passed without anything to 
report in our part of tho line. Then 
iny sister, who had been lunching out, 
came in. 

“ You will bo interested to hear I 
have met the girl with the yellow 
jersey," she said. 

“You haven’t ! " cried Ronny and I 
together. Then, “Bringing fruit and 
flowers? " asked Ronny. 

“ No,” said my sister. “ Why should 
she? But sho did make rather an 
extraordinary remark. She said she 
had meant to call on us to-day, having 
heard wo wore respectable — that was 
before Ronny arrived, of course — but 
that sho had seen a notice on our gate 
that this was an officers’ hospital, so 
thought she must have made a mistake 
in the address." 

There was silence for a space, and 
then I mtirmurod, “ Very good staff- 
work," to no one in particular. But 
Ronny was already at the door. 

“ Where are you going? " wo asked. 

“ To explain about the notice, of 
course. Where does she live? " 

“Oh, this was one of your stunts, 
was it?" said my sister, who lapses 
occasionally into the vernacular. “ l 
shan’t tell you where sho lives." 

Ronny put on his most engaging 
manner. 

“ You’re not. going to he so inhos- 
pitable as that ? " he said. 

“ T am. But it doesn’t matter," she 
| added after a pause, “ for sho 's coining 
to tea to-day after all." 

; At that moment a light step sounded 
on the gravel below. 

“Didn’t I say within twenty-four 
hours ? " asked Ronny complacently. 

“ How like the Staff! " I said. 

War Work. 

“ Wanted, Two Dozen Living Flies weekly 
(luring the remainder of winter for two Italian 
Frogs.”- Hriyltlon Herald. 

“Geiimxny Day hy Day. 

Major-General Ernst von Below was married 
last week to a kinswoman, a widow named 
Frau Else von Below, who before her marriage 
was a von IVlow.” -Daily Da per. 

Tt doesn’t look as if this marriage were 
made in Heaven. 

“ Musician was similarly complimented 

for his cornet solo, ‘ The Holy City,’ his encore 
being ‘ Land of Hops and Glory.’ ” 

Suburban Paper . 

The Kentish National Anthem ? 

“ The rivers have registered a ty) to 14 feet 
rise, while the highest flood ever known at 
Stives, Huntingdonshire, was recorded.” 

Daily Sketch. 

And you should have seen, the Thames 
at St. Aines. 
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THE DURATION. 

(iladya (to her mother, irho is seeing her husband off to France). “Mummv, may I no AND kek Daddy oik to 'inn Fjiont wiikn I’m 
tUlOWN U1»? M 


T11E NEW DIPLOMACY. 

“ Olim,” writing in all the dignity of 
Dig print in a recent issue of The 
1 Times , pleads for the abolition of all 
Embassies, on the ground that “ an 
Ambassador is a pompous and expen- 
sive form of envoy ” and “ a survival 
of the dead past.” But is not “ Olim ” 
knocking at an open door? A good 
many of our Embassies have been 
ended by the War, and the new 
arrangement by which our Ambassador 
at Washington lias been replaced by 
a High Commissioner with unpre- 
cedented powers who still retains the 
post of Lord Chief Justice of England, 
undoubtedly points to a reorganisation 
of the Diplomatic service on the lines 
suggested by “Olim.” Indeed the 
mission of Lord Beading is, we under- 
stand, only the first of a number 
of similar appointments, dictated, in 
“OlimV* own phrase, both by con- 
venience knd economy* 

Thus we understand that Mr. 
Winston Churchill will shortly pro- 
ceed as Grand Plenipotentiary and 
Serene High Commissioner of the 


British (iovernincnt to the seat of 
the Government of the Ukraine, with 
the view of establishing friendly re- 
lations with tlio anti-Bolshevist ele- 
ments. Mr. Churchill's distinguished 
record as a cavalry officer renders him 
peculiarly qualified for negotiating with 
the Cossacks. And in the interests 
of convenience and economy lie lias 
generously offered to retain his post as 
Minister of Munitions. 

Another appointment which is prac- 
tically settled and will doubtless win 
the approval of the entire British 
Empire is that of Lord Rothermeke 
to the Governorship of Now Guinea. 
Here again the dictates of convenience 
and economy will be most happily 
consulted, for, having a most efficient 
astral body at his command, Lord 
Rothermere will continue as Air 
Minister to provide for the urgent 
aerial needs of the Navy and Army, 
and devote all the resources of his 
subliminal consciousness to the solv- 
ing of the problems involved. 

We have also good authority for 
stating that Lord Northcliffe, at the 
urgent request of the Prime Minister 


and the War Cabinet, will shortly pro- 
ceed on a great propagandist and 
. publicity campaign to Tibet. The 
! exact designation of his new office 
i has not yet been decided upon, but it 
i will probably bo “Supremo and Un 
! controlled World-Interpreter of Great 
! Britain in the Far East.” A special 
; feature of his mission will be the 
• founding, staffing and organising of a 
: number of newspapers, a sphere of 
'activity in which the Tibetans have 
hitherto been deplorably backward. 
Here again the dictates of economy as 
i well as convenience will be handsomely 
consulted, as Lord Northcliffe will 
j continue in his absence to hold the post 
; of Foreign Secretary (Extraordinary). 

; Preparations for a suitable reception 
are already far advanced at Lhasa, and 
the Grand Lama is said to be in a state 
of intense emotion at the prospect of 
entertaining bis illustrious guest. 

“ The hidden hand may find in the ultimate 
result that it has cutoff more than it can eat. ’ 

I Morning Advertiser. 

i And then it will get into trouble with 
! Sir Arthur Yapp. 
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Instructor. “Go ox! Kill it! Voir won’t come here to be leaiint tat room V 


THE BLESSED ISLE. 

(Written after a short experience of Lord ItunxiH u\s 
swjar-radons .) 

T faint, I languish. Sot mo on an isle 

Where only nut-shells pop beneath tho palm, 

And tui’tlo unto turtle all the while 

Says, “ Where did that one go to? ” — yet is calm 
(Knowing which tree it was the young ape shinned 

»i>). , . , 

And storms are not nor strafes, nor any wind up. 

And further inland let me find a grove 

Whero the ripe cane drips juicos all day long, 

And build a temple by that treasure-trove 
To Saecharina, subject of my song ; 

Kor worse than Fritz and his envenomed gases 
I do detest this shortage of molasses. 

And there the maple shall he also found 

No whit less ncctar'd than the Orient sweet 
And just as nutritive, and all arouud 

The woods be carpeted with bashful beet, 

And vast refineries and mills be handy 
Churning ail day illimitable candy. 

There let mo sojourn for a few brief weeks 
And bind. the barley-sugar’s golden braid, 

And sticky both my hands and both my cheeks 
And sport with Demerara in the shade, 

And cut great cubes like glittering alabaster, 

And be the batman of tho Quartermaster; 


And quite forgot at last the fume, the fuss 

Of this unsweetened twilight where we groan, 
Saying, “ You must not shake the caster thus,” 

Or “ You shall have one lump and one alone,” 

Or “ Herbert is a dear boy, greatly gifted, 

But oh, so careless with tho moist and sifted.” 

Ay, give me respite, give mb hut to breathe 
That honeyed atmosphere in dreams at least, 

And tread those spicy avenues and wreathe 
My head with caramels and make a feast; 

And let no voice of outraged aunthood speak up 
When T put fourteen cubes into my teacup. 

And pale but happier let me hear the call 
Of duty after dalliance and awake 
Beady to bear whatever may befall — 

The endless wiring or the iceless cako, 

The Bosch, the 51Ks, the old trench fashions, 

Or even England under sugar-rations. Evoe, 

The Alternative. 

“Wanted, Concert Parties a^d Artistes for Saturday Concerts, 
near heeds ; must he tip-top or useless . ’’ — Yorkshire Paper . 

We could recommend quite a number of tho latter kind. 
“MEAT CRISIS. 

Acute Week-End Scarcity. • 

After tho experience which tons of thousands of people must have 
undergone during the past week-end it is idle to mince words.” 

Daily Paper . 

But what else can one do ? One must liavo something 
to eat. 




IN SUSPENSE.' 

r •: L •* • 

The Irish Andromeda (ijazinii irnnli/ at her various Champions in Convention). “IF THESE GENTLEMEN 
WOULD COME TO SOME EARLY AGREEMENT FOR RELIEVING TIIE SITUATION, IT WOULD 
GREATLY CONDUCE TO MY COMFORT.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, January 'list . — In the pre- 
sent state of our relations with Russia 
it is fortunate that we have a Foreign 
M mister who is especially acute in draw- 
ing nice distinctions. When Mr. Kino, 
rushing in where even an archangel 
might fear to tread, inquired whether 
Russia was still an Allied State for the 
purposes of the War, Mr. Balfour re- 
plied, “As far as treaties can make her 
so, she is.” Even Mr. Trotzky could 
hardly take exception to that admirably 
diplomatic sentence. 

St. James's Square, once a sylvan 
retreat for cats and clubmen, is now a 
wilderness of bricks and mortar. In 
reply to Sir Arthur Fell tho First 
Commissioner of Works disclaimed all 
responsibility for the transformation, 
which is the work of the American 
Y.M.C.A. The blame, if any, attaches 
to the nourea u monde and not to our 
own Sir Alfhisd. 

Several .Members intended to oppose, 
for all they wine worth — not a large 
amount in some cases - the passage of 
the Military Service Bill. Their prill- 
ed pul objection was that it gave too 
much power to tho Director of National 
Service. But Sir Auckland Geodes 
has not forgotten the use of a good 
bedside manner, and by promising his 
patients to show them tho prescription 

that is, to lay his regulations on the 
Table of tho House — ho induced them 
to swallow what they seemed to regard 
;is a disagreeable dose. 

Tuesday , January llnd. — In a care- 
fully-balanced speech Lord Cukzon 
admitted a platonic affection for Pro- 
portional Representation. It was 
“complicated " but not “unintelli- 
gible” — as if anything could bo unin- 
telligible to that massive brain! — 
“difficult” hut not “ impracticable.’ ’ 
He would like to see tho experiment 
tried, but nevertheless advised their 
■Lordships to vote against it. Lord 
Crewe said “ditto to Mr. Burke,” hut 
the Peers preferred the arguments of 
Lord Chaplin and Lord Courtney (for 
whom “ P. R.” has furnished, probably 
for the first time in their political lives, 
a common enthusiasm) and carried 
the proposal by a majority of ninety. 
Thus for the second time in a fort- 
night, Lord Curzon found himself in 
the unenviable position of Bo-I J eep. 

By way of answer, I presume, to the 
charge that the politicians interfere too 
much with the conduct of the War, the 
Government have decided that the 
soldiers shall have a chance of taking 
their part in politics. Accordingly to 
any soldier, commissioned or not, who 
is adopted as a Parliamentary candidate 
special furlough is to be granted. I 


s anticipated that this new method of 
‘wangling” a few days’ leave will be 
very popular in the trenches. 

Another injustice to Ireland has been 
discovered by Mr. Field. Ordnance- 
workers under the Agricultural Depart- 
nenfc in his peaceful country are, it 



A HOOD h ED SIDE MANNED. 
Sue Alakland Grddes. 


leems, paid only twenty-nine shillings 
i week, while similar workers at Wool- 
>vich arc paid forty-seven shillings. It 
Aas delicately explained to him that 
he Ordnance Survey to which the 
rishmen belonged was concerned with 
he manufacture of maps, while the 
pecial business of Woolwich was to 
instruct the means of altering them. 



Lord Curzon. 


The Chancellor of the Exchequer 
had “ nothing to add ” to his previous 
answer about the increase in race- 
meetings; but, lest lie should be ac- 
cused of encouraging gambling, assured 
the House immediately afterwards that 
the Government had no intention of 
issuing Premium Bonds. 

Mr. Trevelyan complained that 
among the pamphlets seized in a 
recent raid was one containing a 
message to the British Labour Con- 
ference from the Bolshevist “ Ambassa- 
dor ” in London, and demanded that 
tho pamphlets should bo at onco 
returned, “in order that the Russian 
representative might he allowed to 
address tho British working-class in 
what words he pleased.” As bis words 
seem to have included “gross mis- 
representations of tho attitude of the 
British Government to the Russian 
people ” the Home Secretary declined 
the request, and added that he was 
considering the question of prosecu- 
tion. The House loudly cheered tho 
discovery that there are limits to the 
privileges of tho~e who “ lie abroad for 
tho good of their country.” 

Wednesday, January 23rd. — In the 
absence of Sir Leo Chiozza Money 
the Secretary of the Admiralty re- 
ceived the full force of Mr. Houston’s 
daily cascade of Shipping Questions. 
An attempt to divert it, by tho request 
that his tormentor should put his views 
in writing, was met by the reply that 
he bad already done so to the extent 
of ten pages of manuscript ; and Dr. 
Macnamara, fearing trouble with tho 
Paper Commission, did not press tho 
suggestion. But I noticed that be 
seemed quite interested a littlo later 
on, when Mr. Ma<therson, in the 
course of an answer on Army dentistry, 
spoke of the care now taken “in the 
treatment of jaw-cases.” 

On the motion for tho adjournment 
a number of Members went head-hunt- 
ng. This classical sport, as practised 
y the Dyaks in Borneo, involved the 
discharge of poisoned darts through a 
blow-pipe, and the House of Commons 
)as not materially altered the method. 
\s the attack was led by Major David 
Davies, formerly Private Secretary to 
lie Prime Minister, it is supposed 
hat the Head of the Government was ’ 
he object aimed at ; but most of the 
shots went wide and hit the Head of 
our Army in France. Mr. Macpher- 
son’s defence would have been more 
effective if he had not been careful to 
explain that he was 14 not speaking for 
the War Cabinet,” The heaU-hunters 
included Mr, Kennedy Jones, who 
(teste Mr. Roche) »* moves in the best 
political circles,” and Mr. Kino, who 
only argues in them. 
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Thursday , January %\th. — Echoes of 
last night's debate wove still rumbling 
through the House this afternoon. 
Mr. Bonar Law, on the invitation of 
Sir H kd worth Meux, strongly depre- 
cated Press attacks upon distinguished 
sailors and soldiers, but when further 
iflvited to put the Censor into motion 
described tho suggestion as “ easier to 
make than to carry out.” 

Mr. Houston’s latest complaint 
against the shipping authorities is that 
a cargo of “premier jus” lias boon 
held up in Argentina. Members who 
had jumped to tho conclusion that tho 
commodity was a species of “ginger” 
specially intended for the stimulation 
of Prime Ministers, Were disappointed 
to learn that it was only “refined ani- 
mal fat.” 

A notablo addition to tho many ex- 
cellent maiden speeches delivered this 
Session was made by Lieut. -General 
Sir A. 1 l enter- Weston. “Forcible, 
eloquent, and vivid,” as Mr. Herbert ; 
Samuel rightly described it, this fresh j 
breeze from the Weston front, blow j 
away all the remaining opposition to 
the Military Service Bill. ! 


THE “SPOKE.” 

Dear Mr. Punch, — An article re- 
cently appeared in your pages, entitled 
“ The New Industry ” and dealing with 
the manufacture of spills, which must, 

I think, have deeply shocked all careful 
students of this subject, it cannot 
have been the writer’s intention to 
mislead, yet it is strange that ho should | 
not he aware that tho spill, in which l 
he takes so childlike a delight, is I 
already obsolete and went out, in the 
host circles, some time before queues! 
came in. It has been finally super- 
seded by the very device to which he 1 
so contemptuously refers as an “ineffi- 
cacious tube,” namely the spoke. 

I freely admit that a spoke made out 
of a whole Morn in <f Vast is impossible 
and indeed ridiculous. It must he 
made of a single whole sheet of news- 
paper, and should he light and firm, 
crisp and hollow, and some four feet in 
length. 

It can hardly be necessary at this 
time of day to give any detailed account 
of the properties of tho spoke, but I 
may perhaps point out its leading 
features — namely, that it lies in tho 
fender and lasts for a week. 

Would you picture it in action ? I 
take it up absent-mindedly as my pipe 
goes out, and without rising from my 
armchair; without taking my eyes oil 
my book, I prod gently in the grate, 
pluck up a little head of flame, bring it 
with a turn of the wrist in contact 
with my pipe. 



Chinese Steward {to new Gunlayer). “Last voyage mk scum alin kd.” 

Gunlayer. “That’s extremely sad, Oswald. Have you written to the Admiralty 
about IT?” 


But what docs our spillman do? 

(1) Ho springs up. 

(il) Bulls out several spills from the 
vase on the mantelpiece. 

(3) Puts hack tho superfluous ones. 

(4) Stoops down with tho selected 

one. 

(/>) Burns his lingers. 

(G) Lights it. 

(7) Lights his pipe. 

(8) Puts out tho spill. 

(9) Puts it hack. 

(10) Sits down and finds, his pipe is 
out. 


to reason. But let me tell him that in 
; tho hearts of his countrymen the spoke 
has already proved itself not only 
I superior to spills but (in the immediate 
| neighbourhood of the hearth) superior 
to matches. 

1 am, yours as usual, 

Statistician.. 

“ If you an* unable to offer your services 
during the daytime you can help to carry 
wounded and other men at Victoria from 
I twelve until midnight .” — Weekly Dispatch. 

1 It won't take you a moment. 


(11) Staits again. . “ The Arefcliusa took part in the attack oil 

It may he that he is one of those Admiral Hipper’s bottle-cruisers.” 
who prefer, after tho sedentary life of Harwich and Dovcrconrt Newsman. 

the office, to take exercise this way in A new type ; believed to bo a species of 
the evening. If so he is unamenable drinking-vessel. 
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/MID Ltir D/MS' E’/'/MuniMicTc * n £ * or bread. Surely they would bo the days wlvon real moat was placed 
OUR HEROIC ECONOMISTS. f ai - wiser to eat cake? The reason upon the table, and so fond am I be- 
Well-known Pkorle describe their ! why rich people are so seldom seen in coming of substitutes that I am eou- 
Patrtotic Privations. j queues is not that usually given — ! fident that however long the War lasts 

13y wav of sotting a good example namely, that tlioy send their servants - 1 shall hail the return to normal menus 
to the moh Mr. Punch has invited a 'instead, nor that other one, that they ' with distaste. I n our household substi- 
number of prominent personages to are servo ^ the backdoor — but that j tution lias been carried to a line art. 
inform him of the sacrifices they are H lcy are mor ? ready, to use substitutes, j My dear wife, who is the most ingenf- 
makin** to win the War. For example, if I can’t get Turkish cigar- ! ous of women, has hit upon some won- 

° * lettes I smoke Virginian, and when I j derful devices, her aim being to find sub- 

Loi'd Cntzos writes : ' can’t get Virginian 1 shall smoke brown ; stitutes for substitutes, and some day 

One of the great lessons which this! paper. Everyone should help in the j she is confident, if her researches can 
War has taught us is that we never j groat cause which we have at heart. j ho sufficiently prolonged, of finding 
know, what we can do till we try. The 1 substitutes for substitutes for suhsti- 

other day, for example, I had myiirstj Lord hnoxju>.i writes : — j kites, which is very high patriotism 

ride in an omnibus, and really it isn’t The country would bo electrified did ; indeod and worthy of a DJVE. For ex- 
had at all. Put for the other people it know what I and my wife really live ! ample, being unable one day to get 
in it I believe 1 should almost have on. Now and then it is necessary for any turbot, she l L 


enjoyed it. 

. I well-known Jjtultf 
Xovelist (writimj 
from St rat ford-on - 
A con) sajjii : — 

I have recently 
made considerable re- 
ductions in my house- 
hold stores. During 1 
such a war as this 
everyone must prac- 
tise self-denial. 

Sir Pinto Krntt , ’ 

(r.ll.H., mites : — 

.1 1 is probably on the 
rich that the new food 
restrictions hear most 
hardly, because the 
rich are accustomed 
to food and are in 
danger of neglecting 
some of their duties 
if they are deprived of i 
it, whereas the poor j 
will go along very ! 
much as usual. Per- ; 
sonally I hold that one 
should grin and hear it. 

“Fortitude with Fun’ 

my own motto. When yesterday, at ! Aldwych Club lunch, just to assure 
the Club, I ordered beef and had to put j people that there should bo no need 
up with mutton, did I lose my temper ; for queues at all, and so forth, but ! thing. He had plenty of talent but 

or grumble? Not a hit. XT - ” 1 11 * 

I if I ordered mutton and 



l WANT TO I.OlMiE 


^Cr<Tr.?iLc 


Sister. “NoW DM QUIET AM) <-0 TO KLHE1*.” 

Wounded Tommy. “I want to see the Medical Deuced, 
a complaint.” 

Sinter. "Well, you mist wait till the morning. It’s too late now it’s 

TEN O’CLOCK.” 

Tommy . “Ten o’clock! Why, oi t there we iskd to carry on the war 
! till half-past eleven or even a g carter to twelve.” 

has long been me to come out in tho open, at, say. an i War that it is 


caught the gold-fish 
and cooked thorn, put- 
ting in the bowl ill 
their place some sliced 
carrots shaped by her 
clever hands exactly 
like its recent finny 
denizens. The next 
day, when fish was 
again not to lie pro- 
cured, she cooked tho 
carrots. A marvellous 
manager! Put her 
greatest inspiration 
was, when a certain 
famous General was 
dining with us, to 
empty the shot out of 
i several of my sporting 
cartridges for caviare. 
Judge then with what 
reluctance T shall view 
the arrival of peace. 

TI1E PERSONAL 
NOTE. 

My young friend 
the Hatter has done 
so splendidly in the 
hard to believe that 


io is the same boy who up to August, 
1914, could never settle down to any 


Nor should I normally 1 exist practically on air. We 1 apparently no concentration, and by 
was forced have it both hot and cold. I doubt if ! the time ho was five-and -twenty had 



Mr. Melhovjise Inmatt (the Billiard j breakfast, the weight per person of j journalism. There was no reason why 
Champion) writes : — i ono postage -stamp. For lunch, two ! he shouldn’t have succeeded, as he 

lie&lising tho seriousness of the situ- 1 Postage-stamps No tea. For dinner, ; had a trick with the pen and a nice 
ation I have reluctantly given up eggs. h .f°. P^age-stamps. And I ne-er taste, beyond the fact that he was the 
It may not generally be known that a , ? lfc bett , e J' or ,no f re { ln J tra ! 1 . to tackle | Hatter ; l.le seemed to him something 
most excellent substitute for an egg is i ^ \°. P 10 blems of food distribution, j of a mad tea-party, and he would 
° winch no doubt will one day arise. j always sacrifice the mam chance to his 

Mr. William Le Queue mites:— 1 freakish humour. He was full of his 

I have given up the “ Le.” 'f e ZJ?F a *~* a he . invar ?{‘, My wa t~ 

‘ m ’ ■ ; >A . . talked 'to me most sensibly as his 

Sir Trencher Mann (Ex* Sheriff oj father’s oldest friend, and I was so 
London) writes:-*-* much impressed that I gave him an 

I look back with kind of horror to introduction to Crawley Bland, the 


vinegar 
I often 


an old billiard-ball soaked in 
for a day or so to soften it. 
make a dinner off two of these, 

A Society War-Worker writes : — 

It distresses .me so to think of poor 
people standing about in queues wait- 




Sir Auckland ,'7^L 

Geddes said— 

“Advertising which in any way tended to conserve energy ^ 
by the introduction of commodities or appliances which 
lessened human labour was also economic in function ” 

Carbotyp does that 

As often as you write anything twice or more, there is a chance 
for Carbotyp to save your time It has been applied in a thousand 
and one ways, and in every department and branch of routine 
Every Carbotyp set is specially designed— arranged to meet some particular routine 
The example shown is a set consisting of 5 leaves, so combined by the patent 
K & J Carbotyp process that they can be inserted in the typewriter as easily as 
a single sheet, and all filled in at one operation 

Note carefully what this means Immediately the Carbotyp set is out of the type- 
writer, every leaf is ready to go to its destination The invoice is immediately posted 
to the Customer (a) The next copy goes to the Works Manager (b) giving him 
instructions to prepare the goods The next two copies are handed to the Dispatch 
Department (c), the one being an instruction for dispatch and the other a Delivery 
Note The fifth and last copy is filed in the Counting House (d) by unit Filing or 
Renewal Leaf application, and forms the day-book leaf of the transaction 

K & J Carbotyp can be aiUibted to your business with equally 
startling economic results Business Men and Organisers should 
call at any Multigraph Show Room, and icc will show you how 


Birmingham 20 Temple St 
Cardiff j Church St 
Leeds P2 Albion St 
• Leicester iq 6 s 20 Corridor 
Chib's Market PI 
Liverpool jg Qtutle St 
HeadQfficb WtstBrmvfich 






London — 

22 St Andrew Street Holborn Circus KC 4 


Manchester 7 B!*u 'kfrian St 
Newcastle St Nicholas S ,/ 
Sheffield 28 Change Alley 
Swansea Jj Coal St 
Belfast Scottish Provident 
Bldgs Donegall 
Glasgow 166 Buchanan St 
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who values a clean healthy skin should use only 

SAPON Soaps 

These soaps do not leave a scum on basin, sponge 
or skin as all other soaps do. They quickly allay 
skin irritation from whatever cause by extracting the 
dirt from the pores of the skin, and impart a soft velvety 
smoothness to the face and hands, creating a healthy 
and invigorating glow throughout the whole body. 

Entirely Different from all other Soaps. 


RUSSIAN TAR SOAP . . 
IDEAL (hard water) SOAP 


4d. per Tablet 
3d. 


Obtainable through : 

Tin* Civil Service Stores, Ha> market, ami principal Store* in London and 
Provinces. Any Store, Grocer or Chemist can obtain it for you from 

“SAPON” SOAPS, LIMITED 

Sapon House, London Bridge, E.C. 4. 

‘SAPON Wonderful 

Russian Tar Soap 


Khaki Shirts. 

’THERE is nothing so good at the price as 
* “ AZA ” Khaki Shirts, and for Active Service 
wear they cannot be surpassed. They are light yet 
warm, soft and non-irritant,unshrinkable, exceedingly 
durable and healthful in that they readily absorb and 
radiate away the moisture of the body, thus leaving 
the pores of the skin unhampered to do their work. 

Obtainable in Standard and Heavy Weights, 
and in regulation shade, 

OF HIGH-CLASS OUTFITTERS. 


Should you have any difficulty in obtaining write to 
the Manufacturers for name of suitable Retailer : 
WM. HOLLINS & CO.. Ltd. (Trade only), 
25w, Newgate Street, London, E.C. I. 


The ’ /OLFHOC 

Ida luxn 

Adjustable 

Chair 



T HIS beautiful Chair, a 
superb specimen of the cabinet 
maker’s art, is made of beautifully 
finished solid oak, with wood under 
frame and extra strong castors. 
Large velvet corduroy cushions 
and shaped arm rests make this 
chair the most luxurious model 
yet produced . 

Price 

£6 - 18 - 6 

Sent anywhere in England carriage paid 

Large collection of high-class Second- 
hand Furniture at moderate prices. 

WOLFE & HOLLANDER, Ltd., 

General Furnishers, 

252-258. Tottenham Court fto&d.W.I 


SENTINEL 1 


THE ECONOMICAL STEAM WACCON 


T HE Sentinel Steam Waggon is 
far simpler in mechanism than a 
petrol waggon, with the result that it 
has twice the life with only half the 
repair costs. Also, the Sentinel is 
lighter on tyres than other steam or 
petrol waggons. Users of commercial 
vehicles who have tried both types of 
waggon admit that the Sentinel is not 
only the handiest and most service- 
able, but also the most economical. 

Messrs. Alley & MacLellan Ltd., 
Sentinel Motor Waggon Works, 
Shrewsbury. 

Note. — Only one driver is required. 





REAL ECONOMY. 

Quality is remembered 
long after price is for- 
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JSobbie. (trho is eatintj shepherd's pie, and has been (aid- not !>> 
N\STY 13 IT OF T1IR SJI KPH H1U>.*' 


ansitjnl). “ Mc;mn\ -use 1 i : \ t •jiiifc".' l'l ’» seen a / «/.//« am./. 


editor oi' The Appreciate)'. A month 
lator ho came to report progress and 
greeted me with effusion. 

“Uncle Dick,” he said, “you are a 
real benefactor.” 

“Well,” f replied, “J suppose this 
means that you aro now prosperously 
launched on the sea of literary journ- 
alism?” 

“ That ’s a rather large deduction,” 
said the Hatter; “but, anyhow, I’ve 
written a review for The Apprcciator. 
It hasn’t appeared, and I don’t think it 
will. But no matter ; ‘ more was lost 
on Mohacz lield.’ [ ’ve had a great 
time with old Crawley Bland. 1 took 
your letter of introduction. I was 
shown up into his sanctum, and he 
‘nhnowdhered and minandhered and 
blandandhered,’ as Mulvaney would 
have said, for the space of a quarter of 
an hour on the privileges and duties of 
criticism. Finally he handed me a 
book for review, with instructions that 
as far as possible I should give due 
prominence to the personal note, and 
I bowed qiyself out in a super-fatted 
condition.” 

“Aud then you went home and 
butchered the fclook ? ” 

“ Oh, no, Uncle Dick. I didn’t cut it 
up and then sell the copy and buy a 


bottle of brandy with the proceeds, like 
JUmhjer . I faithfully carried out my 
instructions and did so ail the more 
easily because it happened that 1 had 
been at school and Oxford with the 
author. So 1 began by observing that 
knowledge of an author’s antecedents 
and environment was always helpful 
in appraising his work, and described 
how Air. Blank, owing to the sudden 
failure and imprisonment of his father 
as a defaulting solicitor, had been 
obliged to cut short his academic 
career and take to journalism under an 
assumed name.” 

“ You put that in the review ? ” 

“ Yes. You see it was greatly to 
his credit. Besides he never liked his 
father.” 

“ Any other personal notes ? ” 

“ Not much. 1 said that, although 
he suffered from epileptic fits, lie was 
the best bridge-player of his time at 
Oxford and a master of the art of 
ornamental objurgation — rather a good 
phrase that, 1 thought. And then at 
the end, after saying the book was 
marked by ‘ vitality ’ and * artistry,’ J 
expressed surprise that, having pub- 
lished his first novel with Broadwood, 
he had issued .this through the house of 
Pougher: I put it in that delicate way 


just for people to read between tin. 
lines, fur you know the sort of b'lge 
that Tougher habitually prints.” 

“ So the Editor turned you down ? ” 
“ Yes, i meant him to, after the way 
lie had turned me up at our interview. 
But lie wrote me a priceless letter, re- 
gretting that in the exuberance of youth 
1 bad bo crudely misinterpreted his 
instructions” 

I “ Hatter, you aro incorrigible. What 
would you have done if Crawley Bland 
i had printed your review ? ” 

“ 4 Imagination’s widest stretch in 
wonder dies away.’ But I knew my 
man. Journalistic soap-boilers don’t 
| run those risk*.” 

“ So literary journalism is 4 off ’ now, \ 
suppose. And what ’s the next move ? 

“ I don’t quite know. I ’m thinking 
of becoming a professional singer 
oratorio, Albert Hall, you know. ’ 

But he didn’t. Six weeks later the 
Hatter deserted the Muses for Mars 
and has remained methodically sane 
ever since. 

“Mr. Pen Da\i«s will sing, Assistol In 
many well-known vocalists. -A1J s» as free. ’ 

Ev.vuihj Paper. 

-Count Herttjno will be glad to liear ol 
this. 
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TWO LITTLE ADVENTURES. 

On Friday last it became my duty to convoy to Buxford 
a lad aged ten years and a-lialf who acknowledges me as 
his father and is convinced that my proper task in life, 
during his holidays, is to minister to his amusements and 
to afford him my companionship. Ordinarily lie is of a 
lighthearted, not to say rollicking, disposition ; hut on this 
occasion he was going hack to school, and his high spirits 
were slightly dashed by the knowledge. T do not say he 
was gloomy, for that would be untrue, but he was conscious 
overy now and then of life's seriousness when it lias to he 
lived under the eyes of masters, and there came into his 
face, like a cloud sweeping over a sunny landscape, a tinge j 
of regret for the less severoly regulated joys of home. I do j 
not hlamo him ; I like to see a hoy put a hold face on his 
return to school, but it is pleasant also to know that he 
appreciates his home. 

Well, we jogged along in our cross-country train, and at 
last, after many stoppages, wc arrived at Buxford as the 
shades of evening were closing in. Our school was two 
miles distant, but in the station-yard there were no taxis 
or vehicles of any kind. A porter who was consulted 
proved to he a pessimist. “Sometimes,” he said, “you 
could get a conveyance, somotimes you couldn’t ; ” and this 
apparently was some time when you couldn’t. Was it any 
use waiting? “Well, you never could tell whether a fly 
mightn’t turn up.” 

As ho uttered those philosophical reflections 1 became 
aware of a movement, and up the hill there came slowly out 
of the heart of the shadows a no, it couldn’t bo yes, 
indeed it was a hansom! How had it come here, this 
shabby disused gondola of the ancient, streets of London? 
Old memories came flooding back at its aspect. I hailed 
it and became its temporary possessor, and the hoy and 1 
tucked ourselves into it as best wo could. 

It is nob too much to say that our drive was a lurid | 
one. The driver began by handling a lever and closing | 
the doors on my fingers. All the old fears and all the old j 
inconveniences were there. The horse, poor beast, was the [ 
slowest and the laziest in the world, it never fell down,' 
but was always on the verge of falling, and constant I\ in 
imagination I saw myself and tho boy describing parabolas 
in tlie air and landing on our heads in the middle of the 


is determined to make everybody else as happy as ho can, 
and with this view he gives me a cigarette. 

I watchod him with a sympathetic interest. As our 
journey proceeded he became restless, and at last, when we 
stopped at Fiddington, ho sprang up, seizod his belongings 
and flew rather than stopped out of the carriage on to the 
platform. There lie gave a shout, a loud and joyful “Ah ! ” 
and, rushing forward, was gathered into the arms of a lady 
whom I guessed to he his mother. I had only a glimpse, 
for the train quickly moved on and the light was beginning 
to fade, but that glimpse kept me happy until we came to 
Buxford. if this should happen to catch the eve of a young 
and good-looking officer who on Friday week travelled to 
Fiddington I should like him to realise how much pleasure 
lie gave to a fellow-traveller by his gift of a cigarette and 
by his joyous greeting of a gentlo lady. It. C. L. 

THE HELLES HOTEL. 

Whkn I consider how my life is spent 

Tu this dark world of sugar-cards and queues, 

W here none but babes get proper nourishment 
A ud meanly men remunerate tho Muse, 

I dream of holidays when Peace is sent, 

But not such dreams as common persons use - 
1 know a headland at tho Dardanelles 
Where T shall build the Best of all hotels. 

I know a cliff-top whore the wealthy guest 
From languid balconies shall each day view 
P"ar over Samothrace the tired sun vest 
And melt, a marvel, into Europe's blue, 

To come hack blushing out of Asia’s breast 
And hang, at noon, divided ’twixt the two, 

While shuttered casements looking out to Troy 
Shall faintly stimulate the Fifth-Form boy. 

There shall they have, with those delicious skies, 

All that rich ease for which the Armies prayed, 

Nor dust nor drought nor shortage of supplies, 

But long cool glasses in the cypress’ shade, 

And starlight suppers, and, of course, no flies, 

And in their bathing-plaeo no mules decayed ; 

Shall swim in the iEgean, if they want, 

Or go and do it in the Hellespont. 


slushy road. 

Boddes, the driver owned and used a whip the lush 
of which often missed the flanks of the horse and showed 
a tendency to entangle itself in our eyes. This led to an 
interchange of amenities with tho driver, and what between 
anger, terror and strong words ho and l wore fairly ex- 
hausted when at last we arrived at our destination. The 
hoy alone was calm, and I afterwards strove to impress 
upon him the memoiy of the historic occasion when he 
drove in a ghostly hansom with a demon driver to his school. 
For myself l marvel how men endured this terrifying sort 
of carriage for so long. This was my first small adventure. ! 

My second had taken place before the first began, but 1 i 
place it second because it was slighter and not so full of | 
violent emotions. During part of our journey we bad as a 
fellow-traveller a very young officer, over whose feet 1 
tripped as I entered the carriage and with whom 1 ex- 
changed reciprocal apologies. He appeared to think that 
this incident had given mo some claim upon his courtesy, 
for when next he produced his cigarette-case he offered me, 
with a most winning smile and with extreme politeness, a 
cigarette. Here, I thought to myself, is a youngster who 
has no use for the alleged surliness of the travelling 
Englishman. Ho is probably on Loave from tho Front and 
is going to see his Home. Being therefore very happy he 


Thero shall they hear from olives overhead 
The cricket call to them and no shells sing, 

While painted lizards flash before their tread 
And in green gullies trills the sudden Spring; 

Shall walk, unblinded by disease and dread, 

Where myrtle beckons and rock-roses cling, 

And find it difficult to tell their aunts 
The proper names of all these funny plants. 

There shall they see across the storied Sound 
Some snow-peak glisten like a muffled star, 

And murmur,* “ That ’s Olympus, I ’ll be hound,” 

And tread old battle-fields where vineyards are: 
With scarred young veterans they’ll amble round 
The Turks’ entanglements at Sedd-el-Bahr, 

And practise at a reasonable charge 
Heroic landings in the hotel barge. 

But there aro dates when tourists shall be banned, 
High dates of April and of early June, 

When only they that bear the Holies brand, # 

A few' tired Captains and the Tenth Platoon, 

Shall see strange shadows in that flowery land . 

And ghostly cruisers underneath the moon : 

And only they shall scale the sunny hills, 

And they alone shall have no heavy bills. A. P. II. 
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What’s it, Alf? You don’t skew half in a kadi:!” 

So ’CD YOU HE IF YOU SAW A BLINKIN' CIVILIAN F\NNIS(r YOUR BEST GIRL WTm 1I1S BEASTLY EXEMPTION CARD.’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Though I havo found The Stucco House (IJnwin) a singu- 
larly depressing work, this is less my ground of complaint 
than a suspicion that tho gloom is there for its own sweet 
sake, and without the excuse of any more artistic purpose. 
Tho house was that in which Jamie and Catherine con- 
tinued the troubled existence which you may recall from a 


should compare him to Tuhkkov, but ho misses the Ttus- 
siau’s sympathy and affection for his characters. It is 
perhaps the absence of this that makes Mr. Cannan’s 
catastrophes so hollow-sounding. 

My reading of Dust (Duckworth) has produced in mo 
the sensation of an unexpected encounter with tho antique. 
Perhaps because I had supposed that these careful records 
of Lancastrian or Yorkist domesticity had had their day. 


previous hook, and brought up, very badly, an increasing Par from it, however ; here is Mr. John L. Carter detailing 
family. Detestable, every one of them (the picture on the | for us tho home life of Leeds, the intolerant manufacturer- 
wrapper doos them no more than justice, and I can’t say j parent, the uncomprehending mother, the revolting (in 
anything Averse than that), so that 1 found myself pain- j both senses) daughter — in fact tho whole dreary menaye, 

fully inditforent to tho long-drawn shipwreck, mutual- as though wo were hack in 1890 and tho Repertory Drama 

loathing, drink, lunacy and every kind of disaster that ! yet slept within tho womb of Time. I hardly think T need 
finally overwhelms tho group. But what i should like to! give you any precise report of it all. You know by now 
ask of Mr. Gilbert Gannan is (so to speak) some statement | how tho son’s evening hours and courtships will lie resented 
of his war-aims. - What is lie out for? Is tho talc an j by tho stern parent, how the business will decline, the 

indictment of conventional morality, of mental stucco- j daughter marry tho curate, and all the trivial uninteresting 

plastering, of tho commercial idea or what? Surely in round of it. True, when Mr. Carter allowed us to observe 
any case Jamie himself, who cared for none of these things, ; his paterfamilias embracing the girl from the confectioner’s, 
might have been presented as a rather more endurable j 1 anticipated some ray of novelty ; hut all that came of this 
character. Tho fact seems to bo that Mr. Cannan’s people was (inconsequentially) a resolve on the part of Mr. and 
lack humanity; they impress me as figures of tin cleverly I Mrs. Curate that theirs should ho a union in name alone, 
painted to look like men and women, but empty, so that which of course plunged us straight into a convention even 
their fall produces clatter but no sense of tragedy. The older than tho Manchester School. The fact is, 1 am 
pity of this is the greater because Mr. Cannan as arlist lias afraid that those Northern parlours are no longer tho Happy 
just that quickening sense of beauty which should save hunting-ground for realistic fiction that they once \ve»’o; 
him from his present fault of cold cleverness. Ho can give nor perhaps is Mr. Carter equipped with tho mannor that 
you the essentials of a scone or a situation unforgettably, would enable him to toll an arid tale refreshingly. Dust, 
whether dt be like tho liome-coming of Jamie in tho begin- in short, is a title all too fatally apt. 
ning of the book, with its wonderful sketch of Mersey-side 

landscape, or a sordid grotesque such as the cheese-cake Note and Old (Constable) is a volume of hitherto uii- 
opisode that marks his domestic downfall. For this I published work — letters, thoughts and some graceful \eiscs. 
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together with reprinted essays and criticisms— collected ! the real lover of the free life, to Daphne, who is only piay- 
and edited as a memoriul to a 'Tory accomplished writer J ing with it, that I most cordially com mend. Some of us who 
I charming character by Mr. A. 0. Bradley. Edith j bavo talked glibly about the delight of caravans and the 
Siciiel led a double life as a laborious scholar and versatile open road will, after reading Miss Chostue’s book, recognise 
critic and as a friend of the poor and unfortunate, a ! sadly that this is not our natural sphere, 
friendship not bounded by gifts and easy patronage, but 1 - 

expressed in austere, constant , self-denying work and In the early pages of The Tempt imj Thoinjht ( Minns \nj> 
sympathetic companionship with her proteges. It was a 1 Boon) Mr. (or Miss) Hylton Clkwkr tolls ns how Be////, the 
beaut iful life, sustained by a deep religious faith, lighted accomplished and industrious junior typist to an engineering 
with a line intelligence and enriched by varied interests \ Jinn in the City, is oppressed by her superior, the wicked 
and staunch loyalties. Of the letters — and she belonged j Miss Barhshair, and is rescued by John, t he junior partner, 
to a generation that used the pen, not the typewriter, so ( who shortly afterwards marries her and drops out of the 
that they have a gracious leisurely air I enjoyed ospoei- book. John is a veritable preue chevalier. Bill and Peter 
ally one packed with irreverent humour about the crown- arc also of this kind, only more so. Hill secures little 
ing of the Hards at an Eisteddfod (dare one be as flippant i .1 fan/arei Cannon as bis own without much difficulty; but 
on so sacred a subject now that Cymry is in power ?) : and Peter , a confirmed romantic, gets started on the wrong 
a letter more human than that of the usual writer on path and does not find it easy going. He has once seen an 


pilgrimage, describing her visit to (Ikoroi: Sand’s garden 
at Nohant. Perhaps the “Thoughts” selected from her 


escape the charge of hein; 


notebooks do not always 
truisms, and they are too ~ 
seriously felt to ho em- 
broidered with mere wit. 

But hero and there is a 
jewel of insight or wisdom. 

A short study of East-end 
life, written with a certain 
grim power and here pub- 
lished for the first time, 
shows the writer in an 
unusual mood. 

Permit me to introduce 
you to an admirable piece 
of fun w it h a lot of sound 
sense attached to its tai 
fts name is hi sea pad e : fi 
(Arnold), and Miss Mary 
Ckokiiih's purpose in w rit- 
ing it; was to help us to 
escape “ from the pressure 
of war thoughts for an 
hour or two at a time.” J 
have known other authors 
who have boon imbued 
with the same henefiennt 

idea, hut none of them lias been more successful in carry- - These, however, are trifles. The great poiufc is that /Wcr 
ing it out. Daphne Care//, a rich and young American - wins Barbara and thus brings to an end a sound, whole 
heiress, believes herself disgusted with the world of flunkey- some and interesting story, 
dotu, and bu)s a small island somewhere off the K.W. coast : - - — - 



attractive girl-child in a black bus outside a public-house, 
and ho hunts for her all the woild over. Kventually he 
finds her (hut he doesn't really find her, you know) at a 

hall. She lias become t he 
wicked Miss Barhshaie 
(see above), and she nearly 
flaps the foolish Peter , 
whose A mil Isabel jusl 
manages to save him. 1 
ought to add that tlu* 
author writes of rowing 
and of Henley Begat fa 
with a trills infectious 
enthusiasm. The descrip- 
tion of the race in which 
“The Metropolitan Plow- 
ing Club ” w ins the (I rand 
Challenge Chip is an ex- 
cellent and stirring piece 
of work- -though it is un- 
usual, 1 think, for a cox- 
swain to urge his crow on 
by calling 'upon them to 
“ Hip ! Hip ! Hip ! ” Nor 
was it customary, 1 be- 
lieve, at Henley or at 


COMBINC-OLT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. 

The Official Torturer iputf for exemption). “I veitY Midi do cut if 
A SCUKTITCTK COl.LD I’M lOIND; AND I WARN YOU, <.i KNTLKMKN, THAT 
1NEXPKIIT TllKATMKNT IS SI III: TO C ltK ATT) A KKKMNO OF l NHKST AMONO 
tub ruitioNKitft in Tin; uoynl DI NOKONS.” 


! other Thames Regattas to 
announce the end of a. 
race by firing a pistol. 


of England, on which she menus to forget all about tiresome j 
lovers and live the simple life. On her way to the island ! 
she meets a trio of strolling vagabonds, and promptly takes ! 
them with her. All three are types, and in their special { 
lino perfectly delightful. Jastina , a middle-aged lady w ho 1 
has left her rich husband because she longs for freer scope, ! 
is nominally in charge of this troupe, but as at critical \ 
moments she is always talking hot air or painting cloud , 
effects there is no depending upon her. Her adopted! 
daughter, Jill, is really the mainstay of the party, the onl\ j 
one who has the true spirit of vagabondage in her, the ; 
untamed creature loathing bridle and bit. Hemp, Jastina' s 
son (also adopted, and no one was ever more adopt- 
ablc than he), struggled bard with a poem of gigantic 
dimensions, and tried for all lie was worth to he unconven- 
tional. Blit lie had a suburban mind, and when attacked 
by measles was practically done for as a vagabond. Of 
course men from Daphne's abandoned world enter into the 
story and add to the fun of it., but it is the attitude of Jill, 


A HEARTLESS TH1EE. 

Tis not because, returning last night late, 

We found my wife’s few jewels, brooches, rings 
And such -like, gone and with them all our plate, 

1 feel for thee a largo Teutonic hate 

And curse thee thus, () man who stole these 
things. 

Tis not for this 1 long to spill thy gore, 

But, man to man, 1 ask thee, was it right 
To use my last five matches, treasured more 
Than gold, and leave their corpses on the floor, 
Having thus robbed us by their precious light? 

Hick Turpin would not so have stained his fame, 

Not thus would Sheppard his career have marred. 
All just men’s hatred shall surround thy name, 

And for this final, llunnish, deed of shame 

A righteous judge shall give thoo ten years’ hard. 
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PMARIV&RIA Guardians to present the workhouse | impression that it was Spring. On 

■ barrel-organ to the Colchester Museum. | being -informed ul its mistake it replied 

It seems a pity that the Treasury V : ! philosophically, “Well, I’ve got first 

should have decided not to issue five- According to a Genova telegram, “a j place in the queue, anyhow.” 

shilling notes, when they would have now typo of Zeppelin is undergoing * •:< 

proved so useful for wrapping up the its trials over Lake Constance.” Its The Ministry of Food states that 

tribulations will no doubt ho undergone j under the new rationing scheme meat 


j will include sausages. Wo welcome the 
reassuring implication. 


THE TANK, 
aid that the fcuppoal 


“THE SYM BO I 
Ex- Provost, Smith 

t through * Julian ’ was made to all classes t< 
subscribe the wherewithal for the carrying on 
«>f the ^ar. If they kept, up the start thev 
All ad niadcTjeith would come out, with a re 


Sunday joint. 

* elsewhere. * , 

A sensation was caused in a London 

suburb last week when it was reported “Lantern slides,” says a contem- 
that a young woman had accidentally porary, “ are the latest device to be 
swallowed somo margarine. used by the Food Ministry to acquaint 

? V :: the public with the position of food 

It appoars that the man charged at supplies.” Wo usually have recourse 
Eastbourne with wandering pleaded to the microscope to locate ours, 
that ho joined the queue at Bed hill. * 

A Chicago bride has boon given puUlion a IN high as any (own in (die country.” 

On inquiring about the lady who revolver by her father as a weddin Ethnlmnjh Evening News. 

stated in the County Court that she | present. We have before now noticed : The printer, at any rate, has played up 
had been frightened splendidly, 

by a rabbit, wo find : - - ~~ - 

that it was not a one- 
and- nine-penny one. : 

* * 

* 

A large piece of 
shrapnel is reported 
to have fallen on a 
building where a Food 
Committco was sit- 
ting. We doubt, how- 
ever, whether even 
this sort of thing will , 
ever succeed in mak- 
ing air-raids really 
popular. + ... 

It is stated that the ! 
paper shortage is caus- 
ing great anxiety to 
boot and shoe repair- 
ers, who fear that if 
supplies are any fur- 
ther restricted they ' 
may bo compelled to 
use leather. 



Theatrical managers auk experiencing a considerable amount of trouble 

AND EXPENSE IN ENGAGING PERSONS TO ACT AH CROWDS. ONE MANAGER, IN JUS 

Roman Arena Scene, hah got over the difficulty with tiie help of a large 

LOOKING-GLASS THAT REFLECTS THE GALLERY. 


“Families Supplied. 1 ’ 

“ Parcel, new l>ab\, 
7; 'I'he La Ay. 

Safe Bind, Safe Find. 

Letter received by 
a fi rut of safe maiiu- 
fac( urers : — 

“Would you kindly 
send mo one of your cata- 
logues, on )<»ur secret 
safes? I have boon away 
two years in a foreign 
poll, and I am coming 
homo somo time in Janu- 
ary ; and 1 think it would 
be very safe to keep my 
money in also mv wife, it 
would be better for her 
while 1 am away on active 
service.” 

‘•The Price of Ponds 
Commission visited a tun 
n e ry to-day. To-morrow 
the commission will re- 
sume the taking of evi- 
dence in tho boot trade.” 

Australian Taper. 


A commercial traveller has been sum- 
moned for using bad language to a taxi- 
driver. It is only fair to tho taxi-driver 
to say that ho did nob know the lan- 
guage was bad till a policeman told 
him so. * * 

The Marquis of Abergavenny is sell- 
ing his Monmouthshire estates, which 
include two mountains. Ho is said to 
be breaking up his collection of the 
latter. ... ... 

“Tho Variety Artistes’ Federation,” 
says a nows item, “ advocate Parlia- 
mentary representation for their pro- 
fession.” We think they might well he 
content with ..the excellent substitutes 
they have in the House. 

* * 

* 

We can think of no finer example of 
the splendid self-sacrilice of tho age 
than the decision of the Colchester 


| the strong objection that some women 
have to using the word “obey ” in the 
marriage servico. * * 

* 

Owing to tho activities of the Pan- 
Germans the Kaiser desires it to bo 
known that it isn’t his War any 
longer. * * 

“ Tho present Parliament,” says The 
Evening News , “is tho longest since 
Charles II.” This, wo understand, is 
denied by the Kitchen Committee, who 
claim that it is merely thinner, which 
makes it look longer than it really is. 
** 

“People that have no towns have no 
history,” said Dr. A. Shadwell in a 
recent speech. But they sometimes 

have butter, which is a far rarer boon. 

* * 

An evening paper states that a tor- 
toise arrived at Blackheath under the 


Nothing like leather, except perhaps for 
eating. 

Strange Behaviour of a Brougham. 

“A brougham, in which a ladv was riding, 
sliiod at a coal dray in — - oil Thursday last 
and sprang through the shop window of the 
premises of Mr. - , furniture dealer." 

The ( ■nhinet-Maher. 

“In any scheme of coal conservation the 
valuable by- prod nets of the gaswords, essential 
in peace and vital in war, must also he con 
sidored . - Scuts I ’a per. 

Our politicians may he trusted to sue 
to that. 

“Til I\ UNITED STATUS’ WAH I’RP- 
TA RATIONS. 

AN AMAZING FROG RAM ME. 

America's second million million will be 
ill the field long before the coming year is 
through . ’* — Times of Ceylon. 

“ Amazing ” seems the right word. 
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WILLIAM II. ON DEMOCRACY. 

Not for myself ; I little care 

For loud Imperial pomp and show ; 
None oi the uniforms I wear 
Affords mo satisfaction, no; 

My throne and crown, my high degree, 
My l)i i sis that figure many a column 
on, 

All aro but vanity to mo 

Just, as they would have been to 
Solomon. 

From time to time I long to slough 
Tho regal state that wraps me round, 
To bo rehorn of common stuff 

And move, like mortals, on tho 
ground ; 

To seek, hoyond tho sacred palo, 

Those joys that never gods like mo 
know, 

And lead in some sequestered vale 
The simple lifo as led by Tino. 

But oh, my people ! *Tis for them, 

For their dear sako, I may not shed 
This tedious orb and diadem, 

Leaving my sheep unshepherded ; 
How would thoy miss, with me away, 
Tho fold that now my flock I pen in, 
And wander off, an easy prey 
To Socialistic wolves like Lenin ! 

Being a simple German breed, 

They ’re not at present ripe for that ; 
A guiding hand is what thoy need 
Before they play tho democrat ; 

As I observed to Trotsky’s crew, 

I ’m all for “ self-determination,” 

But any step with this in view 
Must first secure my approbation. 

So here I am and here remain, 

And, should they bleat for bettor food, 
I must, though mine the harder pain, 
Adopt a blood and-iron mood ; 

Their rebel ranks with guns 1 ’ll swoop 
And into mutton have them pep- 
pered, 

Which is the just reward of sheep 
That strike against their loving shep- 
herd. o..s. 

“A slmal of herrings unexpectedly made 
their appearance off Oral.” — The Times. 

Tn future Lord Khondda would be glad 
to have notice. 

“Charming Black Bear Goat Fur Set in 
new animal design. Sale Brice B5/-.” 

Advert, in Sunday Paper. 

We wore afraid something like this 
would happen when the Eussian bear 
started to play tho goat. 

From a draper’s advertisement : — 

“ (Jp to date jumper . . . bordered with 
self material to true elastic fitting. Waist 
sizes HU to 14}.” - Daily Paper. 

We arc “tightening our belts,” aren’t 
wo ? 


THE PASSING OF POLYDORE. 

We Iiad been pulled out of the battle 
— right out of tho mud into the snow- 
drifts, into a rural area whoro the tiles 
were on tho roof and tho pigs at peaco 
in tho pleasauncc. We could hardly 
believe it. Tho two junior subalterns, 
who joined us last Autumn, spent hours 
in speculation before thoy realised what 
gave tho land scape its unnatural look — 
tho absence of crump-holes, shell-cases 
and army clothing awaiting salvage. 
The dear lads had forgotten that there 
oxisted fields of this unscarred and un- 
littcrod variety. For we belonged to 
an Army Field Artillery Brigade, who 
require neither rest, rations, re-drilling 
nor recreation liko common gunners. 
The youngsters thought that peaco 
must have been declared since there 
were no longer shell-splinters in their 
morning tea. 

Obviously tho occasion clamoured for 
celebration. At first we thought this 
might take tho form of an illuminated 
address to G.H.Q., in a casket specially 
mado by the Battery fitter, but various 
considerations decided us instead to 
have something special to eat. Plainly 
a pig must die. Pigs in this blessed area 
were prosperous and prolific. Family 
parties of them foraged grunting before 
every threshold; tho straw of innumer- 
able stables rustled to their obesity. 

But there are pigs and Pigs. Tho 
Mess Secretary, whose naturally {esthe- 
tic taste had been perverted by months 
of thankless catering, had his oye on 
tho very Pig wo wanted — an adolescent 
hog in whom lie saw, as tho sculptor 
follow saw tho angel in the block of 
marble, innumerable savoury meals. 
The family who were the guardians of 
this noble creature we interviewed en 
masse. It consisted of husband and 
wife and three bo-pattenod daughters, 
all bi lingual and export pig- dealers. 
Thus they had us at a disadvantage, for 
while wo stated our terms in French 
they discussed them in Flemish, re- 
turning to tho language of diplomacy 
only when their conference resulted in 
a decision. 

Wo were still in a semi-stupefied con- 
dition from tho surprise of being brought 
out of action, and finally agreed to pay 
a price satisfactory to them. 

So the Pig, who will live in my 
memory under tho name of Polydore, 
had to be weighed. Having neglecuod 
to train him to sit patiently on the 
scales, his guardians had to coax him, 
still unconscious of his destiny and 
grunting amicably, into a sort of crate, 
the weight of which had been scrupul- 
ously balanced by an equal weight of 
bricks; but wc didn't insist on his being 
tubbed before weighing-in. Polydore 


was an even hundred kilos. A day 
earlier or a day later and his price would 
have involved calculation and decimals. 

It was rather sad to see how many 
volunteers there were to perform tho 
dreadful deed of his execution amongst 
the very gunners whose billot Polydore 
had so often shown his willingness to 
share. They must have employed some 
summary method far deadlior than tho 
ordinary civilian massacre; wo heard 
no cry, no soprano protest, no roproach- 
ful swan-song. Tho spectacle of his 
corpse was spared to us. One morning 
we saw him as Polydore plump, rosy 
beneath his camouflage, bristling with 
vitality ; that afternoon we inspected 
him as mere pale impersonal joints. . 

Thoso were for tho men. Our choice 
was his head, for we remembered appe- 
tising pictures of refectory- tallies lined 
with round-paunched fathers smiling 
with one accord to sco tho ceremonial 
entry of the Boar’s Head. 

I will placo it on record here that 
Polydore was a groat success with the 
troops; he may be said to have gone 
down with thorn. Let that ho his epi- 
taph. But his head ! First of all the 
estaminet-stove proved too small to 
contain it entire, and it had to ho cleft 
vertically. This of course marred Poly- 
doro’s jovial expression and made coro- 
mony impossible. Then tho senior sub 
altern suddenly swore off pork for life, 
having realised, in ono of those strange 
flashes of insight that come to thinking 
men, that crackling was neither more 
nor less than tho material for saddlery 
misemployed. And finally our discou- 
ragement was completed by the carver’s 
oxclamations of astonishment and even 
horror when tho moment came for him 
to set about his business. 

Whether all the pigs of France are 
similar I know not, any more than T can 
say whether our Mess-cook had treated 
Polydoro’s head in some abnormal 
fashion, hut as it was presented to us 
upon our plates none but an Eskimo j 
could have contemplated it without ' 
quaking. All tho most succulent and 
adipose-forming constituents of Poly- 
dore’s diet seemed to have gone to his 
head. We do not happen to number 
any avowed Eskimos in tho Battery, 
and so wo abandoned tho dreadful re- 
mains of our foast to tho limber gun- 
ners, who wore at the timo short of 
lubricant for their axles. Next day the 
axles of every gun-carriage but ono woro 
lavishly over-greased, while the limber j 
gunner responsible for the exception 
figured, dreadfully bilious, on sick 
parade. Never again shall I see tho 
familiar fatuous full-faced smilo of tho 
porker without a shudder and a dis- 
quieting internal emotion. 

Truly beauty is but skin-deep. 
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WEARY WILLIAM. 

LIttle Willie ( calling on his Imperial Parent dining the Berlin strikes). “ YOU ’11E NOT LOOKIN'!! 
YOUR BEST TO-DAY, FATHER.” 

The Kaiser, “NO, MY BOY; I THINK I WANT A REST FROM WHAT OUR FRIEND 
HEIITLING CALLS ‘THE UNBROKEN JOY OF BATTLE.’” 
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A I ITTI e pit ACC TUC TrtD behalf of my Company to express regret 

A LITTLE BIT OFF THE TOP. f or the loss of your roof ornaments, 
“ When in a semi-silvan retreat not owing to the raid, but regret that I can 
even that?*’ I give you no information as to their 

There are doubtless several answers whereabouts. 


to tliis poignant conundrum, but the 
one which concerns me the most is, 
“ When a private munition factory sits 
down within a bomb’s throw of it.” 


I am, Yours obediently, 

James J. Baldwin, 

J /< louifji n<j l)i rector . 

James seemed to bo entering into 


Jf the space between my hedge and . . , T , ^ Ti 

tl.o factory wall were not piled up with | tho "P ,nt of 41,0 80 1 tll0l l« !lfc } 

the mortal remains of disembowelled ! woultl bl1 l" 0 ™- and sent 

motor bicycles, superannuated hip- across the following reply at once:- 

baths and other gew-gaws of civilised Dear Sir, - Yours of uneven date 
life it would be more bearable. (your typewriter is wobbly, isn’t it?) 

Narrow as this space is, it was wide to hand, 
enough for a bomb (unnoticed by the Am i to gather from your cold and 
Press) to drop into during the last formal letter that your Company are 
air-raid. The resulting distribution of taking no steps to lind out the where- 
favours and a wish for a little rclaxa- abouts of my property, carried oil*, or . 
tion caused me to write to the M anaging at tho least driven away, by this bomb, j 
Director of the works i , . 


(Drainford Munitions, j 

lri ti o ii^ t. o^al 1^ cernod . j ^ 

can give mo any in- 
formation as to the r JOVJM\ IN ITALV . 

whereabouts of ono of “Them flowers were hi vex you as a decoration, me 

, ‘ ‘ .... CAMOUFLAGE YERSELF WITH.’ 

my clnmnoy-pots (the 

kind my chimneys wear, not the sort | which was undoubtedly their (your 
with which you and 1 used to decorate Company’s) property? I 

our heads in happier days) which lias This is how 1 look at it. The Huns! 
mysteriously disappeared since (and, 1 were clearly aiming at your Company’s ’ 
believe, owing to) the explosion of a esteemed works (and it wasn’t a had I 
bond) belonging to your Company ; but shot cither), therefore the bomb was 
chiefly as to the present habitat of a intended for your Company, crtjo tho ' 
patent cowl, its complement and con- ho*inb was ipso facto presented to and j 
stant companion for many years, which belongs to your Company as aforesaid. ! 


I Kl 


tc^kjuut I' — • 

£n»i>, i yCj y 


TOVJMV IN ITALY. 


“Them flowers were given 

CAMOUFLAGE YERSELF WITH. ’ 


YOU AS A DECORATION, ME LAD, AND NOT TO 


seems to have accompanied the chim- 
ney-pot in its llight. 


Prom these premises (not my bouse, | 
you understand; I’m using the word j 


Kagorly awaiting your favourable m its legal bearing) it follows that, if 


l am, Yours faithfully, 

A uc. r st u s Win ter. 


any part, piece or portion thereof alien- 
ates tho affections of any of my pro- 
perty or causes it to leave my demesne, 


P.K. — Tliiinkn for the half bicvclo, 1,1,118 <lc l n ' lvln tf mo of its uso, functions, 
the bucket of perforated design, and the : an<1 - ,f 1 " lil y lwc H>o term in this con- 
two cans deposited on mv lawn, which ’ ,,cctl0 "- usufruct, (and tho cowl was a 


howovor I do not r 0 (piirc. Perhaps P'uticuhuiy fruity dosign of my own, 
you will send for thorn. , carried out by Simpson Brothers, of 

rr , • n ‘ c , , . . , i tho London Road), then and in that 

This drew a formal reply m the fol- Cilso r ]lokl tha| / Company is 

lowing tei ms. - morally hound to inform mo as to 

Dear Sir, — I am in receipt of yours j where your bomb has taken my pro- 
3f even date and in reply I beg on j perty, as aforementioned. 


Trusting that after this clear exposi- 
tion of the case they will reconsider tho 
matter and make a clean breast of it, 

I remain, Yours hopefully, 

Augustus Winter. 

James, as 1 happen to know, is prac- 
tically the solo proprietor of Drainford 
Munitions, Limited, and also an iron- 
monger in what is known as a large 
way of business in Market Street, 
Drainford. lie is quite a decent chap, 
but as keen as mustard to do business. 
Next evening I received from him the 
following letter (with enclosure) : — 

Dear Mr. Winter, -I am writing to 
you iu a friendly way to ask why you 
persist in writing such absurd letters 
to my Company. The Government are 
holding thomselves liable for aiivraid 
damage up to live hundred pounds, and 
I should suggest your 

f v ^ j writing to them on 

i jVj | the subject. 

\ H i In the meantime I 

Ilr fi if \>*vm i am sending you our 
Mr ’** MlhJ W i current catalogue, and 
1 fi t mU .¥ 1 ' trust that, should you 
J obtain pecuniary sat- 
/ isfaction from the 

Government, you will 
\ 1 favour me with your 

J mS esteemed commands. 
warn ^ a ldwin joMis 

i ne i n kind regards and 

| Yours sincerely, 

1 James J. Baldwin. 

| I found this answer 
most disappointing, 
and 1 sent a reply to 

LAD, AND NOT TO },y ] ialU ] t uddi'CRScd 

to James at the shoj) 

in Market Street 

Dear Mr. Baldw in, -Thank you for 
your letter and interesting catalogue : 
but surely these are spring and summer 
cowlings, and 1 want one that will do 
for hard winter wear as well. The 
sample on page 1231 is the nearest in 
appearance to my lost treasure, hut is 
too rococo in design to suit my rather 
severe chimney-stack, I am afraid. If 
you have some of those delightfully 
losigned carpet tacks shown on p. 160 
indly let hearer have about half-a-pint. 
Yours faithfully, 

Augustus Winter. 

I also wrote to him as Managing 
Director of Drainford Munitions, Ltd.: 

He Air- llairf. 

Dear Sir — It has occurred to me 
that in my previous letters I may not 
have made it sufficiently clear that my 
anxiety to recover the missing cowl 
arises from particular affection for it. 
Designed by myself, it has withstood 



i&yKgi 
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Extract from Mr. Jolliboy's Diary No. I. 

“ r l 'O-DAY did meet poor Mr. Pessimist in woeful mood. V faith 
A he is the very Dismal Jimmy himself ; but, thinks I, I know the 
very thing to dispel that lack-joy expression. So when he would have 
me discuss with him the news sheet, ‘ Stop,' says I briskly ; * go first and 
buy a pipe and some Chairman tobacco, for any news is better news 
when talked over a good smoke/ And he straightway did, and before 
the hour was out was slapping me on the back for a good fellow." 


Chairman, a fine tobacco, is made in three strengths ; Boardman’s mild ; Chairman, 
medium ; Recorder, full ; and is sold by tobacconists everywhere, at 9Jd. per oz. packet, 

and 3s. Id. per J lb. tin. 


R. J. Lea, Ltd. 


Manchester. 
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A Victorious 
Ally .... Always 

is the Military Dexter . . . 
beats back every weather 
attack . . . gives dry comfort 
in the veriest morass^ .... 
guaranteed ever to resist wet. 


Supplied 



Trench Coats 
from £5 5 0 

Civilian 
from £3 3 0 




L 


WEATHERPROOFS 


)EPOTS FOR MILITARY DEXTERS 

KORTNUM & MASON Ltd. 

181*184. PICCADILLY. W.l 

AUSTIN R E E 1 ) Ltd. 

113 REGENT STREET. W.l 
BIRMINGHAM 


fJ 

im w 


“What a Fine 
Pen” 

remarks the Officer as ho li- 
the Waterman's Ideal, handed 
him by a subordinate. And 
that is the opinion of Army 
men wherever they aie and 
whatever branch of serviri 
they belong. They are user 
with greatest satisfaction 
in Army offices, and with 
equally good results on 
Active Service abroad. One 
cannot make a mistake in 
choosing a Waterman’s 
Ideal as a gift fora soldier 
friend or for one's own 
ise. 

Styles specially recoin- 
nended for Active Service, 
icing extra strong and large: 

Vo. 54 P.S.F. (Self-Filler), 

10 ,- ; Patent Clip Cap, 1 /- 
sxtra ; No. 44 S (Safety), 30 /-. Of Stationers 
and Jewellers everywhere. 

L. G. Sloan, Ltd., 
Oyfc/peK. Cottier 

London, W.C. 2 


(Regd. T uit Mark), 


KHAKI SHIRTS 

should appeal to the man of good 
taste. They are distinguished not 
only by the refined appearance 
they present, but by the real 
value they possess in durability, 
and the fact that they are un- 
shrinkable. Another important 
consideration is that the garments 
possess a unique health value, for 
"Viyella'' absorbs and radiates 
away the moisture from the body, 
and is thus perfectly hygienic. 

OF HIGH-CLASS OUTFITTERS. 


Should you have any difficulty in obtaining, write to 
the Manufacturers for name of suitable Retailer: - 
Wm. Hollini& Co. Ltd. (TVrtrfv only), 64, Viyella Houre, Newgate St., London, E.C. 1 




ttawtocCd 

A Bureau - Bookcase 



Designed in finely figured Mahogany, with deep carving 
round the top and carved cabriole legs, this Bookcase 
is both handsome and distinctive. The centre is fitted 
as a Bureau with cupboard ; with bookcase either side. 
Size: 5ft. wide by 4ft. Sin. high . . £65 : 10 : 0 

HARRODS Ltd Manaaina Director LONDON SW1 


Woodman Jturhidge 
Managing Director 


"l l/'/Ay/AV/frw 4' Ac; tvv'»wi/Y*vv JjVV >V; tw >v : / ), 




WITH WHAT 
SHALL WE 
COVER THE 

FLOOR? 



Seamless 

Axminster Carpets 

M ADE without seams, 
ready for laying 
down ; beautiful designs 
and colourings suitable 
for Drawing Room, Bou- 
doir and Bedroom, made 
also in Turkey and Per- 
sian effects for Smoke 
Room, Dining Room and 
Offices; from £6.3.9. 

Wilton Carpets 

A R E especially suit- 
able lor hard wear, 
close in texture, short in 
pile ; very artistic and 
highly decorative; Per- 
sian reproductions ; from 
£9.9.0. 

Duroleum 

T H 1 S remarkable Floor 
Covering is made in 
various colourings and 
designs, in imitation of 
tiles, carpets and par- 
quetry. The pattern will 
not wear oif, as it goes 
right through to the back, 
and can be fitted on stone 
or wood floors or used 
as surrounds to carpets — 
Linoleum from 3/10 per 
square yard. 

Oriental Matting 

I MPORTED from 
Japan, China and 
India ; very ornamental 
appearance, cool, clean 
and cheap, suitable for 
bedrooms and surrounds 
— from 2/- per yard. 

British-made 
Turkey Carpets 

N OW that "Real” Turkey 
Carpels are so scarce, a 
great success has been 
obtained by a clever English 
invention, so that Carpets 
similar in appearance to real 
Turkish Carpets, knotted ex- 
actly the same way in very rich 
deep pile, in various sizes and 
colourings, are on show at 
Ludgate Hill— prices on appli- 
cation for any size. 


Treloar’s 

68, 69, 70, Ludtfute Hill 
London, E.C. 4. 

Under the shadow of St. Paul’s, 
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Piivatc Smith (i kite assistant to palmist, etc,, Bond Street). "Who’d have thought it? They slum io know me. 


the down-draught and the breozo for 
many years, and I doubt my ability to 
plan such another. Moreover, the delay 
would make my life ncioro unbearable 
than it is at presont, what with the price 
of marmalade and carpet tacks. You 
would scarcely credit the price of a 
tumblerful of the latter nowadays in 
Prainford. I know, having recently 
purchased so mo in the town. 

I can only add that the assistance of 
a search party from your Company’s 
esteemed premises would greatly oblige. 

Yours faithfully, 

Augustus Winter. 

P.S. — Since I wrote the above my 
gardener, a most worthy soul (but for 
his habit of cutting the cheese for his 
elevenses with a pocket-knife that he 
uses for cleaning his pipo), has found 
the cowl, practically intact, in the 
rain-water cistern on my roof. 

P.P.S . — lie the selection of iron- 
mongery deposited in my garden : as T 
shall not be placing any orders with 
you, kindly send for the samples at 
your earliest convenience. 

I fear I may have unintentionally 
hurt James’s feelings over the price of 
his carpet tacks ; at any rate the cor- 
respondence has now closed. 


BALLADE OF FREE VEKSE. 

Ur to the end of the great Queen’s 
reign 

Pegasus proved a tractable stood ; 
Verso was metrical, mostly sane; 
“Fleshly” singers who wished to 
exceed 

Seldom, however great was their 
ncod, 

Hold that prosody was a crime. 

Critics were one and all agreed : 

“ Poets will never abandon rhyme.” 

Now, inspired by a high disdain, 
Grudging tho past its rightful meed, 
Georgian minstrels, might and main, 
Urge that verso must bo wholly freed 
Now and for ever from rules that 
lead 

Singers in chains to a jingling chime, 
Slaves of tho obscurantist screed : 

‘ Poets will never abandon rhyme.” 

Milton and Tennyson give them pain ; 

Marinetti ’s tho man they heed, 
Grim apostle of stress and strain, 
Noise, machinery, smoll and speed. 
Yet the host of the British breed, 
Fighters who sing mid blood and grime, 
Lend new force to tho ancient rede : 

“ Poets will never abandon rhyme.” 


Envoy. 

Prince, vem libra is a noxious weed; 

Verse that is blank may he sublime; 
Still, in spite of the Georgian creed, 
Poets will never abandon rhyme. 

The Meat Shortage— A Drastic 
Remedy. 

“ A author now Order regarding tho sale of 
Sheep, and bringing sheep into line, with other 
cattle, staled that a farmer may slaughter his 
own household oil condition that seven days’ 
notice is given to the Food Committee.” 

Provincial Paper. 

No more Illiterate Centenarians. 

“ By tho ne .v Bill no child could leave school, 
in no reason whatever, until it was 111.” 

Macclesfield Courier. 

‘‘The proposal to constitute a Ministry that 
will deal with matters arising out of tin* War 
situation is viewed with favour and as refit ri- 
ing tho policy of Mmis. Posthmmi.” 

Amsterdam Paper , • j noted by “ The Times." 

This, after three and a-half years of war! 
Elicit fwjtices, PoslJiuma , PusUiuma . 

“At Tunbridge WV1K, Arthur — , a get l 

thirteen, was ordered six strokes with the 
birch on his birthday.” — Eceitiny Paper. 

We are sorry for Arthur, whose birth- 
day, wo understand, was always a 
tender point with him. 
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THE ETERNAL FEMININE. 

Undoubtedly it was tho best billot 
I bad ever mot in all my wanderings 
with tho B.Fj.F. Truo tho room had 
nioro than a llavour of tho calf that 
occupied tho stable next door. You 
could not stamp upon the tiled floor 
without bringing down fragments 
from tho ceiling. A boiler in the ad- 
joining kitchen bulged through the wall 
and occupied a quarter of tho already 
sufficiently limited space; a large worm- 
eaten clothes-cupboard took up another 
quarter, and tho manure midden of tho 
Garde Champetre might have been a 
trifle further from the not too spot- 
less window. But the room contained 
— oh, rapturous sight — a bed ! and little 
Germaine, my landlord’s five-year-old 
daughter, watched from tho summit of 
the midden my first ecstatic embrace of 
its voluptuous oat-llight mattress and 
eider-down quilt. 

You know tho expression of tho 
dillident man who wants to tell you 
something hut cannot quite make up 
his mind to do so. That was how 
Germaine looked at me and tho old- 
fashionedclothes-cuphoard. Tho thumb 
of one hand fairly corked her little 
grenadine-smeared mouth (sho had 
lately lunched) ; tho other grasped 
Antoine, a cockchafer, miserably sus- 
pended head downwards on a length 
of cotton. 

Twice she ventured into tho room 
and twice uncorked herself — once to 
absorb a proffered peppermint, and 
once to introduce mo formally to the 
dangling Antoine. For tho rest sho 
watched in silence tho disinterring of 
my household gods from pack and 
pockets and their enthronement upon 
the flat top of the cupboard (most par- 
ticularly did she watch tho cupboard). 
And always sho watched with that air 
of being on the point of making some 
tremendous announcement. At times 
the suspense became positively oppres- 
sive. Fiiicourage her as I might, sho 
could not apparently bring herself togivo 
away tho dreadful secret of the clothes- 
cupboard. Was she nerving herself to 
disclose the family skeleton, or did 
maiden modesty prevent her from 
extracting some article of apparel? 
No, it could not bis that, for if l left 
the room she seemed to wait in a sort 
of silent agony for my return. 1 gave 
it up, and for the next half-hour forgot 
Gormaino and her undivulged secret in 
the composition of a “ green envelope ” 
letter home. 

Then suddenly I becarno aware of a 
huskily roitorated whisper of “ M ’si our.” 
There was no ignoring tho beseeching 
importunity of that appeal, and I 
turned to find Gormaine, flushed and 


eager, standing with one pudgy fist on 
the handlo of tho mysterious cupboard. 
I felt instinctively that tho crisis had 
come. With a gesture worthy of 
Professor Valentine presenting to a 
largo and expectant audience the 
illusion of the Disappearing Donkey, 
Germaine flung open the doors and 
revealed, clear against tho black in- 
terior, a pair of tiny white kid button 
boots ! 

For the space of ten seconds sho let 
me feast my eyes upon the ravishing 
spectacle; then, apparently deciding 1 
had had as much as was good for me 
at a single dose, roclosed tho cabinet 
and uncorked herself to whisper the 
one word, “ Dimancho.” 

That was enough. Germaine re- 
j corked herself and silently departed 
with an air of complete satisfaction. 

THE BALLAD OF PRIVATE GHADD. 

I si no of George Augustus Chadd, 
Who’d always from a baby had 
A deep affection for his Dad — ~ 

J ii other words, his Father; 
Contrariwise, the father’s one 
i And only treasure was his son, 

Yes, even when he’d gone and dono 
Things which annoyed him rather. 

For instance, if at Christmas (say) 

Or on his parent’s natal day 
Tho thoughtless lad forgot to pay 
The customary greeting, 

ITis father's visage only took 
That dignified reproachful look 
Which dying beetles give the cook 
Above the clouds of Keating. 

As years went on such looks were 
rare ; 

Tho younger Chadd was always there 
To greet his father and to share 
His father’s birthday party ; 

The pink “ For auld acquaintance’ sake” 
Kngraved in sugar on the cako 
Was li is. The speecli he used to make 
Was reverent hut hearty. 

The younger Chadd was twentyisli 
When War broke out, hut did not 
wish 

To get an A.S.C. commisli 
Or ho a rag-time sailor; 
dust Private Chadd he was, and went 
To join liis Dad’s old regiment, 

While Dad (the dear old dug-out) sent 
For red tabs from tho tailor. 

To those inured to war’s alarms 
I need not dwell upon tho charms 
Of raw recruits when sloping arms, 
Nor tell why Chadd was hoping 
That “ if his sloping-powers incroasod, 
They ’<1 give him two days’ leave at 
least 

To join his Father’s birthday feast ”... 
And so resumed his sloping. 


Ono morning on the training-ground, 
When fixing bayonets, ho found 
The fatal day already round, 

And, even as ho fixed, he 
Decided then and there to state 
To Sergeant Brown (at any rate) 

His longing to congratulate 
His sire on being sixty. 

“ Sergeant,” he said, “ wo ’re on the evo 
Of Father’s birthday ; grant mo loavo” 
(And hero his bosom gave a heave) 

“ To offer him my blessing ; 

And, if a Private’s tender thanks — 
Nay, do not blank my blanky blanks! 

I could not help hut leave the ranks ; 
Birthdays are more than dressing.” 

Tho Sergeant was a kindly soul, 

Ho loved his men upon tho whole, 
llo’d also had a father’s rale 
Pressed on him fairly lately. 

“Bravo Chadd,” ho said, “thou speakest 
sooth ! ” 

O happy day ! O pious youth ! 
“Great,” he extemporized, “ is Truth, 
And it shall flourish greatly.” 

Tho Sergeant took him by the hand 
And led him to the Captain, and 
The Captain tried to understand, 

And (more or loss) succeeded ; 
“Correct me if you don’t agree, 

But one of you wants what ? ” said he, 
“ And also which ? ” And Chadd said, 
“Mo!” 

Moaning of course that he did. 

Tho Captain took him by the ear 
And gradually brought him near 
The Colonel, who was far from clear, 
But heard if all politely, 

And asked him twice, “ You want a 
ic hat / ” 

The Captain said that he did not, 

And Chadd saluted quite a lot 
And put the matter rightly. 

Tho Colonel took him by tho hair 
And furtively conveyed him where 
The General inhaled the air, 
Immaculately hooted ; 

Then said, “ Unless I greatly ’err 
This private wishes to prefer 
A small petition to you, Sir,” 

And so again saluted. 

Tho General inclined his head 
Towards tho two of them and said, 

“ Speak slowly, please, or shout instead ; 

I ’m hard of hearing, rather.” 

So Chadd, that promising recruit, 

Stood to attention, clicked his hoot, 
And bellowed, with his best salute, 

“ A happy birthday , Father ! ” 

A. A. M. 

“ A pacifist meeting was broken up yesterday. 
A crow rushod the pulpit, pulled tho pastor 
down bv his coat tails, throw him bodily across 
the auditorium and out of tho back door.” 

reking Gazette . 

Good bird. 
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REPRISALS OFF. 

•Did Ni use tell you I’d been nauc.iity, Mummie?” “No, darlinu 

‘Well, then, I won’t tell you that Nurse dropped the toast jn the mu:, 


THE MINISTRY OF ENTERTAINMENT. 

Tm<: suggestion of tlio manager of the 
Coliseum, made at lunch at the National 
Liberal Club (luncheon-rooms generally 
having become the new forum), that his 
employer, Mr. Oswald Stoll, should 
bo appointed Ministerof Entertainment, 
quickly led to developments. A meet- 
ing of the entertainers and managers 
of London was called on Sunday to dis- 
cuss the matter. The new knight. Sir 
Henry Tozeh, was in the chair, sup- 
ported by a galaxy of talent. 

The Chairman opened the proceedings 
by a few remarks as to the gratifying 
recognition recently accorded by the 
Crown to the Music Hall profession. 
(Hear, hoar.) Doubtless, be said, a 
Minister of Entertainment would bo a 
useful functionary. It was notorious 
that the soldier on leave and the tired 
war- worker found their greatest relief 
in theatres and music-halls --(Cheers) 
— and the propaganda play had, lie was 
sure, a tine future — if done rightly. 
(Laughter.) So far, judging by the speci- 
mens which had been produced at the 
Coliseum, these plays could not ho said 
to have been a shining success. What 
they had now to do was to select with the 
utmost care the right man. (Hear, hear.) 

Lieutenant Grossmitii said that the 
Minister of Entertainment must be 
someone in touch with the world — one 
who moved about and was seen, not a 
mysterious recluse. He proposed Mr. 
Laurillard for the post. 


Mr. Laurillard said that lie greatly 
valued the proposition which had been 
so unexpectedly— (Cheers) — made by 
his friend, whom they were all very 
glad to see there to-day, knowing as 
they did how di Hi cult it was for him to 
snatch a moment from his naval duties; 
hut ho, the speaker, did not foel quali- 
fied to fill the post alone. With Lieu- 
tenant Grossmitii to share the burden 
he might consider it. 

Mr. C. B. Cochran said that he failed 
to see what a Ministerof Entertainment 
would do. Every manager who knew 
his own business and was at all alive 
was a Minister of Entertainment as it 
was. What would Mr. Stoll do if he 
woro appointed ? Would he impose a re- 
volving stage on every theatre? Was the 
propaganda play to be a staple? If so 
ho, the speaker, was entitled to he hoard, 
for ho was the only person present who 
had been successful with it. 

Mr. Alfred Durr said that he con- 
sidered the' suggestion of a Minister of 
Entertainment a good one, even though 
he might not approve of tho particular 
way in which it was made; hut obvi- 
ously a man should ho chosen who not 
only was at the head of tho profession 
but had already been entrusted with 
Government administrations. 

The Acting Manager of the Palace, 
following, proposed Mr. Alfred Butt 
as the best possible Minister of Enter- 
tainment. 

Mr. George Honey said that in his 
opinion it was a mistake to appoint a 


manager. Try as they might to avoid 
it, managers were almost certain to do 
something beneficial to their own places 
of amusement; whereas a comedian 
had no such axe to grind. Ho named 
no names, but lie would remind them — j 
as something of an augury that there i 
was present a comedian who not only 1 
had’ been successful in organising a 
number of War concerts, but who had 
earned the significant title of “ Prime 
Ministerof Mirth.” ((/beers.) 

Mr. Stoll, rising with a dignity all 
his own, saiil that he was both pained 
and surprised by some of the remarks 
to which they had listened. He had 
understood that his own appointment 
to the post of Minister of Entertain- 
ment was certain ; and to hear so main 
other suggestions was distressing to 
him. Obviously he was the most tit 
ting person, because in a peculiar wa\ 
ho combined intellectual and practical j 
gifts. He understood finance, lie under 
stood Herbert Spent i:r and lie under- 
stood the British public. Also lie had 
never been seen without his tall hat. 
(Cheers.) Furthermore he came from 
Wales, where England was accustomed 
to find her saviours. Should lie he 
appointed ho could promise them that 
he would 1)0 unremitting in his energies 
and- - 

Mr. Stoll was still speaking when 
a messenger arrived from Downing 
Street with a note, stating that the 
Premier had no intention ol establish- 
ing a Ministry of Entertainment. 
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Officer. “Do you call youuski.f a koi.dikuV" Hermit. ‘ No, Siu.” 

Officer . “Thkn wjiat the devil do you call yourself?" li ecru it . “A camouelauf.u civilian, Silt.’ 


A WATCH IN THE NIGHT. 

“ Watchmen, what of tho night ? ” 

“ Humours clash from the towers ; 
Tho clocks strike different hours ; 
Tho vanes point different ways. 
Through darkness leftward and right 
Voicos quaver and boom, 

Healing our victory’s praise, 
Tolling the tocsin of doom.” 
“Optimist, what of tho night? ” 

“ Night is over and gone ; 

Bee how tho dawn marches on, 
Triumphing, over the hills. 

Armies of l'oomen in llight 
Scatter dismay and despair, 

Wild is the terror that fills 
War-lords that crouch in their lair.” 
“Pessimist, what of the night?” 

“ Blackness that walls us about ; 

The last little star has gone out, 
Whelmed in tho wrath of the storm. 
Exhaustless, resistless in might, 

The enemy faints not nor fails ; 

Thundering, swarm upon swarm, 
He sweeps like a flood through the 
vales.” 

“ Pacifist, what of tho night ? ” 

“ We hear the thunder afar, 

But all is still where we aro ; 

Good and evil aro friends. 

Here in the passionless height 
War and morality cease. 

And tho noon with the midnight 
blends 

Tn perennial twilight* of peace.” 


“ Soldier, what of the night ? ” 

“Vainly yo question of me; 

1 know not, i hear not nor see ; 

The voice of tho prophet is dumb 
Here in the heart of tho fight. 

I count not the hours on their way ; 
1 know not when morning shall 
come ; 

Enough that [ work for the day.” 

“Two well-known clerics, tho llishop of 
Exeter (Lord William Cecil) and Lord Victor 
Seymour, vicar of St. Seymour’s, South Ken- 
sington, are the sons of peers, and hold courtesy 
titles.”--- Daily Paper. 

So, apparently, does the latter’s benefice. 

Mr. Punch’s Appeal for Raid-Shock 
Children. 

31.v£ January, 1918. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — Wo are very 
grateful to your readers for their quick 
and generous response to your appeal 
for tho poor children suffering from 
air-raid shock, who aro being cared for 
at our Home at Chailcy. 

But, like Oliver Twist , may we ask 
for “more” help, as every post brings 
fresh applications for admission? 

Believe me, Yours sincerely, 

The IIon. Treasurer, 
The St. Nicholas Home for 

Jia id - S h ock Ch i Id ren , 
Heritage Craft Schools , 

Chailcy , 
Sussex . 


Our Commercial Stylists. 

From a Winter sales advertisement 
“MILLINERY 

Beautiful Copies of the inimitable Parisian 
Models.”— Daily Paper. 

“ Canadian Home Rule.” 

“After consulting its supporters the Quebec 
(lovcrmneiit has decided to enforce prohibition 
in the Province of Ontario from Mav 1. P.)10.” 

North. Mail. 

Ontario, we understand, proposes to 
return tho compliment by cnfoieing 
conscription in Quebec. 

Message from a battery position to 
the wagon-line, overheard by the tele- 
phone operator: — 

“We have had no officers’ mess rations for 
•18 hours; please send up some buffer springs 
and mineral jelly.” 

iron rations indeed ! 

“A telegram from Vienna to the Mucnchener 
Neueste Nachrichtcn says I)r. M‘ Eerie, the 
Hungarian Premier, had an audience with tho 
Emperor .” — Edinburgh Evening Dispatch, 

Our contemporary is to be congratulated 
upon having been tho first to discover 
this distinguished Scotsman. 

The Literary Manner. 

“He is an ornament to tho Church he 
adorns. His flexible and lcarjucd stylo aro a 
positive delight to anyone who can appreciate 
the fine points of English.” 

Sunday Taper on Dr. Henson. 

We gather that tho writer of this pas- 
sage is an authority on stylo. 



* THE HOME FKONT AND THE PEACE OFFENSIVE. 

Civilian (on a visit to the trenches). “ WELL, ARE WE GOING TO WIN THIS WAJi?" 
Tommy. “JUST NOW, MATE, THAT DEPENDS ON YOU MORE THAN IT DOES ON MI 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, January 2Hth . — By way of a 
little gibe at tlio usual ofTcct of Lord 
Rhondda’s regulations Mr. Wright 
inquired whether lie would fix a price 
for wood-pigeons, sparrows and rats. 
Feigning an obtuseness which I am 
sure he does not possoss, Mr. Parker 
replied that it was a question for 
the Food- Production Department, and 
drove the questioner to explain that if 
only the Food-Controller would lix 
prices for these pests they would imme- 
diately disappear. 

Armmjh cirunitjuc ctnio. Mr. James 
Lonsdale took his seat to-day in the 
room of his brother, now Lord Armagh- 
DALE. J Io was escorted up the floor by 
Sir Edward Carson, who looks twice 
the man be did before he decided, a 
week ago, to practise bis well-known 
virtue of resignation. When lie left the 
previous Temple of Coalition it was to 
act as a battering-ram. Now, it is 
understood, his role will be rather that 
of a flying-buttress. 

The Commons got through a lot of 
w ork in a short time. Mr. Whitkhouse 
and other patriots opposed the clause 
in the Registration Bill which em- 
powers a policeman to require any man 
to produce his card. This, they said, 
was “sheer Prussianisin' 1 - — a thing 
which, except in Prussia, they cannot 
abide. But the House accepted Mr. 
IIayes Fisher’s assurance that the 
British constable, like another cele- 
brated character, “ is not a Prussian,” 
and passed the Bill. 

Tuesday, January '20l/i. -In view 
of a recent magisterial utterance, to 
which Mr. Punch lias already drawn 
attention, I ought perhaps to say 
that the Marriages Provisional Order 
(No. 2) Bill is not a statute for the 
encouragement or condonation of 
bigamy. Jt is the Order that is pro- 
visional, not the lnarringes. 

Mr. Forster rejected as absurd the 
report that in a stone quarry near 
Calais, now worked by the Labour 
Corps, a dentist could possibly bo em- 
ployed. Yet one would have thought 
no profession would feel so much at 
home in a stone quarry. 

Letters on purely family matters 
are occasionally delayed by the Cen- 
sor’s department because, according 
to the Home Secretary, they are too 
long to he read, or too illegible. “ But 
if they are illegible,” asked Mr. IIogge 
with the adamantine logic of the Scot, 
“what harm can there be in passing 
them ? ” 

On learning that the minimum price 
for potatoes had been fixed at ten 
shillings less in Scotland than in 
England, Mr. Watt was mightily 


indignant. “ It was,” he said, “ another 
instanco of the Englishman bullying 
the downtrodden Scotsman.” Mr. 
Ceynks, whom ho accused of this 
tyranny, is, \ should estimate, just about 
half Mr. Watt’s lighting weight. 

The House of Commons owos all its 
powers to its control of finance, yet, 
except on Ihidguf nights, li nance is 



Mh. Paukri; eejomxo an obtusknkss. 


the one subject which is sure to empty 
it. There was hardly a quorum while 
Mr. Samuel and other Members of the 
Select Committee dilated on the growth 
of national expenditure and suggested 
means of curbing it. Tho Chancellor 
of the Exchequer listened patiently, 
even when Mr. Samuel quoted “A 
chiol’s aiming \e” in an accent which 
j Burns (Robert, not John) would have 
; failed to recognise. This may have up- 
: set Mr. Law, for his endeavour to explain 



SCOTLAND BULLIED BY ENGLAND. 
Mh. Watt. Mr. Clynes. 


his recent speech on the conscription 
of capital will hardly increase his repu- 
tation as a sound financier. Students 
may be interested in the “psychological 
movements in the mind of tho Chan- 
cellor of the . Exchequer,” as Mr. 
Asquith called them, but investors pre- 
fer a more tangible security. 

Wednesday t January '60th,- --Where 
tho fair sex is concerned tho Senior 
Service never forgets its chivalry. On 
learning that pheasants might bo shot 
during the close season Sir Hedwohth 
Mkitx hoped that Mr. Prothero would 
discriminate in favour of the hens. 
I regret to say his example was lost 
upon Mr. King, who, in drawing atten- 
tion to tho food difficulties in boarding- 
schools, laid special stress on the desir- 
ability of not reducing tho rations of 
growing boys. “ And why not grow- 
ing girls, too, Mr. King?” came in an 
audible whisper from where the grille 
used to be. 

When the Lords’ amendments to 
the Representation of the People Bill 
came up for discussion tho Government 
temporarily abdicated its functions and 
left Proportional Representation to a 
free vote. With the reins on its neck 
and no fear of the Whip, the House 
kicked up its heels in lino style. All 
the party -households were divided 
against themselves. Tory twitted Tory, 
Radical railed against Radical, Labour 
belaboured Labour. Mr. Ch vmberlain, 
who was cradled in the Caucus, was 
sure that under “ 1\R.” party-organisa- 
tions would be more rampant than ever. 
Lord Robert Cecil, who sees in 
“ P. R.” an umbrella against “ the dan- 
gerous storms to come,” denounced 
his late colleague as a “ vehement and 
violent obscurantist.” 

Similarly when Sir George Cave, 
most moderate of men, ventured to 
mention a few of the practical diffi- 
culties in the way, he was promptly 
accused of “ unintentional exaggera- 
tion ” by Mr. Balfour, whose enthu- 
siasm for “ P.R.” is partly caused by 
the reflection that had it existed in 
1906 he might still bo Member for 
Manchester. 

1 rather think that Members in 
general shared the viow of Mr. As- 
quith, who was all for trying “P.R.” 
experimentally in somebody else’s 
constituency, hut recoiled in horror 
from the thought of its introduction 
into his beloved Fife. In tho end 
“P.R.” was knocked out by 110, tho 
largest of the many majorities re- 
corded against it this Session. 

Thursday , January 31st.~ To sup- 
press Mr. Lynch takes some doing. 
But where Ministers and even Mr. 
Speaker have failed Mr. J. H. Tiiomas 
succeeded. The patriot from Clare 
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Colonel (a renowned Spartan, to new Sub.). “ I do hoi’k it’s Nor ooino to rain, Mu. Crisp. 
Star Slfb. WELL, Sir, TT-’ IT DOES TIT MV CAN PUT ON THEIR < .RE \T COATS." 

Cofonrl. ‘‘Oil, THEY ’LL BE ALL RIGHT. I WAS THINKING ABOUT YOUll 1-T US." 

“ Toucher wanted at. nights to learn > oiin^ 
lady to write English language.” 

Cilastjoir Ifeiahl. 


loudly demanded a further “ comb-out” 
of the embusqurs in Government offices, 
and declared that “ Whitehall sticks in 
the gizzard of the public.” Then a 
voice from the Labour benches, in quiet 
hut penetrating tones, asked, “ Does 
the over-anxiety on this question come 
from Ireland?” and Mr. Lvncii col- 
lapsod into silence. 

The efforts of the Poors to improve 
the methods of election to the Lower 
House met with a further rebuff. Non 
tali an.rilio was tho feeling of the 
majority of tho Commons, who decided 
to reinstate tho “Alternative Vote” 
which their Lordships had eliminated. 
The debate revealed some ignorance as 
to tho exact meaning of tho subject- 
matter; but it is not true that a Scot- 
tish Member, much concerned about 
food substitutes, was heard to inquire, 

“ What are those Alternative Oafs, and 
arc thoy any good for porridge? ” 

HEAD-COYER. 

Lions have strength ; the nimble Ilea 
Depends on his agility ; 

But, being slow and feeble, Man 
Protects himself as best he can. 

After three years of war my brain 
Bids mo take cover from tho rain. 

Work ! 0 grey matter, in my knob 
To wangle mo a cushy job. 

I often think it would be grand sport 
To join il io Inland Water Transport ; 
Yoho ! a sailor’s lifo for me, 

But in the Inland Water T. 

At ease on deck in well-creased slacks I 
I ’ll watch men marching by with packs, 
And thus by proxy — feel once more 
The stern realities of war. 

Then, on tho other band, although 
I’d like to bean lt.T.O., 

And live in luxury with all 
K i kuhn ek’s best pictures on my wall, 

I can’t help feeling that I oughter 
Try for Divisional Soda-Water ; 

Or I could rest for many moons 
Ground-officer to kito balloons, 

Whose uniform is much more gay 
Than that of our Y.M.C.A. 

At other times 1 think I ’ll go 
Down to Etaples as Pierrot— 

I think it would he rather jolly 
And quite a rest to be a Folly, 

Although thoy tell me that the gem 
Of cushy jobs is A.P.M. 

And if in after-years my son 
Asks mo what mighty deeds I ’vo done 
In the great War, I ’ll simply yank him 
Over my knee and soundly spank him. 

“ However, you cannot for ever bask in tho 
shade.” — Sunday Chronicle. 


The Irish Touch. 

“ The Department of Agriculture prosecuted 

John for having caused a brood sow to 

be slaughtered without a licence from the 
I Vpartmcnt. J >ofeudant admitted the offence, 
but stated that the animal had met with an 
accident, and that it was essential to kill it 
in order to prevent her death.” 

Northern Wh'nj. 

“ The official description is as follows : 

Emily (aged Id), light blue hair, blue eyes, 
dressed in black skirt and green blouse, black 
boots and stockings.’ ” — South African Pa/ier. 

With hair that colour, Emily should be 
easily identified. 

“Maxim Gorky . . . had a vicarious career 
before ho won fame as a novelist. lie had 
practically no childhood .” — Weekly Dispatch. 

He seems to have begun his vicarious 
by being changod at nurse for a 
grown-up man. 


Badly wanted. 

There were food queues at Northampton. 
Meat and fisli were in very short supply and 
rabbits almost unobtainable. There was a 
rush for substitutes.” — Path/ News. 

Poor pussy ! 

“ Wilts. Charming seven -roomed cottage 
to let, furnished (or apartments). Five air 
raids.’’— The Lady. 

But why Wilts ? London can supply 
them just as gratuitously. 

“The plumbers were working 1-S hours to 
the day last week. Even the piping da\s of 
peace had nothing to equal it.” 

Stirliny Sentinel. 

It’s tho pipe-bursting days of war that 
does it. 


Wo never bask in the shade for more career 
than a year or two at a time. 
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HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

(The Emperor of Austria and Count Czernis.) 

The Emperor . My dear Czeunin, the only question is. 


come forward and speak the word of release. But I fear 
your Majesty will find yourself stopped at every turn by 
this Prussian. 

The Emperor. Then we must proceed without him. It 


are wo to have peace? It is quite useless to discuss any- is not we in Austria who are hated and distrusted ; it is he 
thing else, except in so far as it boars upon that question. , alone ; and T do not behove that it is written in the Book 
Count Czrrnin . I quite understand your Majesty, being , ' of Fate that the world is to perish because a Prussian is 

in fact, of the same opinion myself, and arrogant and mean. Wo are not yet over the precipice, 

The Emperor . So far as it goos that is good and has my! though we are near to its edge. I desire to draw back 
1 _ - _ _ while there is yet time, and 

so I bid you work with all 
your might for peace, which 
alone can save us. 

Count C . Your Majesty 
may rely on my whole- 
hearted efforts. The devil 
is in it but we shall get 
the hotter of this Prussian 
parvenu with his sabre- 
rattlings and his stamp- 
ings about in jack-boots. 
I will in all things obey 
your Majesty’s commands, 
so that your far-sighted 
designs for peace may, if it 
is still possible, be carried 
out. 

The Emperor. Good ! And 
if there bo a chance of let- 
ting the Prussian know 
what wo think of him I 
beg you will not hesitate 
to seize it. 


entire approval ; but in j 
order to make our views 
prevail we must proceed 
from words to deeds. Have 
you thought of the matter 
in that light ? 

Count (’. That is pre- 
cisely what I have done. 

1 have indicated by every 
means in my power that 
Austria desires peace and 
must have it. It is only a 
few days ago that I made 
an appeal to the President 
of the United States. 

The Emperor. Yes, that 
was well clone. You carried 
out my wishes to the letter. 

But why has nothing come 
of it ? 

Count C. I must remind 
your Majesty that in this 
business wo do not stand 
alone. Wo have allies whom 
wo must carry with us if 
our words aro to have any 
result. 

The Emperor. Yes, I know. 

Ferdinand of Bulgaria, 

Mehmed of Turkey, and 
William the German — 

Heavens! what a collec- 
tion ! Merely to mention 
their names leaves a bad 
taste in my mouth. Are 
we to bo for ever depressed 
and wretched because we 
cannot shako ourselves free 
from theso contemptible 
men ? 

Count C. If 1 may ven- 
ture to say so, your Majesty 

utters my sentiments with regard to them. Kerdix vnd 
the slimy fox, cares for nothing except his own personal I 
safety; the Turkish Sultan is a mere pawn moved hither 
and thither by the Prussian William, and the Prussian 
William 

The Emperor. Stop, Czeunin, stop! The trade of being 
an Emperor in Austria is difficult enough in all conscience 
without the interference of this Potsdam drill-sergeant and 

professor of unctuous piety. There is something about ~ . 

this man so rancid that I can hardly hear even to think of Half a score o’ sailormcn, torpedoed thrice before— - 
him. Lot him bluster as he likes, i, at any rate, am do- Once was in tho Channel chops, once was off the Noro, 
terminod that Austria shall not he dragged down to utter ! Last was in the open sea a hundred mile from shore, 
ruin by such a man. [ Half a score o’ sailormcn that want to sail again — 

Count C. Bravo, your Majesty, bravissimo ! There spoke And her cargo ’s all aboard her and it 's blowing up^or rain ! 
a real Emperor and father of his people. For tho War | Half a score o’ sailormen that won’t come homo to tea, 
your Majesty is no way responsible. You came to the For she’s dropping down the river with the Duster flying free, 
throne of your forefathers when it was already raging, and Down the London River on the road to the open sea I 
now, moved by the miseries of mankind, you aro ready to 1 C. F. S. 



ATRiBVTEFROM-Trtc* British 
Empire • to- British-Uvrses-; 

Mr. PUNCH DESIRES TO SI PPoKT Ti J E APPEAL OF THE BimiSil WuMKX’S 
Hospital Committee for the fund that is lei no raised to endow 
% A COLLEUH OF NUKSINO AS A Til \NK-OFFElllN G FROM THE BRITISH 

Empire to British Nerses. (Lets should he addressed to the 
Hon. Treasurer, the Viscountess Cowdkay, at 10 , Carlton House 
Terrace, S.W.l. 


“ liny for newspaper cilice, age 
about ii or lb years, stale age.” 

Daily Dispatch.” 

Also state how old ho is, 
w lieu ho was born, and how 
long he has been a boy. 

From a Southsea hotel 
prospectus : — 

“The Canoe. Lake. — This 
sheet of water between the Ks 
plan adc ami hit. Helen’s Parade 
is usi d chiefly for model-yacht- 
ing. its total area is about 3£ 
acres. A portion is laid out for 
tennis, croquet and bowls.” 

As aquatic sports theso arc 
new to us. 


LONDON RIVER 

Half a score o’ sailormcn that want to sail once more, 
Cruising round the waterside with the Peter at tho fore, 
Half a score o’ sailormcn the sea ’ll never drown 
(Seven days in open boats a-drifting up and down !), 

Out to find another ship and sail from London Town. 

Half a score o’ sailormcn broke and on tho rocks, 

Linking down Commercial Road, tramping round the Docks, 
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J~^ON’T be “ one of the crowd.” Don’t 


a typical Hun for my 
free personal Criticism. 


'be content with doing mere conventional 
An work or sketching “just to amuse yourself.” 
Break away and be yourselj. Be greater than your- 
self. Put passion into your work. Impose the 
power of your talent on others. 

It is the hand of the Creative Artist that fashions 
the world. It is he who designs the battleship ; 
who conceives beautiful dresses and furniture ; who 
enshrines the ideal, whether in a Venetian Palace or 
in an Academy picture. It is the Artist again who 
makes the success of commerce and helps construct 
the fortunes of the Captains of Industry. Art is Life. The greatness of a people has 
always coincided with its greatness in Art. Look at Greece and Rome, and the Italian 
Renaissance, and the Elizabethan Age. 

The unparalleled success of Mr. Hassall’s postal tuition is based upon the fact that he 
recognises Art to be of the Brain and the Heart as well as of the 
Hand. As you study under him you feel the force of a living 
inspiration ; you find the beauty and the power of life grow under your 
hands. Whether you aim at increasing your income or at achieving 
success in pure aesthetic Art, you will surely find a new delight in life. 

Fill the long dark evenings with the pleasure of seeing your talent 
develop and your power grow. Send for Mr. Ilassall’s 

FREE ILLUSTRATED 48 PAGE BOOK 

which tells you how to become a successful Artist. 1 he work is illustrated with many 
coloured plates and drawings by Mr. Ilassall and his famous students. With your applica- 
tion, send some original work for Mr. Hassall’s criticism (or copy the sketch printed here). 

You should apply at once, as only a limited number ot these fine books are available. 



It does not matter where you 
live ; whether you are a beginner 
or an advanced student ; whether 
you wish merely to get pleasure 
from sketching or to become a 
highly-paid commercial artist, 
John Hassall can show you the 
way to success . 


POST THIS COUPON TO-DAY. 

To Mr. JOHN IIASSAIX, 

The John Ilassall Correspondence Art School, Ltd., 

7, Stratford Studios, Kensington, W. 8. 

I enclose you a Drawing for your personal critici- in . 

Please send me fret: of nil cost full particulars of how to become a 
successful artist, and your illustrated book “Till-: JOHN HASSALL 
WAY.” 

Name . 

Address . 

P. 6.2.18. 
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MILKMAID 

CAFE AU LAIT 

LEAVES NO “GROUNDS” FOR COMPLAINT. 

fcifToo in perfection ns served cm the Continental Boulevards, and so easy to make- 
only boiling water required— that you cannot go wrong. A delightfully invigorating 
and sustaining beverage, and the acme of Economy — No Milk or Sugar needed. 

PREPARED , IN ENGLAND BY THE WELL-KNOWN FIRM 
OF NEBTLE AND SOLD BY ALL GROCERS AND STORES 

Cash Price, 6d., ff^d., and 1/tO pa tin. 


The New 
JAEGER 
Night Wrap 

is easy 

and comfortable 
to slip into 


It looks charming 
and is 

delightfully cosy 
ia bed 




Night Wrap, ('ream Flannel 
from 27/6 

Fine “Cashmere" Weave 
from 30/- 


126, Regent Street. W. I 
456. Strand. W.C. 2 
30. Sloane Street, SAV. I 


LONDON DEPOTS: 

102. Kensington High Street, W. 8 
115. Victoria Street. S.W. 1 
85-86, Cheapside, E.C. 2 


Jaeger Agents in cvciy toil'll and throughout the British Empire. 



The problem of expensive new 
clothes need not worry you, if \ oil 
send )our suit or overcoat to us to 
be renovated by our .special tailor- 
cleaning process. 

Whatever their condition we are 
•able to make them like new. We 
clean, do all minor repairs, reshape 
and press in best West -end style for 
5/6 per suit or overcoat. 



34-40, Great College Street, 
London, N.W, 1. 


Telephone: North 2882-2883. 

L Oii receipt of postcard we will collect 
and deliver anywhere within 10 miles 
of Charing Crons. Llcyond. use parcel 
Pont ; we Pont bach FREE. 



Fine Old Virginia 
Cork tipped Ovals 

-| fr, r OA Also in Boxes vr 

lLforCKJ of 50 & lOO ft- 




How little salt one does 
use at table; it is worth 
while ^ettix^the best— 


12 


a 



b 


SALT 


JS 



ALL 

THE LATEST 
Gramophone Records 
SENT BY POST 

A T 94 Regent Stiect you will 
fl iid the most complete and 
perfectly-equipped Audition 
Salons in London fui hearing the 
latest ‘‘His Master's Vokc " Re- 
couls. We keep every Record in 
stock, and hold the largest stock 
in Untain. Our scrv ce is prompt 
and efficient. You can hear the 
Records at ease and in comfort, 
and, if you are unable to take 
advantage of calling, wc will dis- 
patch record within six hours 
after receipt of jour older. We 
shall, of course, be pleased to send 
Lists of Records post free on re- 
ar, cst. We invite your patronage. 
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THE LAWS OF MUSIC. 

("Dedicated with profound reverence to the 
author of the coruscating article on the same 
subject in a recent number of The Times . J 

14 Rules and schools aro made for 
fools,” as Squinchlor says in his Aphor- 
isms for Artists — a work proscribed at 
all academies, but of priceless value in 
encouraging fruitful revolt against sys- 
tems and soulless precision. Music has 
its laws, but they cannot bo stated with 
mathematical exactitude. Thus the 
law of centrality, the first law which the 
composer obeys, can easily be misunder- 
stood by formalists. Of three things 
in a row one must bo in the middle, 
but that does not make it central. 

And as with geometry so with arith- 
metic — its rules aro a broken reed to 
the musician. 

The laws of music stand apart from all 
other laws, since they are most triumph- 
antly obeyed by those who aro entirely 
unconscious of their obedience or of 
the existence of the laws themselves. 
Mozart, as wo showed recently, knew 
nothing of the law of centrality, but 
if we look at the texture of his work, 
the density of the stuff, the quality of 
his fibre, or at the period, the sweep of 
the effort and preciousness of the mo- 
ments, wo recogniso that lie was at 
least subliminally conscious of its para- 
mount and insistent value. 

This then is the first of those laws 
to hearken to which is better than the 
fat of rams — that things which aro in 
the middle are not necessarily central, 
and that conversely things which are 
central must not bo middling. There are 
four others of hardly less vital import- 
ance, all of which arc splendidly obeyed 
by our younger composers. 

The law of antinomy, which Squin- 
chlor in one of his luminous prefaces 
defines as a reconciliation between the 
categorical imperative and the cosmic 
paulo-post-futuristic permissive), is that 
which young composers follow when 
they synthesizo divergent planes of 
emotional content instead of leaving 
them to emerge independently in their 
intrinsic fluorescence. It is this law 
which Hquinchler himself nobly illus- 



First Munitioner. “My old man’s won 'juis mj:d\l. Don’t it mark yr.r: ji •Alois? ” 
Second Munitioner (with great hauteur). “ Not mi: ! My Dill went out to kill Germans 
NOT COLLECTINO SOOVKNKETlS." 


trates by the two immortal semiquavers 
that intrude upon the quavers in the 
penumbra of his At debar an. The law 
of obscurity, which darkens without 
hiding and produces an atmosphere at 
once fuliginous and translucent, sug- 
gesting a tropical twilight, is better 
displayed in BobolinkofTs excursions 
into the crepuscular inane than in such 
square-cut tunes as “John Brown’s 
Body ” or “°0 Dem Golden Slippers.” 
As Percy Cornstalk observes in one of 
his homely but pregnant apophthegms, 
“ It is bettor to aim at nothing and hit 
it every time than to score a monotonous 


string of bull’s-eyes.” The most luci- ( 
ferous image of all antiquity was that of , 
the ChimaTa, hombnutns in vacuo , and 
Diarmid McGrallocli has translated it 
into terms of harmony more thoroughly , 
than anyone, unless we except Bertram 
Buck trout. . ’ 

The law of exacerbation, which recog- 
nises the paralysing and enervating , 
effect of tranquillity and prescribes a I 
constant series of onslaughts on the j 
principal nerve ganglia, is more .loyally 
supported by Hercules Blogg than by j 
Berlioz* or Richard Strauss. And: 


( lastly the law of curvature demands 
i that the melody shall he sensitive and 
serrated and titillate the hearer volup- 
tuously. Mendelssohn and tti’onumis- 
, took the curve for that of the railway 
1 arch, hut Prtnkevitchsvtnchtciiitzky 
’ and Quanlock de Bauville know that it 
should droop like an intoxicated para- 
, bola. 

. These and their like are the laws 
j which hind musicians ; hut the hooks 
never mention them. They are only to 
j be found in war-time in the pages of 
i The Times. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“ Love in a Cottage.” 

I imagine the author of A Man of 
Honour and Human Bondage , tongue 
in cheek and one eyelid mischievously 
pendulous, spreading his elbows to the 
roguish work of writing Love in a Cot - 
tage. “I will give them /'says he, “heaps 
of money ; Como and Paris ; some titles ; 
somo amusing lines and a few little 
quips of my own ; a few of other peo- 
ple’s, woll worn, so that thoy at least 
will bo recognised with the tribute of 
familiar laughter. I Jiavo done this 
sort of thing before, bub this time 1 
will not be merely artificial, I will bo 
prepostorous ; not just pleasantly and 
llippantly shallow but deliberately and 
conspicuously insincere ; my satire shall 
not be merely obvious, it shall be posi- 
tively crude. And you will see thoy will 
come and eat it out of my hand. , . .” 

In the First Act the Hotel Splondidc 
on tho Lake at Como shows you a 
disgruntled millionaire; his spouse, a 
tyrannical hypochondriac ; a sweet run- 
away wife, hired nurse of this unattrac- 
tive patient; sundry women whose 
tongues wag against so unsuitably 
pretty a dependent ; and sundry males 
competing for her favour and mitigating 
the severity of her bondage. Tho only 
soft spot in tho old millionaire’s money- 
bound heart, by tho way, is his fatherly 
affection for our charming Sybil. A 
letter announces tho suicide of her un- 
satisfactory husband and her inherit- 
ance of half-a million, subject to tho 
condition of her not remarrying. 

Act II. gives us our heroine charm- 
ingly gowned. Toadying to the now 
rich takes the place of tho felino 
gossip and tyranny. Our Sybil flip- 
pantly accepts tho hand of a fortune- 
hunter who doesn’t know of tho will’s 
limiting clause and who beats an igno- 
minious retreat when he does ; she 
refuses tho proper hero, a pleasant 
philosophical young doctor who neither 
covets nor possesses the wealth that 
everybody olso, including Sybil, thinks 
so desperately important. lie takes his 
refusal without dismay, biding his 
Fourth Act. And Sybil, after distribu- 
ting largesse to the parson and two 
shameless spinstors, stretches out hor 
arms to Paris and freedom with a full 
purse. 

And then (Act III.) comes disillusion- 
ment. At her famous fancy-dress ball, 
to which an exiled minor king is coming 
incognito, one of her guests borrows 
ten thousand francs and another blandly 
proposes that she shall be his mistress 
to save him the trouble of working for 
a living. So that when a telegram from 
the young Como doctor bids her come 
quickly to help a friend she forthwith j 


leaves hor house by the window while 
the already announced royalty is mount- 
ing tho stairs. Possibly she is appre- 
honsive as to tho size of tho loan he 
will roquiro or tho nature of tho liaison 
he will propose. The curtain deprives 
us of tho sight of the royal chagrin — 
which is a pity. 

It is, then, a disillusioned beauty that 
in Act IV. comes back to the azuro 
Como . . . Money is a disastor. Nobody 
loves tho rich -poor things. Thoy are 
only milch cows ... It is hor friond the 
millionaire who is in trouble. His monoy 
is rising up and throttling him. Even 
as she is soothing him and reconciling 
him to life with monoy (so arduous 
and dubious a reconciliation — tho par- 



A CONSCIENTIOUS OBJECTOR TO LOVE 
IN A COTTAGE. 

Martin Arm! . . . Mu. Gayf.u Mack ay. 
Sybil Brtirr .... MISS Maiuk LdllH. 

son interrupts to beg her for help for 
his church, and tho two spinsters try to 
negotiate a loan, which so annoys the 
old man that he goes off and shoots 
himself. And tho doctor has hardly 
certified life to he extinct before ho 
returns to press his rejected suit and 
the twain declare for Love in a Cottage. 
A most convincing sermon, is it not, on 
this misery of riches ? 

Miss Marie LOiiu makes her first 
trial of the adventuro of management. 
Sho has every reason to read tho omens 
as favourable. 14 Her fortunate keel ” 
should “touch goldon sands,” iri the 
w T ords of her modest and polite pro- 
gramme sonnet. She has the ono in- 
dispensable quality for success on the 
London stage — a charming prettinoss, 
which she uses with excellent offect in 
the many changes of becoming costume 
for which her thoughtful author had 
provided. She was best in hor little 


moods of quiet roguishness. If she 
did not seem to feel the more solemn 
passages — well, perhaps she had such 
excuses as I have indicated. 

Mr. Mulcaster’s doctor was a very 
pleasantly handled young man, tho 
most satisfactory of the author’s cha- 
racters. Exquisite touches of humour 
and tenderness in Mr. Valentine’s grim 
millionaire were good to see. Miss 
IIaidee Wright had to waste her fine 
powers on that foolish puppet, the 
millionaire’s invalid wife, and Miss 
Ellen O’Malley’s cleverness had little 
or no scope in tho peg part of a com- 
panion. Mr. Gayer Mackay scored 
excellent points as tho asinine and mer- 
cenary lover ... 1 cannot think the 

players believed in their play, which 
should have an excellent run. T. 

M USINGS ON MARMALADE. 

(■“The price of marmalade has hitherto re- 
mained uncontrolled. Tho omission is now to 
bo rectified, and wo understand that during 
tho present week an Order will be issued by 
the Food Controller fixing the maximum re- 
tail price at lid. a pound.” — Times, Jan. With. J 

0 marmalade, though bread and meat 
Contribute more to our nutrition, 

Ono meal at least is not complete 
Without thy bitter-sweet addition. 

Far hack in days upon the Cam 
I mind me how, in strictest training, 
From thee— ’twas otherwise with jam — 
Tlioro was no call for our refraining. 

Thenceforth from youth right on to eld, 
Witlian allegiance staunch and stable, 
Have I enthroned thee, unexcelled 
Emollient of the breakfast-table. 

The home-made brand 1 most esteemed, 
Although at need I condescended 
To purchased substitutes, which seemed 
Of glycerine and turnip blended. 

Still, though the vulgar name of 
“ Squish ” 

Aptly at times described the mixture, 
Somo form of marmalade, in dish 
Or pot, was at my board a fixture. 

J3ut for a solid year at least, 

Through war’s demands on my ex- 
chequer, 

Thy tonic attributes have ceased 
To stimulate my morning pecker. 

1 missed thee, but thou wert too dear — 
My purso was never a Golconda — 

When lo ! on my enraptured ear 
Falls this new Order of Lord 
Rhondda. 

The glorious news is going round 
Which indicates the resurrection, 
Priced at elevenpence a pound, 

Of this delectable confection. 

And yet misgiving fills my mind 
About this plan of maxitnumming ; 
For price means nothing if we find 
The thing itself is not forthcoming. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The Free Press (Allen and Unwin) is a reprint in volume 
form of certain articles by Mr. Hilaire Belloc which 
I remember in tho trenchant pages of The New Age. In 
them ho sets out to prove that the Common (or Capitalist, 
as ho calls it) newspaper is useless ancl dangerous, and ought 
to bo abolished ; and conversely that the hope of the future 
lios in a Press genuinely free both from tho shackles of 
private ownership and the tyranny of advertisement. Tn 
one respect at least I should join issue with Mr. Belloc. 
Never, I fancy, was what we call tho influence of the Press 
so apparently great but in reality so slight. We may all, 
or most of us, buy more papers than over before ; but as 
for that pathetic faith, which 1 seem to recall from tho 
early days of 1914, by which a statement read in The Daily 
Something became ipso facto more probable than not — 
where, oh where is it now ? Still, after making allowance 
for Mr. Belloc’s prejudices (notably that eagerness cher- 
clier le juif which is still an obsession with him) tho fact 
remains that ho has stated clearly and well an exceedingly 
strong caso; though I cannot think that lie is altogether 
kind in his comparison of the notes in The Spectator to 
“ the conversation of commercial travellers in a railway car- 
riage.” That any indictment of the “ advertisement-rfin ” 
papers naturally resolves itself more or less into a puff of 
certain organs notoriously not thus supported is perhaps 
unavoidable. Mr. Belloc’s little book is a half-crown’s 
worth of'special pleading over which anyone, with whatever 
result to his convictions, may spend a stimulating hour. 

In a dedicatory letter Mr. Hugh Walpole explains that 
The Green Mirror (Macmillan) was written before the War 


and almost excusos himself for allowing it to bo published 
Both explanation and excuse are unnecessary. Mr. Walpole 
is dealing with a subject which will bo as vital when the 
War ends as it ever was. It is not so much a story of 
family life (though it is that) as of Family. Tho Trenchards 
— we have here their history through three generations — 
were obsessed with the Family Idea. (Incidentally I may 
say that longevity was a habit of theirs, and to crowd 
uncomfortably under one roof was another.) Unfortunates 
who were neither Trenchards nor connected with thorn 
simply did not count. Whether in London or Cornwall, 
which for some unintelligible reason is called “ Glcbeshire,” 
tho Trenchards fortified themselves against tho outer world. 
Through their defences a young man thrusts himself and 
has tho temerity to fall in lovo with Katherine , of the 
youngest generation, tho joy of the whole Family. How 
tho intruder is absorbed into and deadened by the Trenchard 
atmosphere is cleverly told ; though tho process of assimila- 
tion would have been moro impressive if ho had had a 
really strong will of his own. The triumph of the book is 
Katherine' s mother. Till now 1 never appreciated how 
dovastatingly selfish a devoted mother can be. Though 
Mr. Walpole’s wealth of detail is doubtless justified by 
tho nature of his theme, I confess that at times it strained 
my patience. On the other hand I would gladly have been 
told more about Vincent Trenchard , who is announced to 
be coming home from Eton, but (though I anxiously looked 
for his arrival through many pages) never puts in an 
appearance. An Eton boy’s breezy presence among so 
many ancient and middle-aged people would havo been a 
welcome tonic. It is a great pity that he got mislaid. 

Stepsons of France (Murray) is a very happy title for 
Captain P. C. Wren’s collection of talcs of the hrench 
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Foreign Legion. These episodes, sometimes blood-curdling, Miss Sharp is far too intelligent not to osti mate such 
in the outlandish careers of individual legionaries, be they I rubbish at its proper value ; one recalls work of hers in 
English, Scottish or American, sorvo indirectly as &n indi- j the past, contributions to The Yellow Book , for example, as 
cation of the lighting spirit of France. If her stepsons | proof of this. And one feels sorry for her to-day. 
are liko this what must her sons bo ? The tales are said j . 

to 1)0 true, but I find it hard to believe that the gay and j Elizabeth Allenby in An Officer's Wife (Jenkins) was the 
lively imagination of the author has not had some pi iy. j victim of a vexatious will, which made her whole income con - 
True, the depot of this regiment was once the ultimate | ditional upon her remaining single. No doubt it was right 
collecting-place of the world’s most reckless, adventurous j in principle, but somehow it wasn’t made to seem natural in 
and abandoned rips. Even for them, however, life could not. | fact, that, having roused her Tony up to an enthusiastic pro- 
have been such a concentration of brutality and romance, i posal, she should lio about this in the fear that the proposal 
terror and humour. But no matter if Captain Wren has j might be held up by chivalrous feelings on her account, 
touched up the picture a bit ; these infantry units of the j After all, ho was very, very young and she was very, very 
grand French army deserve to bo advertised on flaming | pretty, and they were together in a conservatory, and the 
posters. I hope ho will dotho same for the other inagnili- j lights were low and the palms were accommodating; it 
cent troops to whom he refers from time to time; in par- j only needed an “ I’d sooner be as poor as poor with you, 
ticular the Chasseur Alpin requires to bo better known darling, than as rich as bo blowed by myself,” and I don’t 
out of his own country. Meanwhile it should be noted think Tony would havo given the matter another thought 


Hiuuu/immuiniu 


that these tales do not ~ — ' until some few weeks after 

IU the honeymoon. How- 
ever, once they wore mar 
ried the sequel developed 
naturally enough ; and the 
fatal will behaved in an 
entirely normal and life- 
like manner by remaining 
valid till the very end. 1 
thoroughly approved of 
Captain Grant, whether 
he was to be regarded as 
a virtuous villain or a 
not too persistently heroic 
hero. Hannah, as occa- 
sional chorus, gave great 
satisfaction, and 1 have 
met few women moro de- 
lightfully detestable than 
Mrs, John Luttrell. There 
was, too, a noteworthy 
sympathy for the feelings 
of other officers’ wivos 
which will please many. A 

word of advice, in conclu- 

BvELYN SHARI*, who wrote ' Mistress (to general, h ho has hem sent on an c era ml). “You am: vritv sioil, to LOUISE HeiLGEKK! 
it. She has apparently ^atk, Mary.” • she should not permit her 

composed the sketches in , Mtm J' " WKrT ’ M V M » TJn: w, l T,:u (,0T M,x ™ L ’,V wmi THK ! women to use improbable 

this volume to express the cattishisms; and next time 

detestation of war that is of course common to us all. I she should get a man to edit her slang and bring it up to date. 
Whether she objects to the present War chiefly, or to wars in | Tony, meaning to be intensely human, appeared at times, 
general, is a point that may be loft obscure. What is by no j by reason of his selection of words, to be slightly common, 
means obscure is the perplexed irritation of the author over 

tbo fact that the majority of her fellow-countrymen should The Chronicles of St. T'nl (Skeffington) gives us yet 
havo found even the horror of war preferable to certain another opportunity to admire Mr. Epen Phillpotts in 
other unpleasantness, to national dishonour for example, his out-and-out West-Country mood. Here wo havo sixteen 
On every page that she devotes to this problem you will [ sketches of St. Tid, which is the Phillpottsian for Delabole, 
read plainly the vexation of a clever pleader devoid of argu- ! and although none of them is remarkablo all are readable, 
moots ; in their place she can give us nothing but vain j Possibly the characters are not quite so quaint as we are 
reiteration of tho physically revolting aspect of bloodshed accustomed to find them in the author’s West-Country 
(as if there was a man or woman to-day who did not under- tales, but what we lose in humour we gain in trueness to 
stand as much !), mingled with uneasy sarcasm at tho sim- life. For my own part I am never more content than when 
plicity of mind that would brave such terrors for an ideal . Mr. Phillpotts has seated a bevy of his creations com- 
incomprehensiblo to the better-informed writer. There is a fortably in an inn, and I may stay with them 
certain sameness, not to say monotony, about the method of “ Until the clock with muflled chime asserts that it is closing time, 
Miss Sharp’s propaganda; the “quiet” puppet, generally And o’er the fields now white with rime the company retires.” 

11 in the corner,” figures largely, with what the author clearly In this book there is not much bar-parlour gossip, but the 
intends as unanswerable objections. “ ‘ Why are the Ger- tale which appeals to me most is suggestively called “ ‘The 
mans called Huns? And why have we gone to war with Green Man * and ‘The Tiger.’ ” However low this taste of 
Hunland?' proceeded this tiresome young woman. The mine may be, Mr. Phillpotts is responsible for having 
old gentleman pretended not to hear.” Really, of course, created it, and I am grateful and unashamed. 


that these tales do not ' 
touch upon tho present . 
War. This, l think, is just 
as well. The achievements 
of tho Legion in the lino : 
are better left to the his- 
torian to be recorded' — as 
they havo been decorated 
— eolloctively. Readers of , 
Captain Wren’s stories, 
who should be very many j 
and various, will not only 
enjoy these reminisecncos 
of tho past ; they will he 
impatient to know of all 
being done in the present 
by the Legion. 

I have been reading a 
small book called A Coni - ! 
7nun ion of Sinners (Allen ! 
and Unwin), with the re- ; 
suit that I would give 
a good deal for a quiet : 
conversation with Miss I 
Evelyn Sharp, who wrote ' 
it. She lias apparently 
composed tho sketches in 
this volume to express the 
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disappointed at not being able to carry j 
CHARIVARIA. out their idea of sharing their plenty j 

There is no truth in the report that with less fortunate British civilians. j 
the postponement of the sale of the * * 

Medici Letters at Christie’s is due to The American millionaire who rc- 
a belated offer on the part of the Censor ccntly offered to buy a pair of tanks 
to put a few finishing touches to them, has since notified the Government that 

to ensure safe delivery the creatures 
Nor is there any ground for the should roach New Jersey before the I 
rumour that the stoppage was duo to mosquito season begins. 1 

the fact that the A.8.E. had not had 

time to consider the inattor. “ It is Germany,” says a Hun paper, 

“ who will speak the last word in this 
Dr. Delmkr Croft, the American War." We agree. And the last word 
“Old Moore,” states that in his opinion will ho “ Kamerad ! ” 
the end of the world will coino in . 
the year 3187 a.d. Every effort is 

therefore being made to push on ▼ «&!r 

with the War in order that the two U yffjM 

events shall not clash. sji 


The Lokahuizeiyer points out 
that Sweden has offended Ger- 
many. Wo have felt for some 
time that Germany was annoyed I 

about something. j 

* * ! 

* ! 

The Ministry of Food is care- 
fully watching the production of ; 
sausages. It is evident that there is 1 
much norvousness existing among ; 
sausages, for they seem of late to 1 
ho going about in groups. 

* * 

* . 

Broadstairs residents claim to 
have heard the cuckoo, while from 
Ramsgate cotnes the almost in- 
credible story that a butcher has 
been scon in full bloom. 

* * 

* 

The Kiilniselie Xcitung donies the 
story that, while shaking hands 
with the Crown Prince at a Beilin 
meeting, a neutral journalist had 
his pocket picked. At the same 
time it would be wise in future to j 
insist on Little Willie showing 
both hands. * ... 




MX 





Officer. “ 
SEE ONE?" 



v\EllE AN OFFICER WHEN 


Labour Tommy. "I ain't in YOVR CRUSH, Sill. 

„ , i t i ii in Mu. Jones’s Comfann.” 

People are requested by the 

authorities not to use the telephone Violets are reported from a Sussex 
during air-raids. Should it bo abso- garden, and Mr. Octii waits, who as a 
lutoly necessary it is suggested that the j patriot would prefer them to ho onions, 
conventional “Are you there ?” should \ will ask a question about it in tho 
bo replaced by somo phrase less likely | House of Commons, 
to depress tho operator, such as “ How j 


are you all at home? ” or “ A nice bright 
night for tlie time of year.” 


A ghost, with a “clutching hand,” has 
beon seen at Gillingham. There is a 
popular superstition that a Quarter- 
master-Sergeant was hanged there in 


The finding of the Government Com- master- Sergeant was hanged there in 
mission that someone was to blame for tho reign of Chaiu.es IT. 
the Halifax disaster has caused pro- 
found dissatisfaction in naval circles. Any attempt to brighten up the 
• *,* literature of the day should bo encouv- 

Tvvo recaptured German prisoners aged. We are glad to note that the 
who escaped from a Welsh internment January issue of I hr London Dele phone 
camp were found to be carrying haver- Directory has been brought up to date 
sacks filled with food. It is understood by the inclusion of tho postal number 
that the kindly follows were greatly of tho various districts. By carefully 


remembering this number and adding 
it to the telephone number which you 
want, it may he possible to get through 
to tho wrong number without voluntary 
aid from the operator. 

According to The Keening News a 
London bus conductor, upon seeing a 
cheese in a shop window, stopped the 
bus. The cheese however still sticks to 
the story that it did not signal to the bus. 

CHURCH AND STAGE. 

| A country Vicar has lately forbidden his 
Curate to appear c, u the amateur stage in 

p\ jamas. | 

Tis difficult upon tho stage 
! Prop riot ies to keep ; 

! What should a poor young Curate 
wear 

As he poses himself for sleep? 

; H his pink pyjamas ho selects 

Tho Vicar declares ho ’s shocked ; 
If lie chooses to don a night-shirt 
! He’ll probably he unfrocked. 
Retaining his regular clerical garb 

May save the Church's face; 

But is going to bed with your trou- 
1 sers on 

! Ail infallible sign of grace? 

“Handsome. Bine -fronted Amazon 
, Parrot ; plain Talker ; cheap.” 

I Provincial Paper. 

We fear that the bird’s talk was 
plain to the point of rudeness. 

j . - 

Headline from an article on 
domestic economy 

j “FISH COQUKTTFS.” 

i Evening Paper. 

Wo understand that the main in- 
gredient in this attractive dish is 
what lawyers call a feme sole. 

From a story entitled “The Girl 
who was Incompetent”: — 

“She had exactly twenty shillings in 
[>M her purse. Six of "tho twenty would go 
for tlii! week’s rent of the shabby little, 
back bedroom ‘-he inhabited, tho remain- 
ing fifteen lay between her and starvation.” 

It is absurd to call a girl incompetent 
who can turn pounds into guineas. 

Indian Food Hogs. 

“ ‘ Don’t congratulate me,’ In* would say in 
a tone of injured brusquene, ‘ it was the men 
who did it,.’ and he was as genuinely mieom 
fortable as if lie wore wearing borrowed 
plums.” — 'J’ime'i of India. 

This and the other habit of wearing ripe 
tomatoes should be discountenanced in 
War-time. 

“ The Committee wi^h to impress mi the 
supporters of the hospital all <>\er Ireland that 
the Matron can utilise vegetables of any sort, 
especially potatoes, eggs and poultry. ’ 

hish Times. 

We have hoard of “ asparagus chickens, *' 
but the vegetable egg is new to us. 


VOT . cliv. 
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LETTERS FROM THE HOME FRONT. 

My dear Bkoinald, — I sometimes 
fear that in tho ordered conditions of 
your trench life you lack imagination to 
picture the cruel rigours of war as wo 
sutler them at home. You who, excopt 
when you leave tho beaten track for a 
few days' excursion into the enemy's 
lines, can always count upon that re- 
gularity in the service of meals which 
is so essential to a right assimilation 
of food — it is dillicult for you to grasp 
what it means to bo uncertain where 
your next pat of butter is to come from. 
Will you believe it that last Friday a 
friend of mine, after an exhausting 
round of golf, could get nothing more 
sustaining at the club than a dozen of 
oysters, a medium -sized solo (Dicp- 
poise), an omeletto aux fines horbos, and 
a couple of p£ches Melba? No cheese 
at all, mark you. 

You cannot have figured to yourself 
what is likely to bo tho effect upon one’s 
self-respect of being forced to live on 
a diet of vegetables for five or six hours 
on end (it may come to this!), when all 
one’s life one has ridiculed the fanati- 
cism of those who adopt tho vegetarian 
creed. Nor can you conceive the humi- 
liation endured by tho citizen of a free 
country when he is compelled to present 
an official sugar-card before he can bo 
served with sweetening matter. You 
are indeed fortunate to have none of 
these disintegrating anxieties to distract 
you from tho performance of your daily 
duties. 

And what do you know of the in- 
describable horror of the queue, you 
who have never so much as seen one, 
except outside a cinema palace or a 
music-hall? For you can hardly call 
it a queue, in our bitter sense of the 
word, when you move in single file up 
a communication trench to relieve some 
unit in tho firing-line. In the first 
place your forward progress is relatively 
swift and continuous; and, secondly, 
you are at least fairly well assured, as 
we never are, of attaining your object 
at tho end. You seldom arrive to find 
disheartening notices posted up on tho 
enemy’s parapet: “ No whizz-bangs to- 
day”; “No snipers”; “No gas,” and 
so -forth. 

Still, you must not think that wo aro 
complaining. Best assured that we bear 
these sacrifices, however involuntary, 
with a reticence worthy of tho race. 
You should lio proud of us. Grumblers 
there are, of course, bore and there ; but 
I for one have no patience with those 
who protest that they would give a 
good deal for a week or so at tho Flan- 
ders front. 

I naturally say nothing of the perils 
to which wo are exposed on tho Homo 


Front. After all, your own lifo out 
thero is not entirely free from dangor. 
You too run a certain risk from enemy 
bombers. But you have your compen 
sations which 1 think you may be apt 
to overlook. You engaged yourself to 
be a soldier and it is your business 
and therefore, no doubt, your pleasure 
- to bo bombed. With us civilians it 
is what 1 may call an extra— an im- 
position which we never undertook to 
tolerate. In your case, again, it is 
part of a daily routino which has by 
now, I hope, become an unconscious 
habit with you. With us, on tho othor 
hand, these air raids aro so desultory 
and spasmodic in their incidence that 
we have not yet acquired tho familiarity 
which breeds indifference. 

Further, unless you deliberately pro- 
ject yourself into tho zone of your own 
barrage you are largely immune from 
tho attacks of British guns. Whereas 
wo, as often as once a month or even 
more, are compelled to seek cover from 
the devastating duds of our Metropoli- 
tan artillery. 

You will recognise, then, my dear 
Reginald, that, though you and 1 share 
tho common burden of Armageddon, it 
presses on us in very different ways. 
You are engaged, if I may so say, 
upon an interesting expedition after big 
game in foreign parts, where everything 
has a spico of exotic adventure. But 
hero the War (which we never went out 
to meet) comes home to our very doors. 

Once moro I am not complaining. 
Nothing could ho further from my 
thoughts than to wish to unman you 
hy the tale of our sufferings. 1 only 
want you fo understand what wo aro 
hearing for your sakos, because, if I 
know anything of your sympathetic 
nature, a full comprehension of tho 
facts will only strengthen you in your 
letermi nation to complete the over- 
throw of an enemy who is causing so 
much inconvenience in the homecirclo. 

I^ver your affectionate Guardian, 
===== ^^ O.S. 

Not a Swan’s Song. 

“Tho Navy Department lifts notified the 
>\v tiers of the American steamer Texas, which 
was reported two days ago to bo singing sifter 
being rammed, that tho ship is safe.” 

Daily Paper. 

‘Disabled Soldier seeks Financial Help. — 
Would any lady or gentleman interested in 
soldiers and poultry write?” — Times. 

One of tho “ Bantams ” ? 

“WOMEN AT THE FRONT. 

rill V ATI? DENOUNCES * GROSS LIBELS.’ 

Tn the Upper Houso of Convocation of 
Canterbury at Westminster tho Archbishop of 
Canterbury, dealing with tho question of 
women’s work at tho front,” etc. 

Provincial Paper . 

When (lid his Grace join up? 


MY WICKET. 

As I sit in this bleak camp, in tho 
depths of a North-country winter, a 
sudden ache comos over me for Summer 
and tho South and freedom. I want to 
babble (like Falstaff) of green fields — 
of green fields and white flannels, of 
gay blazers and frocks, of tho smell of 
cub grass and all tho koen clean leisure- 
liness of country-house cricket. And 
so, until my day-dream is interrupted 
by the voice of tho Sergeant-Major 
crying aloud that tho company is ready 
to have its feet inspected, i will talk to 
you about my most memorable wicket. 

It happened at a houso in Sussox, 
where 1 was the only civilian — I mean 
layman — in a Pan -Anglican team of 
clergymen. 

I was a stranger, and tho prospect of 
meeting tho clergy in bulk made mo very 
nervous, so before starting 1 wrote my- 
self a short but warmly oxpressed testi- 
monial of character from tho Bishop 
of Hodor and Man as moral support. 
However, they proved a most cheery 
company — and they could certainly 
play cricket. Wo stayed in tho whole 
of the first day, making over four 
hundred. 

Our opponents had several first class 
bats, and their first three wickets pro- 
duced two hundred runs; then there 
was a slump in tho standard, and tho 
innings closed for two hundred and 
twelve. They followed on at three 
o’clock, determined to play out time if 
they could. 

The heroes of tlioir first innings— a 
gunner Major and a Cambridge Blue — 
came in again and gradually took root. 
Bowler after bowler was tried without 
success. Runs came slowly, hut runs 
had ceased to count; the whole question 
now was, could we got their first threo 
wickets down in time for tho subse- 
quent procession to repeat itself? 

As usual, 1 had at the beginning of 
the game warned my captain that no 
useful purpose would bo served hy 
putting mo on to bowl. 

On this occasion, however, things 
were desperate. Tho captain came up 
to mo. “ Havo you never bowled ? ” he 
asked. 

“ Hardly ovor, unless I was captain- 
ing the side.” 

“ Well, have a go this end. How do 
you want your fiold ? Are you fast ? ” 

“ Far from it.” I gavo a glanco 
round tho fiold. “They’ll do as they 
are, except that I want one man on the 
log boundary to stop tho pulls.” 

“ Bight. Hugh, you go.” 

Hugh, a fat and benevolent-looking 
curate with a pair of enormous spect- 
acles, sighed dismally. 

“ Bo merciful,” ho pleaded as ho 
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passed me ‘ 1 ’in horribly ’Short in the one to the extras ; which showed a very began to laugh and was bowlod. He 

wind.” gratifying improvement on my part. staggered back to the pavilion with the 

My first ball to the Blue was a superb I delivered my next amid a tense tears streaming down his cheeks, 
long-hop to leg. The batsman smote hush of expectation. It was (at last) This was the turning-point of the 
it contemptuously past the square-leg according to schedule, a slow one, pitch- game. We won ten minutes from time 
umpire, and Hugh, after a wild sprint ing on tho off and breaking in. But by an innings and thirteen runs. No 
of fifty yards, failed by inches to save the batsman -a man of few ideas and arguments of mine could porsuade the 
tho boundary. Tho Major at my end hawk-like eye — hooked it round straight youthful scorer to credit me with my 
grinned. Hugh was not a graceful at the unfortunate Hugh, who was wip- wicket, but I think no right-minded 

runner. ing his dewy spectacles and continued person will deny that 

I signalled to him to stay where he serenely to do so while tho ball trickled “ Oh, all right, Sergeant-Major. I ’in 
was and howled again ; the thing between his legs to the boundary. just coming.” 

pitched twice before it reached tho bats- A roar of laughter went round tho 

man, again on tho leg side. Hugh, field, and the Major showod signs of 

hysteria. He was so far gone that tho 
fact that my next two balls were good 


rushing back to his original position in 
another frantic effort, again just failed 
to reach the ball. This time 
bo sat down and rested bis 
head in his hands before throw- 
ing in. 

“ What about having another 
man out there?” suggested 
the captain. 

“I don’t think so. You see, 
in theory I *m bowling entirely 
on the off, and at any moment 
I may begin to do so in fact.” 

“Uni!” ho said. I don’t 
know what he meant, but the 
Major, who seemed to have a 
strong sense of humour, gave 
a gurgle of laughter. 

My third delivery was a 
short one just wido of the leg 
stump, and the batsman, with 
the careless certainty of habit, 
whacked it to tho old place 1 
behind the square-leg umpire. 

I didn’t see anything to laugh 
at, and I ’in sure Hugh didn’t, 
but the Major lay on the ground 
and shouted. 

“Bowler’s name?” piped 
our host’s thirteen -year-old 
daughter suddenly from the 
score-tent. 

“ Other,” I said hastily. 

“ A. N. Other.” But it was useless to 



fey* 


Worker's Wife . “*Urry up, Father. One op our chickens 
'as laid a egg in next door’s piannf.r ! " 


length and had to be 


A MATTER OF TEMPERATURE. 

I had not seen Frederick since wo 
I were at school together until 
tho other day, when I came 
across him standing in the 
snow and regarding, with a fine 
air of proprietorship, tho RE. 
timber dump of which he is in 
1 charge. It was a nice dump. 
I told Frederick so. 1 said he 
must ho a proud man to have 
control of such unlimited fuel. 

Not fuel,” said Frederick, 
I turning a pale eye on me. 

I The temperature of our Mess, 
1 remarked, was so inhospitable 
J that I felt I could not possibly 
ask a long-lost friend into it. 

’ So he led tho way into his little 
' office, whero we sat before a 
roaring log fire. 

I talked about the dear old 
school. I quoted the senti- 
ments of the Eton Boating 
Song. I said how well wo held 
together— always ready to ex- 
tend a hand to ono another in 
tho hour of need. I regretted 
my slackness in the old days 
and discovered an admiration 
for the virtues of application 
and perseverance which had al- 
1 ways characterised Frederick, 
treated with I put in some violent coughs, attributed 


try to hush it up. Everybody on the | respect seemed to him to be the crown- them to a weak lung, and mentioned 
field seemed to he shouting my name irtg absurdity of the whole incident. a tendency to chilblains. Sapping up 
for the next ton minutes, covering me The field changed over and the cap- from yet another direction, I quoted a 
with confusion. tain came up to mo. report which argued that moral was a 

As I took off for my noxt ball I “ Beluctantly,” ho said, “ I must take matter largely to do with the temper- 
suddonly noticed that the captain had, you off. We have all enjoyed your ature of the blood. Now T come to 
without further consulting mo, rein- over very much, and if we only had a think of it, I 'm afraid I did most of 
forced the apoplectic Hugh with a long- little more time to spare. . . . How- the talking. I got little more than 
legged prebendary from extra-cover, ever, you must come down later on and monosyllables out of Frederick, cer- 
Annoyod by this insult, I determined do it for us again, and we '11 ask Hugh tainly not so much as a handful of 
that, at any rate, tho next ball should down for the day.” shavings. 

pitch on the off side of the wicket. Our fast loft-hander began his run. . . . Clearly Frederick was not a caso for 

It did. “But look here,” you say, “if you diplomacy. Timothy, my batman, who 

Point was very nice about it, but I were taken off at this point, what about overheard my impotent ravings later 
could see that lie was more hurt than your wicket ? ” in the day, also came to this conclusion, 

lie would admit. He insisted, however, Well, as a matter of fact it was, so to On that as on other occasions Timothy 
that it was his own fault entirely ; he speak, a posthumous wicket, but still decided to act and enlightened me only 
ought to have been on the look-out. mine by all the laws of cause and effect, after the event. 

Mid-off pointed out that the previous For, as the left-hander delivered his first I gather that a bored and frozen 
balls had each scored four to the bats- ball to the Major, that happy warrior sentry, whose duty it was to guard 
man, whereas this ono merely added once more lost control of his emotions, j Frederick’s dump, beguiled some mo- 




T WO outstanding facts support this statement 

First — K & | are devoted professionally to the special study of 
practical organisation work and the machinery for giving it effect 


Secondly — K & J methods and office equipment have been installed with 
conspicuous success by a very large number of the leading merchant and 
industrial firms in this country and throughout the Empire 


The value of K & J to you lies in the proved efficiency of K & J ideas and the ability 
to adapt K & J organisation methods to vour business We put it as strongly as this, that 
no firm can afford to reorganise without the aid of K & J at one point or another — whether 
it be Renewal Leaf Ledger, Filing, Card Indexing, Office Equipment, Inter-Departmental 
Routine or other branch of work — because everything depends on getting the right system 


One of the K & J clients says— 

ct One of our principals spent some months . . . searching tor 
some new ideas, and especially for some system that would 
keep us in close touch with every useful detail of our large 
and difficult business, but could find nothing equally efficient 
to the system devised and previously installed for us by you.” 


F IRMS engaged 
in “ Essential ** 
War Work have the 
first consideration 
of K & J 


“ Turn to K & J" 


HlKMINOllAM 
20 Temple Street 
Cardiff # 

3 Church Street 
Leeds 

S2 Albion Sheet 
Leicester 

/p of 20 Corridor Chambers 
Market Place 
Liverpool 
30 Castle Street 
Head Office 
Multigraph 1 1 'oris 
l lest Bromwich 


At all these addresses there are fully 
equipped Showrooms where up - to - date 
K & J methods are demonstrated 



London — 


22 St Andrew Street Holborn Circus ICC 4 
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with vegetables 

helps to 

economise meat. 

Here are two more suggestions for 
OXO and vegetable dishes which are 
particularly appropriate to the present 
time. 



AN 0X0 VEGETABLE PIE 

(enough for four persona). 

Ingredients: 1$ lb. potatoes; 2 onions; £ lb. batter beans; 
2 toaspoonuful ot 0X0. 

Well inasli the potatoes; slico the onions and fry them, and cook 
the beans wbieh must have been soaked overnight, Bass the beans 
through a mincing machine, and arrange all in a well greased dish 
in layers. Dissolve the 0X0 in hot water, and pour over the vege- 
tables. Put a layer of mashed potatoes on top and bake until the 
potato crust is a golden brown. 



0X0 STEW WITH HARICOTS. 

Ingredients: 1 lb. potatoes; 1 onion; 2 teaspoonsful of 0X0; 
2J ozs. haricot beans. 

Soak the beans overnight ; place them in a saucepan with the sliced 
onion and the 0X0 dissolved in 1£ pints of hot water, and allow to 
cook for three hours or until the beans are soft. As tho water boils 
away add more to keep it to about l£ pints. Add the potatoes about 
lialf-an-hour before the stew is needed. 

In these recipes one 0X0 cube is 
equivalent to a teaspoonful of 0X0. 

Many other simple 0X0 and vege- 
table dishes can be prepared on similar 
lines. 

0X0 increases their food value con- 
siderably and supplies that appetising 
and nourishing meat basis which would 
otherwise be lacking. 

A handbill containing recipes for 0X0 and vegetable dishes , etc., 
will be sent free on receipt of a postcard addressed to — • 

0X0 Limited, Thames House, London, E.C.4. 

- ■■ r , ~ - ___ 


THE 

WILL-TO-BE-WELL 


By the force of my will I shall subdue this disease.”— Buddha, 

“If you can force your heart, and nerve, and sinew 
To serve your turn long after they are gone, 

And so hold on when there is nothing in you 
Kxcept the Will which says to them : ' Hold on 1 ' " 

. Ki fling. 

“ I must — I will — get back my health ! ” 

The man who says this to himself — really 
meaning it — is thereby helping and hasten- 
ing his own recovery — so much does will- 
power influence bodily processes. 

But in nerve weakness, unfortunately, the 
will-power itself is enfeebled ; the patient 
is too limp and listless to make the neces- 
sary effort of volition ; and it is here that 
Sanatogen comes to his aid. 

For Sanatogen, writes a physician in the 
Medical Press and Circular , “ acts as a 
powerful nervine tonic, supplying stimulus 
to the higher centres of the brain and spinal 
cord, and exciting the will-power to vigor- 
ous action.” 

Yet Sanatogen, though so wonderfully 
invigorating, is quite harmless — it causes no 
reaction — and its effects are permanent. 

That is why all nerve sufferers should 

FIRMLY RESOLVE TO TAKE 

SANATOGEN 

THE TRUE TONIC FOOD 

Do not, however, be misled into thinking that 
other preparations will produce the same 
effects. “ At first glance,” writes Professor 
Goldwater, M.D., in Therapeutic Medicine , 
“ Sanatogen would not seem to be greatly 
different from other food powders on the 
market, but this similarity is only superficial, 
for a further study of its qualities proves that 
the union of the casein with the glycerophos- 
phates endows it with quite distinctive properties 

Ask your chemist for the genuine original Sanatogen 
— from is. 9 d. to 9 s. 6 d. per tin -and see thaj: it bears 
our name and address on the label. 

GENATOSAN LIMITED 

CBritlsh Purchasers of the Sanatotfen Company) 
Chairman : Lady Mackworth. 

12, CHENIE9 STREET, LONDON, W.C. I. 

NO TE.—SafiaUgen will later on be re-named Gcnatosan — 

‘Genuine Sanatogen ''—to distinguish it from inferior substitutes. 
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merits that night in friendly converse 
with one who stayed to chat in spite 
of the dark and the cold. “Did lie 
know/' this one asked, “ a bloke called 
’Enery Coleman — a little fair chap with 
a ginger moustache? ” No, he did not. 
He knew Bert Coleman, who was in 
the same section. Bert Coleman was ' 
a little chap, but you wouldn’t hardly j 
call his moustache ginger; it was. 
darkish-like. There was also a Corporal 
Coleman in the Umptieth Company — | 
the same Division. Corporal Coleman 
was fair, but hadn’t got no moustache, j 
And so on until two shadowy figures, ^ 
heavily laden, had crossod out of the i 
dump behind the sentry and were lost ; 
in the blackness of the night. 

The quest of ’Enery Coleman was 
resumed twenty-four hours later. The 
sentry, touched by the pathetic story 
of Mrs. Coleman; who sighed for news 
of her 'Enery, forgot his duty, forgot 
the dump and forgot even to blow his 
fingers and stamp liis feet. He was 
helpful ; he suggested that 'Enery ! 
might have shaved his moustache, j 
might now he a corporal. Ho gave 
elaborate directions to the place where 
Corporal Coleman might bo found. 
Timothy could hardly get away from 
him, lie was so interested in the Cole- 
man case. 

Then Timothy tried daylight, for- 
swearing the aid of 'Enery Coleman. 
With two men and a hand-cart ho 
trnndlod briskly into the dump just as 
Frederick emerged from the other side 
of it. Timothy owed much, I under- 
stand, to the moral effect of the hand- 
cart. 

“ Cold morning, Corporal,” Timothy 
said politely. “ 1 just seen your officer. 
Nino pit-props, eight foot long, six 
inches diameter,” ho added, consulting 
a piece of paper. “ Shall wo take 'em 
off of that heap ? " 

“No, my lad,” said the N.C.O., who 
regarded a private of infantry as some- 
thing very easy, “ you '11 take 'em from 
’ere." And ho carefully selected nine 
particularly twisty pit-props that might 
havo boon designed by Arthur Hack- 
ham. “ Now you can sign for ’em," 
he added. 

“That’ll take us three journoys,” 
says Timothy. “ I ’ll sign when wo got 
tlio nine. Now, boys, up wiv ’em I ” 

They got eight pit-props away in two 
journeys and sacrificed, a litjtle regret- 
fully, the ninth . . . 

Timothy told me all this afterwards, 
and I was very stem with him. I cited 
K.R. and the penalties for theft from a 
comrade. He told mo, in fact, just 
after I had received a note from 
Frederick which had followed us to 
billets in another village. “ A series of 
mean thefts from my dump,” Frederick 



Stuff- Sr rt/ra lit {instructing). “STOP WHISPERIN' TO *1AL IN lTlU/Lc! J)’ YOU THINK IT’S 
A hloomin’ secret that vou 'be a beginner?’’ 


wrote, “are clearly traceable to your 
Battalion, if they come no nearer to 
you than that. 1 know perfectly well 
that you will plead an alleged inability 
to trace the individual delinquents as 
an excuse for your unwillingness to take 
proper disciplinary action. It only re- 
mains for rue to say that any pleasure 
I may have felt at renewing our 
acquaintance, happily never intimato, 
is overshadowed by regret that one 
who had an honourable upbringing 
should associate himself, in sympathies 
and probably in deeds, witli those who 
are habitually addicted to larceny of 
this order.” 

I replied : — 

44 Dear Freddie, -To receive a letter 
from you gave me a warm glow of 
pleasure. If you won’t let me thank 
you for timber, believe me I am grate- 
ful for your bark. You will be glad 
to know my chilblains — particularly 


Frederick, named after you - are now 
much better. 

44 P.S.— - l)o you happen to have a 
man named Ilcnry Coleman in your 
Field Company ? ” 

There was an old man of St. Bees 
Who lived for a month on tinned peas; 
Then he stood in a queue 
From eleven till two 
And asked for “ two plops, if you 
cheese.” 

“ BREST NOOOTIATIONS.” 

KrenUuj Herald ( Plymouth ). 
This looks like a misprint ; but it is 
really an inspiration. 

“ \Warinc>s 

Can Micro upon the flint, w)u*u rusty slot li 
Finds the damn pillow hard.” 

(ilasjow Daihf Hccord. 

But we question the propriety of thus 
accentuating the poet’s meaning. 
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THE SIMPLER LIFE. 

i. 

A Rat Offensive and a Counter- 
Attack. 

If anybody bad told mo a few weeks 
ago that Elizabeth was ever likely to 
bo of the faintest use either to us or 
to any other family of human beings, 
I should merely have smiled. Our 
latest general and tho worst who has 
over commanded us, a veteran of forty- 
six, combining a most forbidding ap- 
pearance with every fault domestic 
flesh is heir to, she had, at the time 
of our move into the cottage, success- 
fully ha filed three several attempts on 
our part to dismiss her. On the first 
occasion sho had informed us next day 
(with tears) that sho forgave us ; on 
the second she had declared that she 
never accepted notice on a Sunday ; on 
tho third sho had refused to deal with 
us in tho matter savo through tho 
medium of her solicitor. Finally we 
took her with us to tho cottago. It was 
just possible that the kitchen range 
might kill her ; at any rate there could 
be no harm in trying. 

Rats are really rather romantic ani- 
mals till they take to shedding their 
fur on tho butter. Then it is time to 
put your foot down. Tho great diffi- 
culty is to put it down in tho right 
place, that is, on the rat. Hardly 
any man lias ever done it successfully 
oxccpt by a fluke. And of course women 
never attempt such a thing ; they pre- 
fer to leap on to tho mantel-piece. 

We mijjlit have known that there 
would bo rats in a country cottage. It 
was true that our landlord had omitted 
to mention the fact ; but now .1 conic 
to think of it almost the only matter 
ho did mention was tho rent. He is 
a man of few words, disregarding in- 
essentials and going straight to the 
heart of things. 

On the third night after our arrival 
they started. It seemed to bo a race- 
meeting, and was possibly one of their 
ordinary lixtures, though from the 
number of events and competitors I 
was inclined to regard it at tjie time 
more in the light of a joy-gathering to 
celebrate our advent. The course was 
roughly circular and embraced the 
whole of the ground floor below tho 
boards. Noxt day we missed a loaf of 
broad, a pound of margarine and part 
of a ham, so no doubt refreshments had 
boen included in tho programme. 

On tho following night proceedings 
were quieter, but morning brought evi- 
dence of still greater activity in tho 
larder and the store cupboard. Wo all 
felt that something must bo done. 

Tho problem was, what. Of course 
there are several varieties of poison, all | 


guaranteed “ to destroy the vermin and 
loavo absolutely no odour behind/' I 
bought a bottlo ; but my wife disliked 
the idea of leaving poison about tho 
house, even at night, since tho younger 
of our two children had more than 
once been known to walk in her sleep, 
and, as every parent knows, there is 
scarcely an hour of the twenty-four 
when a little girl of throe years old is 
not hungry. Elizabeth advised us to 
pour tar into their dug-outs. No rat, 
she said, could abide tar on its feet. 
My objection to this was that the 
enemy could easily counter by con- 
structing fresh dug-outs, so that such 
a plan of campaign would merely end 
in the eventual honeycombing of the 
whole place. 

“Why not try a trap?” suggested 
my wife. 

T shrugged my shoulders. “ I do not 
know,” 1 said, “ the precise number of 
rats there may be at the present momont 
in and about this cottago. Possibly it 
runs into hundreds. With a trap we 
might, or wo might not, catch a couple 
a week. Is it worth it ?” 

“ No,” she agreed. 

That was really my point all through. 
Half-measures, I felt, were useless. 
By hook or by crook I must devise 
some fearful devastating blow which 
would either slay thorn or drive them 
from tho cottage en masse. Nights 
and days dragged wearily by, nights of 
fitful sleep broken by the horrid riot- 
ings of our invisible foe; days of deep- 
ening anxiety and desperate aimless 
resolves. And then quite unexpectedly 
it fell, tho blow 1 dreamed of dealing. 
But if was not 1 who indicted it. 

One morning at breakfast-time Eliza- 
beth announced that two rats bad run 
over her face in the night. I did not 
believe it, and for a very good reason. 
She said that in her dread of the crea- 
tures she had gone to sleep with her 
Candle alight by her bedside. Had the 
room been in darkness I could have 
understood tho accident happening. 
But on her own confession the woman’s 
face must have been visible. She stuck 
to her story, however, and a little later 
to my surprise T came across a dead 
rat just outside her bedroom door. 
There was no mark of violence on the 
body, which appeared plump and well- 
nourished. Suddenly I understood. 
Elizabeth had spoken tho truth. I 
picked it up by tho tail, carried it into 
tho kitchen and showed it to her. 

“ Heart failure,” 1 said. 

Presumably its companion survived 
tho shock and gob oil with nothing 
worse than a had scare. But the word 
must have gone round, for since that 
night there has been no trace of a rat 
either in or anywhere near tho cottage. 


THE PHRASE OF THE 
MOMENT. 

Whenever there 's a notice in tho paper 
Of trouble in the country of the Hun 

Which makes mo cut an optimistic 
caper 

Or fancy that the “cracking" has 
begun, 

Some leader-writer, promptly interven- 
ing, 

This deadly phrase discharges at my 
door : 

“ ’Twere rash to overestimate its mean- 
ing ; 

'Tworo foolish its importance to 
ignore.” 

If Labour in some influential section 
Displays a wholosomo hatred of tho 
Bolsh ; 

If weighty words, condemning insur- 
rection, 

Fall from tho lips of, say, Archbishop 
Walsii ; 

Our Mentor, still oracularly screening 
His vacillation, takes again tho floor, 

And begs we won’t attach a serious 
meaning 

To statements which we oughtn't to 
ignore. 

Or if again some reassuring cables 
Hint at a healthier attitude in Spain, 

Or indicate tho turning of tho tables 
Upon the Trotsky crow in the 
Ukraine ; 

Or if we get a lull in submarining, 

That fatal phrase again is to tho fore: 

“ We ought not to exaggerate its mean- 
ing. 

Nor yet its true significance ignore.” 

Suppose 1 read that Austria is seething 
With discontent, that Turkey ’s in 
the dumps, 

That Little Willie’s youngest child 
is teething, 

That IIindenburo is smitten with 
the mumps ; 

As sure as death or taxes or spring- 
cleaning 

If comes just like the raven’s “ Never- 
more ” : 

“ ’Twere rash to overestimate its mean- 
ing ; 

’Twere folly its importance to ignore." 

The need of duly sifting fact from Action 
Cannot bo too persistently uphold 

In dealing with a fooman whose ad- 
diction 

To “shamming dead” lias never been 
excelled ; 

But though our mood should not be 
overweening 

There’s no excuse for this eternal 
bore 

Who bids us not tooverrato the meaning 
Of something that it ’s folly to ignore. 




“Listen to this, Mrs. ’Iggins. ‘ Lehman oiektal. The enemy were repulsed at all points 
“ ‘ The enemy * ? Do they dare to call us 4 the enemy ' ? Jmperence ! ” 


WAR-TIME APPAREL. 

Tiikke is a shop in Ilolborn that I 
find it very difficult during war-time 
poverty to got out of. Even in those 
days of high prices everything is ab- 
surdly cheap there. Thero are baskets 
of socks costing almost less than a 
leash of sausages a pair; silk ties at 
fourpence-balfpenny each hang in ser- 
ried rows above one's head; pyjamas 
that would startle a cab-horso to be 
had for the price of a pound of tea, and 
gloves for noxt to nothing at all. 

I was passing the door the other 
day, at least I hoped I was, but a 
basket of ties at the door drew mo in 
to see if there were others less garish 
at the same price inside, and I was lost. 

When I had bought two ties, one 
black with white spots and one ditto 
with purple ditto, I paid ninepence 
and prepared to walk out. As I got 
near the door the string which was 
holding up the port-side of my trousers 
gave notice and I turned back. A 
bunch of rare and refreshing braces 
met my gaze and I retired to a secluded 
part of the basement to fortify my- 
self with tenponce-halfpenny-worth of 
trouser anchorage. 

My next attempt at leaving was 
more futile than the first, and I found 
myself in the basement, wearing a new 


bowler at four-Lind-clevonpenco. Witli 
the silk lining of my old bowler marked 
“ Superfine ’’ inside my now purchase 
I felt like a temporary gentleman. 

liy this time my loose silver was 
thinning, and a nail-brush and a comb 
reduced my exchequer by another ton- 
penco-half penny. 

“Do you mind leading mo out?” J 
said to a rather attractive French or 
Belgian shop-assistant, extending my 
hand and shutting my eyes. But sho 
was evidently “the girl who took the 
wrong turning,” because when I opened 
my eyes 1 found myself in front of 
boxes of wash-leather gloves, and sho 
was saying enticingly, “Look, Sare, 
only two-and-elovon pence and wash 
like new. Try a pair on. Ah, zey lit 
you perfectly.” 

Whether the engaging smile made 
tho fit seem move satisfactory or not, I 
certainly parted with anothor two-and- 
elevenponco and made a determined 
rush for tho exit; but, chancing to 
bump into a short stout gentleman who 
was apparently in charge of the sock- 
enclosure, I was lined one and-twopence 
for my carelessness, receiving in ex- 
change a pair of socks that will compel 
mo to show a few inches of them on 
the least provocation, so fascinating 
are their clocks, which almost tell the 
time. 


1 then gave myself up for lost and 
ran amok. By tho time I reached the 
door I was staggering under a load of 
haberdashery and outfitfcings ; my over- 
coat pockets wero full of ties, collars, 
studs, socks, gloves, a nail-brush, a 
tooth-brush, a comb and tho remains 
of my old braces, which I was ashamed 
to leave behind, and the string on 
them was too useful to bo abandoned. 
1 had under my arm a parcel contain- 
ing a pair of purple- and- white-striped 
pyjamas, a pair of ditto dittos of an 
even rarer vintage and a cotton shirt 
of choice blend. 

As I met tho chilly air of Ilolborn I 
found that all my loose cash had melted 
away, and, in order to raise enough 
capital for my bus fare to Charing 
Cross, I was obliged to re enter the shop 
and realise a couple of collar- studs. 

“One tak«s off one's luit to a p1a\ or wl io 
is — horrible dicta!— unafraid to play Knglisli 
music .” — JJaily Paper. 

We recommend song., without these 
horrible words. 

A squeamish young man of Red Hill 
Once declared that “pigmeal” made 
him ill ; 

Now he plunges his fork 

Into cold fat boiled pork 
(When he gets it) with hearty goodwill. 




Indignant War-Worker, “And she actually asked me if I didn’t think I might be doing something! Me! And I haven’t 

MISSED A CHARITY MATIN |%I4 FOR THE LAST THREE MONTHS. 


THE LAST SACRIFICE. 

{Addressed to Amanda, who is about to feed her yets.) 


Fall in the pigeons. Fall them in two deep, 

J ’outers in front and fan tails to the rear ; 

And while you dig the scoop into the trough 
Now for the last timo make them cover oil 
And prove the little squad and proving weep 
Over their toos a pardonable tear. 

So bright they are, so beautiful and gay 

That all men joyed to hear their hovering wings ; 
Only the jobbing gardener, Mr. Brown, 

He never could abide them. But the town 
Loved to behold them, tossed like driven spray 

O’er tho high church. Yet they eat corn and things. 

Merc ornamental fowls, and not like those 
Their active brethren of the service brand, 

Who, borne in osier baskets up tho lino, 

Caro not a button for tho 5.9, 

And sometimes roost upon tho Major’s nose 
And eat their rations from tho Colonel’s hand ; 

Then, when the hoys advance beyond tho hags 
To none knows whoro, because the wires arc cut, 
Come softly fluttering to a General's door 
With tales of love and tidings of tho War, 

And ho puts on his spectacles and wags 

llis finger at the dears and says, “ Tut, tut ! ” 


No, they aro not liko those. The nodding plumes 
To rearward aro a ceremonial dross ; 

Tho forward bulging of tho sheeny kit, 

That anyone might say would pass them fit - 

That is hut empty pomp, and none presumes 
To comb them out. Tho birds are not G.S. 

Nor aro they doves ; they are not fit to hear 
Soft olive branches for tho IIuu to take 
And send again, a camouflage of lies, 

Saying that everywhere men fraternise, 

And now 's tho time for Labour not to spare, 

But strike for home anil sweet exemption's sake. 

Still they must servo, although my heart is torn 
And tho great toar-drop wells into my eye. 

What — have they eaten then the utmost grain? 
Form fours 1 and march them to the bagpipes’ 
strain, 

And when they reach tho irrevocable bourne 
Halt and left turn, and fall them out foi\pie. 

Ev° e . 

“It is tho timo of testing. Not onco nor twico in our rough ideal 
story have such trials como .” — The Globe. 

Wo infer that somebody lias again borrowed our contem- 
porary’s copy of Tennyson. 
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came to the conclusion that warrior- j monts ” to the Representation of the 

statesmen of the kind required do not People Bill — Members tempered their 

grow on every tree, and decided to get animosity with a certain amount of 

his old uniform — “same I commanded discretion. They did not want to be 

the Irish Brigade” — out of cold storage, left with the tail on thoir hands or, in 

One of the best stories of the War other words, to lose the Bill altogether. 

Office has been relegated to the limbo They would not, however, have “P.R.” 

fate of Cooley's yellow dog. The dog of legend. Mr. Forster can iind no at any price. London and Birmingham 
died and its owner flung the corpse trace of the fortunate wheelwright who joined in protest against the proposal 

into Max A drier's garden. Max re- was alleged to have received two sue- to make the boroughs the subject of 

turned it, Cooley riposted, and 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, February 1th . — The long- 
drawn-out struggle between the two 
Houses over Proportional Representa- 
tion reminds me of a chapter in Out 
of the Jfurly Burly , describing the 


so on da capo , until, at the end 
of a far from perfect clay, all 
that remained of the unfor- 
tunate animal was its tail, 
which A fax's hired man, who 
had taken the placo of his 
wearied principal, interred in 
the cabbage-patch. 

Far he it from mo to suggest 
which of the protagonists who 
have been bandying the unfor- 
f unato“ P.R.” backwards and 
forwards during the past few 
days resembles tho objection- 
able Cooley and which the 
blameless Max. Suffice it to 
say that to-day the corpus vile 



Till: WESTMINSTER. NEIGHBOURS. 


this electoral experiment. Mr. 
Austen Chamberlain, who, 
untrammelled by cilice, is be- 
coming quite a lively speaker, 
referred to an argumont ad- 
vanced in the Upper House 
that “ P.R.” would be a safe- 
guard against revolution. “ Lot 
them try to keep out the At- 
lantic if they like,” be ex- 
claimed, “ but w hy should I 
be the mop ? ” 

Having knocked out “ P.R.” 
by a majority of 97 the House, 
as a sop to the Lords, decided 
to confine the Alternative Vote 
to tho Boroughs. Tho voting 
was on strict party-lines, the 


was in tho custody of the Peers and j cossive cheques for JE9/3 in payment of j proposal being carried by 19/3 Liberal, 
that, on the motion of Lord Bel- an account for 9s. 5d. ' Labour and Nationalist Votes, to 194 

borne, boldly seconded by Lord Lans- Shades of 1900! To think that in | Conservative. It was a great chance 
now ne, who advised their lordships 1918 wo should hear from a Govern- * for Air. Pemberton Billing to show 7 
not lo he afraid of “ the bogey men at ment including a large infusion of j tho importance of a really Independent 
tho other end of tho corridor,” they Liberals that they wore employing j Member. But, alas ! he was absent. 

Chi nose Labour — not in South Africa, 


once more flung it, curtailed by the 
omission of tho counties, back to the 
Commons. 

Content with this assertion of their 
powers, tho Lords proceeded to pass sun- 
dry other Bills brought from the Lower 
House. On the Redistribution of Seats 
(Ireland) Bill some of them protested 
against giving two more members to 
that already over-represented country ; 
hut they did not insist on a division, 
and meokly acquiesced in the Govern- 
ment's proposal to amend the schedule 
by substituting “ Parnell Street ” for 
“Great Britain Street.” It was only 
“ a drafting amendment,” as Lord Peel 
explained ; yet to those who remember 
188G and 1893 it symbolises a revolu- 
tion. 

Tuesday , February oth . — Before re- 
suming the contest with “ another 
placo ” the Commons had a little busi- 
ness of their own, in a list of 184 
Questions. Tho information extracted 
from Ministers was, as usual, in inverse 
ratio to the curiosity of the questioners. 
Still tho House as a wholo was glad to 
hear that if the Gormans transferred 
their oflicor- prisoners to air-raid areas 
wo should not hositato to do the same. 
Ex-Colonel Lynch was at first a little 
disappointed to hear that the Versailles 
Conference had not yet appointed a 
Generalissimo for tho whole of the 
Allied forces. On second thoughts he 


1 Vednesda y, Februa ry Gt h . — ‘ ‘ .1 jast 
hut in Berkshire. Truly the wheel has ! day, take it all in play,” as we used to 
come full cycle in Cathay. say at school. I suppose there was a 

When Cooley's dog again came over good deal of make-believe about the 
tho fence — in oflicial parlance, when vehement oratory heard in both Houses 
the House entered upon the considora- on this the flnal day of tho Session, 
tion of “the Lords’ amendments to Com- When Mr. Balfour heard Mr. Cham- 
1110 ns' amendments to Lords’ amend- berlain fulminating against the Peers 

(who had again inserted an attenuated 
version of “P.R.” and again knocked 
out the “A.V.”) for their audacity in 
trying to tinker a Bill for tho election of 
the Commons he must have imagined 
that ho had somohow got hack to 1884, 
and that tho voice was the voice of 
•Joseph, not Austen. For the moment 
it looked as if rather than allow tho 
Lords to insert even the thinnest end 
of the wedge of “P.li.” the Commons 
would sacrifice the Bill altogether and 
refuse the franchise to eight million 
peoplo, three-fourths of them women. 

[But are there really six million 
women prepared to make statutory 
declaration that they are over thirty ?J 
Home pleasant chaff by Mr. Balfour, 
who had no idea that his right honour- 
able friend and late colleague held such 
strong views about tho House of Lords, 
and by Mr. Asquith, who only wished 
he had had his eloquent assistance oight 
years ago, brought the House to a more 
businesslike mood. A final effort to 
retain some semblance of the Alterna- 
tive Vote was defeated by a majority 



“WIIY SHOULD I BE THE MOP?” 
Mr. Austen Uiivmbehl ain’s reply to 
Lord Lansdowne’s -speech. 
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of 18 ; and then the Government, 
putting on their Whips for the lirst 
time in the long history of the Bill, 
carried the motion to agree with the 
Lords’ amendment by 224 to 114. And 
so ended tho seventh Session of a 
Parliament which by its own rash Act 
should have committed suicide two 
years ago. Tho Kaiser has a lot to 
answer for. 


TO THE WIFE SILENT IN WAR-TIME. 

Far as the Empire’s hounds are Hung, 
She shall bo honoured, she be sung, 
Who keeps safe locked within her 
breast. 

Unboasted, unbetrayed, unguessed, 
Bound as with triple chains of gold, 
What things her soldier-lord hath told. 

0 woman, in our hours of ease, 
Careless in chatter as the seas ; 

When pain and anguish wring tho brow 
(In point of fact, precisely now), 

Accept the homage of a bard 

Who knows it more than common hard 
To boar, unmoved, from ago and youth, 
Humours, where you must know the 
truth ; 

To hear them over asking why 
And smiling put tho question by. 

But when the Dawn shall break at 
last 

And tho long vigilance be past, 

Bo yours this recompense sublime 
To say, “ T knew it all the timo ! " 

And stand confessed by old and young 
Tho heroine who held her tongue. 

THEIR STRANGEST WAR EXPERIENCE. 

Famous and Tyiucal People on Things 

THAT HAVE STRUCK THEM MOST. 

Mr. PlilNdLK, M.P. 

The strangest sight of the War that 

1 can recall is the presence of tho 
Prime Minister in tho IIouso of Com- 
mons. 

[Several other Members of Parlia- 
ment have written to tho same effect. ) 

Vacuus Via lor. 



Jours. -Vor ’in: looking hath Kit below par. What’s Tin: trouble now?” 
Jiohinson. “I’m worrying a hoot what we’ll have to worry a holt when the 
War’s over.” 


Tho War has been so full of striking Mr. IjKslik JIkxson, away from Victoria all jolly when what 

incidents that I have some dilliculty in Nothing, 1 think, has mado such an should I see but a long lino of people, 
selecting only one; but I could not impression on me since the inception shepherded by policemen, waiting to 
help being struck by a police-court of this vast European struggle as the j a- grocer’s shop. “Nothing in 

scone which I chanced to witness in interest of the public in tho question ; that,” you’ll say— and perhaps there 
tho country tho other day. Tho do- (which could he decided only by tho wouldn’t be to you ; hut it was a strik- 
fendant, who lived in a place where proper authorities) as to whether 1 ing experience to mo because they were 
oven margarine was hard to get, was should or should not go into khaki. all waiting for that horrid stud, mar- 

prosecuted for having in his possession t garine, while one of the parcels I was 

a secret fifty-pound firkin of butter while Mr. Thomas Atlcnis. carrying to the missus contained six 

drawing margarine at tho same time. It was during my last leave a week pounds of the best fresh butter from 

Two things struck me with peculiar or so ago that I saw tho strangost Boulogne! 

force. One was that ho was fined only sight of this war. I had just arrived 

a guinea and was apologisod to by a in London and as usual I had two Mr - JoUn bmitu. 

grovelling Bench. The othor was that or three Bosch helmets with mo as The thing that has struck me most 

he was a clerk in what a well-known presents for my pals and a parcol or so in this War was a piece of shrapnel in 

lady novelist calls wholly hoarders. for the old woman, and I was coming tho last air-raid. 







Food-Control Visitor, “WliAT IS HIE NAME 01' YOl.K BUTCHER? ” 

Servant, “(ieorgk, Mum. An’ we’re doin’ to be married in Aimue.” 


DEAD-MULE TREE. 

A Song of Wisdom. 

It’s a long stop round by the Crucifix for a man with a 
mighty load, 

But there ’s hell to pay where the dead mule lies if you go 
by the Bailleul road, 

Where the great shells sport like an angry child with a 
litter of broken bricks, 

So wc don't (jo down by the Dead-Mule Tree, but round by 
the Crucifix. 

But the wild young men come bubbling out and look for 
an early grave ; 

They light their pipes on the parapet edge and think 
they 're being brave ; 

They take no heed of the golden rules that the long, long 
years have taught, 

And they will <jo down by the Dead-Mule Tree when they 
know that nobody ought . 

And some of us old ones feel some days that life is a tiling 
tiling, 

And we show our heads in the same place twice, we stand 
in a trench and sing ; 

We lark about like a kid just out and shatter a hundred 
rules, 

But we never go down by the Dead-Mule Tree , wc aren't 
such perfect fools. 

And the War goes on and the men go down, and, be lie 
young or old, 

An English man with an English gun is worth his weight 
in gold, 


And 1 hate to think of the tine young lads who laughed at 
you and me — 

Who wouldn't go round by the Crucifix but died at the 
Dead-Mule Tree . A. P. II. 

HIS FINAL ARROW. 

(With apologies to Sir A urn vn Conan Doylk and 
“ His Last Bow.") 

My name is Poison, as all the world now knows. I am 
only a poor doctor and sutler from the consequences of a 
wound received in a border skirmish in Afghanistan many 
years ago. It is not for any merits of my own that my 
name has become celebrated, but because I have enjoyed 
the friendship and the society of the most illustrious and 
most detective man known to this or any other age. That 
man, as overy reader will have guessed, was Picklock Holes. 
It was his custom, when engaged on one of those marvel- 
lous feats of investigation which made Continents shuddor 
and Scotland Yard grow green with envy, to take me with 
him, not so much to help him — I never aspired to that — 
as to be the recipiont of his confidences and the foil for his 
humour. “Potson,” he would say to me, “you are not 
clever ; in fact, net to put too fine a point on it, you ’re a 
fool; but if I want any one to tell me how many beans 
make five you will do for the job as well as any other man. 
Of course you ask silly questions, but they don’t worry me 
now and therefore I can endure you.” 

“My dear Holes,” I used to murmur, “I love your 
quaint harshness and could not do without it. Load on and 
wherever you go I '11 follow.” 

I am now about to relate the last and perhaps the most 
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PELMANISM. 


“ The Little 

N O BOOKS have achieved greater popularity during 
the war than “the little grey books,” as they are 
affectionately called. 

Soldiers pore over them in the trenches; sailors con 
them in their brief intervals of leisure in the Grand Fleet; 
business men and women consult them at every possible 
opportunity ; lawyers, doctors, and students declare them to be 
an ever-ready source of help, stimulation, and encouragement. 

In fact, everybody is studying these wonderful “ little 
grey books” in which the principles of Pelmanism are so 
interestingly explained: “Pelmanism” — that extraordinary 
new force in modern life — the “ cardinal factor of success,” 
to quote TRUTH’S telling phrase. 

If you do not know the “little grey books,” if you are 
not a Pelmanist, you should hasten to make up for lost time. 

“ Nobody who has not studied these books,’’ says an ardent 
Pelmanist, “can conceive the immeasurable benefits resulting 
from them.” 

“ A single one of them would be cheap to me at a hundred 
pounds,” declares a solicitor. “ As a direct consequence of 
them I gained a step in promotion,” writes a Lieut.-General. 

A General writes from France: “ The importance of the 
Pelman Course can hardly be exaggerated. I agree it should 
be nationalised.” 

Many clerks, shop assistants and salesmen tell how they 
doubled and trebled their incomes as the result of a few weeks’ 
study of the Pelman Course. Tradesmen tell of “record 
turnover” and ioo per cent, and 200 per cent, increase in 
^profits. The latest batch of reports from Pelman students 
(including men and women of all occupations in life) show 
that less than one per cent, -not one in a hundred — failed to 
gain substantial advantages from the Pelman Course. 

And all at the price of half-an-hour or so a day for a 
few weeks ! It sounds too good to be true ; but there are 
thousands of letters to prove that it is absolutely true. There 
is not a class, not a business or trade or profession in these 
islands in which Pelmanism has not proved itself a wonderful J 
help to success. That is to say, a means of increasing efficiency 
and developing “ braininess ” to such a degree that promotion 
and a bigger salary follow as surely as night follows day. 

Women are particularly keen on Pelmanism ; it has 
proved such an enormous help to them in “getting on” in 
business. Many of them describe it as “the best investment 
I ever made ! ” 

Moreover, they find it a truly fascinating study. “ I am 
genuinely sorry the course has finished. I have found it so 
absorbingly interesting as well as profitable.’’ These are the 
exact words used by students of the Pelman Course. 

TRUTH has lately made another report upon the progress 
of Pelmanism amongst various classes, and confesses it would 
be impossible to name a business, profession, or vocation in 
which there were not hundreds of Pelman students. 

Army and Navy officers are very “ keen on Pelman ” J 
48 Generals, 10 Admirals, and over 6,000 other officers are 
studying the course, as well as thousands of rank and file. A 
large number of neaders of Punch and other leading journals 
have taken it, and have already profited by it in income and 
position. 

The directors of the Institute have arranged a substantial 
reduction in the fee to enable the readers of Punch to secure 
the complete course with a minimum outlay. 

To get the benefit of this liberal offer application 
should bi i nv a d e at once by postcard to the address at 

toot of nftvt column. 


Grey Books.” 

INTERESTING LETTERS. 

From a Director* 

I consider the Pelman Course is of the utmost value. It toadies 
one how to observe and to think in the right way, which few realise 
who have not studied it. The great charm to me was the realisation 
of greater power ; power to train oneself for more and more efficiency. 
I gained from each lesson right up to the end of the Course. 

From a Clerk. 

Looking back over the time since I first enrolled for the Course. 1 
marvel at the changed outlook and wide sphere which it c pened out to 
me. The personal benefits arc a great increase of self-confidence and a 
thousandfold better memory. If only the public ktieu> your Course 
I am sure your office would be literally besieged by prospective students. 

From a Works Manager. 

Your System has certainly been of great assistance to me in a 
variety of ways. Up to recently 1 was works manager for a big firm of 
yarn spinners, but have now attained the position of right-hand man to 
the owners, being removed from the executive to the administrative side 
of the business. 

From a Bank Cashier. 

I have much pleasure in testifying to the practical value ol the 
Pelman System as a means of developing one’s mental powers. My 
chief regret is that I did not take the Course years ago. I have found 
the training of great value in clearness of mental vision, quickness of 
decision and greater scif-confidcnce. The outlay is quite nominal com- 
pared with the great advantages attained. 

From a Textile Buyer. 

From my own experience I would strongly recommend the Pki.man 
Course to all who are ambitious and keenly desirous of success. 
Perhaps its greatest value is that it causes one to feel more independent 
of circumstances of any and every kind ; it tends to transfer our destiny 
from chance into our own keeping. 

From a Coach Builder. 

it is a pleasure to me to express my appreciation of the Pelman 
System. My powers of observation and concentration have increased 
so enormously that it seems scarcely possible for such improvements to 
have taken place in so short a time. There seems to me no limit to the 
possibilities of the System. 


IMMEDIATE BENEFIT. 

“ Benefit,” says “ Truth,” “ is derived from the very 
first, and this is the general experience of the vast 
i majority of the students. Almost before they are 
aware of it the brain is being set methodically to work 
on the lines which will bring out its full capacity.” 

OVER 250,000 MEN AND WOMEN. 

The Pelman Course has already been followed by over 
250,000 men and women. It is directed through the post, and 
is simple to follow. It takes up very little time. It involves 
no hard study. It can be practised anywhere, in the trenches, 
in the office, in the train, in spare minutes during the day. 
And yet in quite a short time it has the effect of developing 
the mind, just as physical exercise develops the muscles, of 
increasing your personal efficiency, and thus doubling your 
all-round capacity and income-earning power. 

A full description of the Pelman Course, with a complete, 
j synopsis of the lessons, is given in “ Mind and Memory,” a free 
! copy of which (together with “ TRUTH’S” special supplement 
I on “ Pelmanism ”) will be sent post free to all readers of 
j Punch who send a postcard to The Pelman Institute, 
! 1. Wenham House. Bloomsburv Street. London. W.C. 1. 
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SENTINEL 

THE ECONOMICAL STEAM WAGGON 


I N addition to its I -ton greater load- 
carrying capacity, its higher average 
speed, and its fuel and repair economy, 
the Sentinel Steam Waggon has another 
advantage over the ordinary steam or 
petrol waggon — that of the two effective 
braking systems, each entirely inde- 
pendent of the other, and a hill is des- 
cended steadily and under pcrfcctcontrol. 
Also, the Sentinel is particularly easy to 
manoeuvre in awkward corners, congested 
traffic and narrow archways, being as easy 
to operate as a motor-car. 

Messrs. Alley & MacLellan Ltd., 

Sentinel Motor Waggon Works, 
Shrewsbury. 


Note— Only one driver it required. 



POOLING 

INSURANCE 

FOR SELECTED RISKS 

c$e> 

N ON-MUTUAL except in respect of Profits, 
which are distributed Annually amongst the 
Policy-Holders. 

Under this Scheme are given : 

. “ The Pool 

Comprehensive Family 
fart Policy ” 

| S at 4/6%. Covering amongst other 
risks Fire, Burglary and War. 

Uf*!. “The Pool 

Comprehensive Shop- 
lEsEl J keepers’ Policy 99 

V o Which similarly covers all risks to the 

jwIBvIrW shopkeeper at rales according to trade, but 

IHIMSEU y always lower than obtainable elsewhere. 

ONF I ^Sf/hhjm 

rjU|J ” 1 ^1 JLrf \ RENEWAL 

wHy The Licenses & General 

W W Sounbeb Insurance Co., Ltd. 

2,|, MoOKOAIK Sl’M'.KT, LONIH N, li.L. 2. 
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H elping in the Buffet or 

canteen, or wtrk in the 
munition fartory and shell shop — 
all require long hours and heavy 
physical strain, so that the com- 
plexion soon begins to suffer, and 
the hands become rough and 
coarse. 

Care must be taken that the lines of 
physical strain, which soon become visible 
on the face, do not set. 

Keep the skin properly nourished, use 
OATINE regularly, it will preserve the 
complexion from these disfiguring lines 
and wrinkles, for a wrinkled skin is 
nothing more than a starved skin. 


Oatine is of equal value for the hands. 
It removes dirt and grime from the pores, 
which soap and water cannot reach, and 
keeps the skin soft and velvety. It can 
be obtained from all Chemists and 
Stores, and many Drapers, 1/1$ and 
2/3. The Oatine Co., London, S.E. 1. 

USE IT AND PROVE IT 


t— * V-KiSri,,,- 



Khaki Shirts. 

THERE is nothing so good at the price as 

* “AZA ” Khaki Shirts, and for Active Service 
wear they cannot be surpassed. They are light yet 
warm, soil and non-irritant, unshrinkable, exceedingly 
durable and healthful in that they readily absorb ana 
radiate away the moisture of the body, thus leaving 
the pores of the skin unhampered to do their work. 

Obtainable in Standard and Heavy Weights, 
and in regulation shade, 

OF HIGH-CLASS OUTFITTERS. 

{ Should you have any difficulty in obtaining write to 

• the Manufacturers for name of suitable Retailer : 
j WM. HOLLINS & CO., Ltd. (Trade only), 

| 25w. Newgate Street, London, E,C. I. 




CHAMPAGNE 

CIDER. 

DELICIOUS 

TO THE LAST DROP. 

WARDS OFF 

QOUT AND RHEUMATISM. 

Write for Illustrated Booklet to 

H. P. BULKIER A CO., Herefird. 

Wholesale London & Export Agents : 
Findlater, Mackie, Todd & Co., Ltd., 
London Bridge, S.E. i. 
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Stout Coast Defence U miner (to ditto). 


‘All rations to be rkoiced except for moiui 


E FORCES.’ 


Are we mobile, Jim?'* 


sinking example of my wonderful friend’s genius. Every- 
one will remember the sensation that was caused a ycarj 
or two ago by the discovory that there was a shortage in 
the accounts of the Food-Controller of one lump of sugar 
and three standardized bread-crumbs. All kinds of guesses 
were hazarded to explain the deficiency and to discover the 
culprit who was responsible for it, but none was successful. 
It was thought at one time that Gorman spies, whom this 
country, by the way, has never sufficiently hated, were 
responsible for the loss ; hut this supposition proved to he 
untenable. At last the War Cabinet decided to call in the 
assistance of Holes, and he, as usual, summonod mo to his 
side. Without a moment’s delay I repaired to the Baker 
Street room on which Holes had conferred the dignity of 
his presence. I found him deep in calculations. Without 
looking up or even responding to my greeting he continued 
to cover sheets of paper with mysterious formulae until at 
last he noticed that I was there. 

“ Potson,” ho said, “ we learn from the arithmetic books 
that nine times twelve is a hundred and eight.” 

“ Are a hundred and eight,” I ventured to objoefc. 

“Brainless chatterer,” he hissed, “is this a timo for 
grammatical subtleties ? Can you tell what this is ? ” and 
he handed me a fragment of something green. 

“It belongs,” I said, looking at it carefully, “to the 
vegetable kingdom.” 

He gave me one of his piercing looks. “ Any fool,” he 
said, “ could have told me that. Do you not see that it is 
a strawberry leaf, and do you not remember that, according 
to my Detectives Manual , a strawberry leaf is always a clue 
°f the first importance ? Let us proceed. We will eliminate 


| the strawberry and the cream, because there is no cream to 
j ho had, arid the strawberry has already been eaten, and wc 
then find ourselves brought up against a ducal coronet.” 

“ Holes,” I said, “ you are a perfect marvel.” 

Ho waved mo aside and continued : “ Proceeding twice, 
according to tho well-known theory of 4 Next Things,’ we 
find that the next thing to a ducal coronet is a Duke, and 
the next thing to a Duke is a Marquis. This leaf was found 
iu the back-garden. Therefore it was found outside. Now 
fetch Who 's Who , and look at this entry, ‘ Outside , family 
name of the Marquis of Bobstay .’ Ah, Henry Brabazon 
Beltr avers, Marquis of Bobstay, I think we have got you 
fixed at last, and shall bring your career of crime to a 
close.” Iu a moment we had tiung ourselves into a taxi, 
and in about ten minutes wo had arrived at tho palatial 
mansion of the Marquis of Bobstay. We found his Lord- 
ship at home and were ushered into his library. Ho is a 
stout man and evidently well fed. Holes grappled with 
him at once, and after a short struggle produced from tho 
Marquis’s breast-pocket a glistening lump of sugar. Tho 
bread-crumbs were discovered in the ticket-pocket of his 
Lordship's overcoat. On the following morning the 
miserable man paid the penalty of his wickedness. 

44 Holes,” I said, as we came away, 44 what made you 
think of this? ” 

14 1 never think,” said Holes ; 44 1 always know.” 


“ Wanted, General Servant, able to cook joung girl willing to learn 
preferred . ” — Beckcnha m Journal . 

If the young girl is willing to learn we think she might be 
given another chance. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Nothing but the Truth.” 

The statement in an advertisement 
column (reproduced from a critical judg- 
ment) to the offect that the now farce 
at the Savoy was “ one mo scream,” 
might have excused the gloomiest fore- 
bodings. And at first they appeared 
to ho justified when Mr. Paul Arthur, 
as an Amorican speculator, started with 
an irritating smile (directed into open 
space) long before anything funny had 
been said. Wo had also to suffer a good 
many preliminary platitudes on the 
social necessity for telling lies. But as 
soon as that delightful artist, Mr. A. E. 
Matthews (in the part of Robert Ben- 
nett ), registered a bet of ten thousand 
dollars that he would spoak “nothing 
but the truth ” for four-and-twenty 
hours, wo know that all was well. Only 
to watch .the eloquent spasms of his 
knee-joints always gives mo confidence. 

Some of the embarrassments that 
were hound to follow from his deadly 
candour — as when he was forced to tell 
a charming young lady that her hat was 
“ awful ” and her singing “ terriblo ” — 
were easy enough to foresee ; hut there 
was a touch of froshness about the 
ironic satisfaction which ho took in 
oxposing tho frauds of his partner 
Ralston—- an exposure which in the 
end cost that unscrupulous financier 
a good deal more than his share of 
tho wager. For Bennett , in love with 
his daughter, had undertaken to in- 
vost tho sum of ten thousand dollars 
which sho-had raised for a charity and 
turn it into twenty thousand/ Ralston 
having guaranteed to double any sum 
that she collected from twenty thousand 
dollars upwards ; and tho exposure of 
his attempt lo plant shares in a worth- 
less quicksilver mine on some of his 
friends determined a number of them 
to subscribe heavily to the charity and 
so get hack on the guarantor. 

I kept wanting to ask Mr. Matthews 
why he did not run away and hide 
himself till the twenty-four hours were 
up; but the answer to this question, as 
to so many other obvious ones that 1 
am often tempted to ask from my stall, 
is that, if playwrights were as intel- 
ligent as their audiences, there would 
never be any plays at all. 

Apart from tho fun of things, our 
sympathies were kept all the whilo at 
high tension. Would Bennett hold out 
to tho end, even unto 4 p.m. ? As the 
curtain rose on tho last Act tho clock 
was at 3.25. Thirty-five more minutes of 
agony for him and for us ! Happily Mr. 
O. B. Clarenc e, as a reverend victim of 
fraud, entered to the relief of the teller 
of truth, and helpod to eke out the dread- 
ful minutes with a courage that came 


again and again and could scarce liavo 
been more nobly iterative if lie had been 
aware (he was not privy to tho wager) 
that he was killing time in a great cause. 

As Ralston, Mr. Charles Glenney’s 
robust methods were suited to his 
part as leader of tho offensive. Mr. 
Matthews, defending the beleaguered 
Palace of Truth, could afford to nurse 
his strength up to the end ; and though 
it was a near-run thing he always 
had somo reserve in hand. Miss 
Pen eh Kelly as Ralston's daughter 
was graceful and fairly sympathetic. 
Miss Dorothy Minto, who played a 
music-hall flapper, was given little 
chance for her tjamineries , but she had 
one effective moment, when she recited 



THE CONFESSIONS OP A TOO TRUE 
LOVER. - 

(iurndult/ii Jlnhton . Mtks Hf.xkk Kkf.t.y. 
Hubert Bennett . . . Mn. A. E. Matthews. 

with great gusto a tag from melodrama 
about tho seduction of innocence. 

Altogether it was quite a good farce, 
though I confess that I rather envied 
tho susceptibility of an impressionable 
young subaltern behind me who just 
harked for joy at every sentence. Still, 
I was always glad that most of tho 
humour was neither too subtle for me 
nor too Transatlantic. And I can as- 
sure President Wilson that this picture 
of American Society, where tho one 
man who shows any attachment to tho 
Truth charges ten thousand dollars for 
tolling it for tho duration of twenty- 
four hours only (he lies freely and 
naturally the moment his wager is 
won), shall not ho allowed to shake my 
confidence in the good faith of our 
latest Allies. 


“ NAVAL TRENCH COATS.” 

Advt. in " Men's Wear” 
Most useful when ploughing the ocean. 


THE “GOWRIE.” 

The Gowrie wis the gangrcl’s name, 

A trawlin’ boat o’ evil fame, 

Twixt Forth an’ Tay she went an’ camo 
A score o’ times a year; 

Her skipper’s name wis Sandy Tait, 
Auld Bobbie Lumsdcn be wis mate, 
Her crew wis ony that wad dao’t, 

An’ I wis engineer. 

Eh, Sirs, slio wis a fearsome boat, 

Tho owner wudna spare a groat 
Tao gie tho feckless lass a coat 
O’ paint, or greaso the gear ; 

An’ ilka time I gaed below 
I thocht tae hoar her boilers go, 

An’ ilka time I prayit low, 

“ Goad help tho engineer.” 

Tao see her on tho Sabbath day, 

Whon dawn wis broakin’ grue an’ grey, 
Gann skolpin’ east ayont the May, 

\Vad draw an angel’s tear; 

Tho reid rust lay on hor like dew, 

She loupit liko a kengeroo, 

An’ ilka soul on hoard wis foil — 
Except tho engineer. 

Thao four years syne, T ’ll tostify, 

Had ony G airman lads been nigh 
An’ seen yon shainofu’ sicht gae by, 
They micht hao raised a sneer ; 

For a’ tho tongues o’ Leith wadgio’s’t: 
“ Is yon a boat or is’t a beast ? ” 

“ Hao ! are yo lieidin' west or oast ? ” 

“ Hao ! whaur ’s yer engineer ? ” 

Ah, wool, it shows yo never ken 
When doalin’ wi’ seafarin’ men ; 

Tho Gowrie 's kin’o’changcd since then, 
An’ gin yo wis tao speir, 

Ye ’so find that Tait’s got hraw new 
breeks, 

That ao crew sticks tae us liko leeks, 
An’ wo’vo boon sober ninety weeks, 
Mate, man an' engineer. 

Aye aneo a week the Gowrie ’s seen 
At Leith, Dundee or Aiberdeen, 

But whaur she gangs till in betwocn 
I canna inak’ sao clear; 

But Lumsdcn 's bocht a guinea knife, 
Tait sends mair monoy till his wife, 
An’, man, but I’ve been soein’ life 
Whilo I 've been engineer. 

“ Whit woy ? ” Awa’ an’ baud yor 
• tonguo ! 

But heod ye this bit sang I ’vo sung, 
The best ’s no’ a’ tho saints among 
• When works o’ war appear. 

What gars the Gowrie pay again ? 
What ’s changit wild tao sober men ? 
Speir o’ tho Gajrmans, for they ken; 

I ’m nao but ongineer. ’ 


Iron Rations. 

“To Farmers and Poultry Keepers. — 20c wis. 
of nails taken from cases, 12/6 per cwt.” 

Manchester Evening News . 




r*v- 




Absent minded Old Lady ( handing in snyar curd at railway ticket ajflfc). IIaj.f-a l’OUM), it.kask.’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Bjf Mr. Punch's Staff of Let trued Clerics.) 

For tho first time in the history of English letters a 
hook has been written capable of inspiring ino with a wish 
to visit China. This epoch-making result followed upon 
my perusal of The Wanderer on a i Thousand Hills ( 1 j\nk), 
a story of the modern Orient so sympathetic and know- 
ledgeable and showing such an insight into the life that it 
describes, that 1 should place it well above any attempt 
to translate China for Western minds that lias previously 
come to my notice. Miss Edith Whickry has, I believe, an 
earlier tale of the same genre to her credit, which I appear 
to have missed ; this is certainly a misfortune that must not 
occur again. Tho present plot- an English child found by a 
mourning Chinese mother, brought up as her own son, win- 
ning tho greatest honours of learning in the Celestial Kmpire, 
and then (inevitably for story purposes, but how I regretted 
it!) learning tho secret of his birth and giving up all to 
become a wanderer — is cunningly fashioned to show as 
many aspects as possible of native rnind and character. 
Throughout, too, you will bo fascinated by Miss Whkrky’s 
local colour — in tho strict sense of tho word ; her pen- 
pictures of Chinese scenes have all the brilliance of paint- 
ings upop rice-paper. Some day, as I say, I mean to 
confirm thoir truth for myself. But for tho present, when 
piracy and preoccupation combine to keop us home-bound, 
there should bo the warmer thanks to a clever lady for 
providing an unsinkablo ship (dare I call it a trim- built 
Whkrky? Perhaps not) to transport us to this land of 


j strange and fragile beauty, still whispering from her porce- 
j lain towers the last enchantments of Eastern faerie. 


I am interested to note a revival in confessedly “ humorous” 

! fiction; the latest volume of this kind that has come my 
; way being one with the rather odd title of Drifting (with 
| Browne) (IIkinkmann). Its author is Mr. Bvmts Kurn'iimt, 
j and ho has contrived a hook which, if it is not distinguished 
; by any specially dazzling wit, affords a pleasant enough 
entertainment in its quiet, rather haphazard fashion. There 
aro two main characters in the talc- -tho one who tells it 
and Browne ; also a valet to look after Brownes comforts, 
and later to save his life, and a sister of the narrator for 
him to marry. You will observe that Mr. Flktchhu, recog- 
nising that humour in hulk is apt to become unwieldy, has 
diluted bis with some proportion of sentiment. Unfortun- 
ately his touch here lacks (I thought) tho restraint that 
makes tho lighter passages so agreeable, and indeed verges 
perilously upon tho sloppy. Far more to my taste were 
some of his reminiscences of such matters as the deal in 
rubber shares (if indeed one should jest upon so grim 
a themo!) or tho amusing story of how not to get the 
better of an old-furniture dealer. The conclusion of the 
whole matter is that Drifting is a volume to he tasted 
rathor than gulped. One legitimate ground I have of 
curiosity and complaint. Why should the title-page con- 
tent itself with Lite curt announcement, “ Illustrated,” and 
convey no further clue to the artist of the many clover 
and spirited drawings that adorn the text? Surely this is 
modesty in excess. 
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Captain Britten Austin is one of the few writers of ! rather than a strictly historical account of a given period ; 
war fiction whose perspective has not been spoiled by his , and it is natural enough that the writer should now and 
experiences. I do not mean to suggest that in Battlcnrack ! again bo tempted aside into fascinating digressions. So, 
(IIodder and Stoughton) he does not see war as it is. ! though she has invited her readers to Central America, 
That he does, and can depict it powerfully and even terribly, they have to play a rather irritating follow- my-leader to 
such stories as 44 Verdun ” and “ Pro Patria ” in the volume ( China or Flanders or Finland as she chooses, and return — 
before* mo sullicicntly attest. But ho never makes the sometimes along the track of almost identical phrases — to 
mistake of giving way to that atmosphere of sombre 1 the deeds and policies of her hero, the great President. Not 
realism with which most war-tales are so easily and so that the smoothness of her narrative suffers much, for 
naturally clothed, which adds so much to their value as certainly there is little enough smoothness in the brutal 
heroic literature, but takes away so much from their worth j procession of recent Mexican politics, but it did seem at 
aslictiou. In romance, whatever its theme, if it is to perform j times that the writer would have made better use of her 
tho common function allotted to this kind of light litera- j material had sho been less willing to lecture for their good 
fcure, not only must the incidents and tho actors bo largely | various people all round the world — myself and President 
imaginary, but the whole must be informed with a spirit of j Wilson, for instance. Mrs. Twkedie declares herself as, 
pleasurable ad von ture not always very notably apparent in 'first and most, an admirer of Diaz, and, secondly- -with 
tho real thing. In advancing this safe platitude I am far reservations — a supporter of Huerta, who might, she con- 
from implying that fiction cannot find, in the monstrous | tends, have pulled his country together hut for tho action 
system of chemical annihilation that we call war to-day, of the United States; while of course she is not slow to 


something of tho same , 
allure that it found when 
war was a comparatively 
bloodless and picturesque 
affair of battleaxes or bell- j 
mouthed blunderbusses. At 
any rate wo may hope that 
Captain Austin will con- 
tinue to seo things through 
the romantic spectacles I 
which every good novelist i 
carries in his pocket, and 
that his next sheaf of I 
stories will maintain the | 
| excellence of his first. j 

Mr. .Jack London wrote ' 
Michael , Brother of Jerry \ 
(Mills and Boon) for the! 
purpose of stirring up the 
feelings of humane people 
against the public perform- 
ances of trained animals. 
In a foreword he asks us 
“ to oxpreas our disapproval 
of such a turn by getting up 
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COMBING OCT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. 

Old Gentleman (who has just taken a dose of elixir to restore him to 
youth). “Dash it! This stuff may make me liable to militauy 

BE K VICE.” 


expose the wiles and dupli- 
cities of the ubiquitous 
Teuton. Her remedy for 
the condition of Mexico, 
which, alas! (to use a word 
of which the authoress is 
distressingly fond) does not 
hold much present promise 
of civilised stability, would 
seem to be some form of 
advisory control, which 
must by no means extend 

■ to inclusion in tho Union 
by her great neighbour, 
though she seems to have 
half a hope that England 
may take on tho job in- 
stead. Heaven forbid ! 

E m i l y T revor - Wa rtl 
was an ordinary pleasant 
English girl, whom her 
brother had invited to 

* South Africa for a holi- 
day. While waiting his 

* arrival at Lourenyo Marques 


from our seats and leaving tho theatre fora breath of fresh she opons a telegram, addressed simply Trcvor-Ward, to 
air.” By such silent protests he considers that managers find that it is for her brother, announcing the imminent 
will understand tli at these performances are unpopular, and arrival of a lady who signs herself “Wife.” As nobody 
will remove them from their programmes. This then is had supposed him married (as a matter of fact he was 
Mr. London’s purposo, and a sound one without any doubt, not), and as tho lady, when met by Emily , turned out to 
Michael , in the hands of his beloved master, Dag Daughtry, combine every manifestation of the socially impossible, you 
sails tho high seas and performs tricks from sheer love of will perceive that Mrs. Horace Tremlett’s latest story, 
life and his master. But Dag, tho dearest of old villains, had Emily Docs ITer Best (Lane), opens with a sufficiently 
stolon Michael, and in turn his idol is stolen from him. Then intriguing situation. I wish I could add that it continues 
tho painful incidents in Michael's career begin. He falls as well; but tho fact is that, while the setting and the side 
into the hands of animal-trainers, who cannot find out the issues are bright to brilliancy, the main problem of the 
wonderful trick he possesses, and treat him with abominable relationship between Jack Trcvor-Ward and Pipsy (tho 
cruelty. At last they discover it, and eventually he gets deplorable name of his alleged spouse) remains both 
back to a more friondly atmosphere. But his cheerful spirit obscure and, to my old-fashionorl tasto, not quite what one 
is crushed, and no soberer dog ever stepped tho face of expects from an apparently harmless comedy of lighfc- 
tho earth. The author’s sincerity and skill make this tale hearted adventure. But all the rest is capital fun. There 
of Michael's tortures intensely moving. When Mr. Jack are some excellently vivid scenes of life in the Portuguese 
London died, animals lost a very true friend and the world town during tho early months of the War, a sufficiency 
of letters a spirited writer. And never again can I watcli of espionage, and one admirably arranged surprise for a 
a performance of trained animals. startling finish. Mrs. Tremlett writes evidently of things 

she has known and seen, and with an infectious gaiety of 

In her delightfully illustrated book, Mexico : From Diaz style that I should have enjoyed whole-heartedly had not 
to the Kaiser (Hutchinson), Mrs. Alec Twkedie gives us the plot of her tale kept me always a little out of ease. But 
a personal study made by the light of her own experiences at least her freedom from convention is undeniable. 
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Peace lias been signed between Gcr- paper it is strongly urged that retailers 
CHARIVARIA. many and the Ukraine; the Bolsheviks of food and food-substitutes should be 

According to a German periodical have declared that Russia is out of the compelled to display announcements of 
the Crown Prince recently presented War, and Mr. Frederick Morgan, of what they lmvo in stock, and not, as 
the Captain of a particularly successful Wellington, has captured a queen-wasp, heretofore, of what they have not. 
U-boat with a gold watch and chain. What a week ! * r 

The report does not say whoso. “ There is nobody living iu Ger- 

* :t # * Tho Ministry of Food is contem- many,” says Holt Polthoff, P who 

The Coal -Control leu is stated to plating a further reduction in the strictly speaking lias not earned im- 
havo gone down a coal-pit for the first strength of whisky. While declining to prisomnent.” Only consideration for 
time last week. On emerging he told a commit themselves on tho subject of Mr. Ramsay Macdonald’s feelings has 
reportor that ho would have recognised still further reductions they undertake prevented us from expressing similar 


that only in oxtremo circumstances sentiments, 
will they tamper with tho smell. 


As a result of the epidemic of housc- 


the stuff anywhere from tho pictures 
he had seen of it. 

At a recent dance in a Sussex village 
a young lady appeared as i 
“ Margarino.” Nothing more! 
has been heard of tho young | 
man who disappeared as a f 
*• One-atod-nine-ponny Rabbit.” i 

There is a strong feeling in 
the country that the oppon- 
ents of the Government should 
make a clear statement of thoir 
vendetta aims. 

Tho police are reported to 
be looking for a well-dressed 
man who was seen to deposit 
a bunch of carrots on tho door- 
step of tho House of Commons 
on Tuesday in Food-Surrender , 

Week. , 

A neutral correspondent re- 
ports from Amsterdam that; 

Food-Surrender Week in the : 

Ukraine docs not promise to i 
be the success that was antici- 1 
pated by the Huns. | 

An exceptionally line ilia- 1 
mond lias been given to the : 

Red Cross for the sale at j 
Christie’s, it is said to be > 

worth its weight in butter. i 

* , * | 

Gloucestershire police declare that 
the deserter who was found concealed inhabitants now display on their garden 
in a wardrobe in his mother’s bedroom gates the notice, “No Hawkers. No 
would in all probability lmvo escaped Circulars. No Burglars.” 
dotoction if lie had not attempted to 



According to the German papers the 
Ukrainians were greatly delighted with 
the way they wero treated 
by tho German diplomats at 
Brest Litovsk. Indeed there 
! is some talk of having another 
war just for the pleasure of 
talking peace again. 

i A sensation was caused dur- 
j ing the recent Food Hoarders’ 
I armistice when an aged pork- 
j pie walked into a suburban 
j police station and gave itself lip. 


A NEW WAR TERROR, 
breaking at Brentford several nervous 


allay suspicion by making a noise' like 
a musquash coat. He seems to lmvo 
heard the “ Tinkle, tiukle ” story. 


Tu connection 
measuring nine feet 


* . 

with 


tho grampus 
in length which 
appeared last week off Deal, we are 
asked to say that some annoyance was 
felt by the local Volunteers because 


According to Professor Arthur 
Keith, eating alters tho human face, they were not called out. 

For ourselves, wo do not expect to V :: 

undergo any facial change for some A Reuter’s message states that two 
time. * ;JS Australians have motored from Fro- 

# mantle to Sydney, a distance of two 

A dairyman has been heavily fined thousand eight hundred' miles, in one 
for selling milk containing fifty-six por hundred, and seventy hours. It is 
cent, of added water. The defence that supposed that they were in a hurry, 
the milk got there by accident was *** 

abandoned. In view < »f the serious shortage of 


More Strong Language. 

j “General von Liiwenfold, for 
! many yours commander of tho corps 
j of Prussian Guards, has been placed 
j on tho retired list,, aged seventy^ 
j For many years he was the personal 1 
; favourite of tho Kaiser among the 
I gilded popinjays of tho Bcrlin-Pots- 
I dam dam set.*’ - Daily J'apa\ 

j “In order to keep the naval towns 
purely naval, the Admiralty steadily 
; free/e out all other forms of indus- 
j trial activity, and especially dis- 
j courage or prohibit shipping. 11 
v . j would never do, in normal times, 

j to ha\« l‘l> mouth Hoo choked with 
j merchant ships/* 

. i Drislul Times and Minor. 

1 Of course it wouldn’t. There 
‘ would bo no room for the per- 

; ambulators. 

Heading to a recent Army Council 
Instruction : — 

“ Boo rs.— Steps to be taken to economise/’ 

Sol t it it r amhulando. 

KIIONDDKL. 

I' wonder, have I dined to-day? 

My inner man would tell mo no, 
And yet an hour or two ago 
I had a dinner bill to pay. 

Yes, I recall the witty play 
Of talk, the table white as snow — 

I wonder, have I dined to-day ? 

My innor man would tell mo no. 
Only a Barmecide could say 

How much to fancy’s aid I owe. 
Fnough. Lord Rhondda wills it so ; 
But still my doubts will not away — 

I wonder, havo I dined to-day ? 


v< r . cuv. 
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THE SIMPLER LIFE, 

n. 

William Ruffs. 

William Rufus is our pig. Why we 
called him that I do not know; ho is 
not red or cvon pink, but yellow. By 
all the rules ho should have been bacon 
some time ago. Apart, however, from 
tho firm hold ho has obtained on our 
affections ho is far too valuable an 
animal to think of killing. One hears 
sometimes of pigs being exports in 
arithmetic or thought-reading or danc- 
ing tho minuet, but how many, I won- 
der, evon of those more gif tod of their 
kind, could catch a rabbit? Very few, 
I venture to assert. William Rufus’s 
bag for tho past three months has 
averaged a steady live per week. How 
does iio do it? 1 will tell you. 

At one end of tho paddock vvhero wo 
allow him to range with Spearmint, 
our donkey, thore is a bank riddled 
with rabbit-holes. Worming his way 
cautiously along tho hedge to the mouth 
of ono of those, William Rufus lies flat 
on the ground, tucks his legs beneath 
him and buries his head under a tuft 
of grass. As his skin is almost devoid 
of hair those are all tho preparations 
necessary to complete his impersona- 
tion of a giant vegetable marrow. Thus 
he lies, absolutely motionless, the only 
trace of the excitement under which he 
labours being a slight extra tightening 
of his tail into two rings instead of its 
customary one. Presently a rabbit 
pops out, pops back, pops out again 
and has a good stare at tho succulent- 
looking object. At this point a third 
ring usually appears at the end of 
William Rufus’s tail. 

Finally Bunny’s mind is made up. 
" Ha! ” ho says, and goes greedily for- 
ward. “ If a !" replies William Rufus, 
and grabs him by tho neck. Then lie 
brings him to the back door, lays him 
carefully on the mat and rejoins Spear- 
mint. That is all. Simplicity itself, isn’t 
it? But genius lies in doing simple 
things that no one else lias thought of. 

With mice be is equally successful. 
In dealing with them bo adopts tho dis- 
guise of a Stilton cheese, an effect pro- 
duced by humping bis back into a sort 
of circle. He regards the mice as a 
perquisite and keeps them for dessert. 

But it is not merely as a game- 
trapper that William Rufus excels. 
Besides keeping an eye on the children, 
to provent their running across tho 
paddock into tho wood, be never fails 
to open the gate for them and to close 
it securely behind them when they go 
for their daily drives with Spearmint ; 
and every evening at sunset he col- 
lects our six fowls and directs them to 
their roost. We have grown so accus- 


tomod to him in his role of general odd- 
jobber that when he develops some 
fresh activity, as ho is constantly doing, 
it passos now almost unnoticed. Yet I 
confess I was a little surprised wlion, a 
morning or two ago, I discovered that 
ho had plaited the litter in his sty into 
a really artistic straw mat. 

In ono respect William Rufus isindis- 
pen sable. E ve ry Su n d ay mo mi n g, wh ile 
w T e are away at church, Elizabeth bakes 
us what she calls a war-cake. Why 
she doos this wo do nofcknow ; what 
slio puts into it wo have never dared to 
ask. Every Sunday afternoon it is on 
the tea table. Wo accept it, as we have 
accepted Elizabeth herself, as ono of 
tho horrors of war. But we never eat 
it. As soon as tho meal is over I stroll 
casually out into a corner of the pad-j 
dock invisible from the kitchen window. 
William Rufus is waiting for mo there. 
It seems more patriotic than burying 
it, and apparently he does not mind 
obliging mo. Nor does his health 
suffer; hut T suppose a fellow who 
can eat coal is proof against almost 
anything. 

SENTIMENT FOR THE HALLS. 

There were three persons in tho 
room — a short fat man, who sat close 
beside tho piano holding a note book and 
a stubby pencil ; a tall thin man, who 
occupied tho music-stool and occasion- 
ally touched the keys of tho instrument 
tentatively, much as an engineer might 
test tho working of his machine before 
letting her go; and a third man, both 
fat and tall, who seemed to occupy the 
position of general overseer. Tho three 
had recently lunched, expensively, and 
were now smoking very long cigars, 
the smoko from which filled the room — 
fumes, one might say, of an industry 
working at full blast. 

The little man with tho note-book 
had been writing in it for some minutes, 
only pausing occasionally to moisten 
the stubby pencil, which he contrived 
to do rather cleverly without removing 
his cigar. 

“Now,” ho said at last, “how about 
this ? — 

“The thought of you will keep mo true, 
Though parted many a mile; 

J want no prize hut your sweet eyes, 

No booty but your smile.” 

The tall thin man stroked tho piano, 
and nodded approvingly. “ Herrick at 
liis best,” he observed. 

“ Eric who?” snapped tho big-both- 
ways man. “Dunno his stuff; but 
anyhow that sounds the goods. Play 
it.” 

On the instant the tall thin man be 
came amazingly animated. Ho played 
it. Probably other tenants of tho 
buildings may have eauso to regret the 


fact, since, once heard, it is practically 
impossible to forget it. That in this 
they are still a matter of some fow weeks 
ahead of the rest of London may be a 
consolation or may not. 

“Yes,” repeated tho largo man 

thoughtfully, “ it sounds all No l ” 

lie became suddenly emphatic and ges- 
ticulated with his cigar. “ I knew 
there was something wrong. It ? s that 
smile' at tho end. Too weak alto- 
gether. Lets the thing right down. 
Can’t you manage to got more punch 
into it there? ” 

Tho poet nibbled his pencil. “ Love 
— heaven above — seas roll — soul," lie 
murmured to himself in an experi- 
mental undertone. All at once ho 
brightened visibly. 

“ Gob it ! ” he cried. “ Change tho 
second and last lines and the thing’s 
lone : — ■ 

“The thought of you will keep mo (ru », 
Though sens wo two may part.” 

“ Us two,” murmured the tali thin 
man, unheeded. 

“I want no prize but your sweet eyes, 

No booty but your heart.” 

“ Bravo ! ” The overseer was moved 
almost to enthusiasm. “ That ’s an 
A1 ccrt. anywhere. Nothing like a 
good old lioarty finish.” Ho chuckled 
obesely at bis own humour. “Play 
it again, Charlie, and let’s have the 
twiddly-bits this time.” 

So Charlio played it again, and the 
twiddly-bits were duly introduced — 
minor thirds and consecutive some- 
thing -olsos of a wistful and fatally 
haunting pathos. And once again the 
voice of the oxpert was lifted on a note ol 
justifiable satisfaction. “ If you ask me 
hoys,” ho said, “ wo To on a winner.” 

That was some days ago. Soon, in 
any one of a dozen theatres, a sudden 
darkness will fall upon the crowded 
house, and rows on rows of sccond- 
lieutonants, clasping each the hand o’ 
an adjacent flapper, will thrill to that 
adhesive melody, and, as the lyrics* 
reach at length their cardiac climax, will 
murmur, a little awestruck as at some 
miracle of wonder, — 

“Whoever wrote that might have 
known us" 

Shaksfeark on the situation : — 

“ A moss of Russians loft us but of lato.” 

“ Love's Labour 'sI<ost,” Act V., Sc. 2 . 

From Lord Knutsford’s appeal for 
the London Hospital : — 

“ I havo boon run over by a motor-lorry 
which brought in £20,000, but that is tho sort 
of thing that cannot be done too often.” 

Daily News. 

Wo cannot agree with his Lordship, foi 
wo have known cases when it was done 
once too often. 
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THE LIBERATORS. 


. PntsT Bolshevik. “LET ME SEE; WE’VE MADE AN END OF LAW, CREDIT, TREATIES, 
THE ARMY AND THE NAVY. IS THERE ANYTHING ELSE TO ABOLISH ? ” 

Second Bolshevik. “ WHAT ABOUT WAR?” 

First Bolshevik. *• GOOD ! AND PEACE, TOO. AWAY WITH BOTH OF 'EM!" 
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from an enormous appetite, and, rock- easting evil glances around him, and 
THE EVIL EYE: A TRAGEDY, less of dyspepsia, would seek out and by the wicked and sardonic glare in his 
“ Look at that blinkin’ bird, Sir,” devour the most unusual articles to eyo causing the inhabitants of several 
said iho Moss-cart driver. satisfy his craving. Thus on one occa- villagos through which we passed to 

The magpie sat on the head of the sion ho appeared at the window of the hurry indoors, crossing themselves, 
horse and regarded the world with a Headquarters Moss during breakfast, Arrived at our destination, he re- 
jaundiced 0 ) 0 , as one who has drunk and before the astonished and bulging sumod his old mode of life, established 
deep of the cup of life and finds tho eyes of tho Colonel removed from liis a new “cache,” levied a toll on every 
dregs distasteful. plate a sausage of noble proportions house in the village, and appeared 

1 approached, wishing to exchange and made his exit unmolested. thoroughly to revel in his depraved 

greetings with him, hut tho bird fixed At the same time he showed him- and debauched existence; till one day 
mo with such a baleful glare that 1 self to he an ardent collector of trifles a distinguished General, at a parade of 
faltered in my stride and hesitated, of any and every kind, and frequently tho entire Brigade, informed an inter- 
Afc that moment the Moss-cart horse, caused severe heart-burnings by his ested audienco that we had been chosen 
angered by a fly on his nose, flung up habit of collecting somo small article to return to that very spot from which 
his head, and with a bitter curse tho that took his fancy, and which was, on we had como, and, giants refreshed, to 
magpie dived into tho depths of the more than ono occasion, its owner’s throw ourselves anew into the fray. 
Mess-cart and was hidden from view. most cherished possession. For in- ’Bastus, who had attended the parade 
Some weeks before, while wo were en- stance, one day ho was observed to in the pocket of tho It. A. M.C. Corporal, 
gaged in ono of our periodical attempts* cross tho transport lines with unsteady was observed to .appear slightly de- 
to cross France on foot, the magpio*gait, bearing with ah air of unctuous pressed as we left tho field, hut in the 


had appeared from no- : 
whore in particular and j 
attached himself firmly, 
but without ostenta- ; 
tion, to tho transport. 
At ono moment there 
was tho transport and 
no magpie, and thenoxt 
there was the transport 
and tho magpie. Like 
that. 

Tho men took to him 
at once, though some- 
what awed by his pon- 
tifical appearance and j 
his romarkably evil eye. ! 
lie was christened ’Bas- 1 
tua for no reason in 
particular, and deve- 
loped a fondness for 
riding in the Moss-cart, 
slightly to the on i bar- 









‘’Ki/lo, ’Kubkut, got a job, oh auk ykh toot) A ntin’?” 


j upheaval caused by 
(tho General’s words I 
I thought no further of it 
until that afternoon 1 
was informed that tho 
Mess cart driver wished 
to speak to me. 

“ It ’s that bird, Rir,” 
he said ; “ ’e ’a com- 
mitted suicide.” 

As ho obviously 
wished me to accom- 
pany him to tho scene 
of tho tragedy I fell into 
step besido him and 
asked for the dreadful 
details. It appeared 
that ’Bastus had been 
seen to walk across tho 
transport lines, wearing 
an air of settled in elan - 
J choly and disappear 


rassment of the Moss-cart driver, for, pride a scarlet carpet-slipper, ono of a behind the cook-houso. Later in the 
as the lattor pointed out to me, “Does pair belonging to tho Adjutant, tried day one of tho cooks, soeking the bird 
what e likes, ’o docs, Sir. I can’t argue veterans that had weathered tho first to offer him somo form of nourishment, 
with ’iin. Fair mesmerizes mo, ’o dons, battle of Yprcs. The hue and cry aris- had discovered the corpse floating in a 
with that eyo of 'is.” ing from this particular outrage ro- bucket of water. “ And it 's my belief, 

So 'Bastus settled down and became suited in the discovery of the criminal's Sir,” said tho Mess-cart driver, sol- 
a notorious member of our flock, and “ cache,” a battered and rusty biscuit- omnly, “ as that bird knew where wo 
his famo was noised abroad throughout tin, lying beneath the bunk of the was goin’ back to an*, not carin’ for 
tho whole Division. And it was felt unsuspecting transport Sergeant, and tho hidea, drowned hisself.” I 

that, could he hut speak, it would be containing, in addition to the carpet- We entered the transport linos, and I j 
well worth the while of even such a slipper, a comb, the property of his became a ware of a small crowd gathered ; 
hardened reprobate as tho .Moss-cart ally tho Moss-cart driver, three handkor- in the centre of the field. They made j 
driver to listen to him. Indeed the chiefs of various hues, one tooth-brush way as we approached, and revealed a j 
transport Sergeant himself, hitherto a of great age, a number of nails, several largo and war-worn bucket filled with 
confirmed sceptic in such matters, ap- repellent pieces of food in an advanced water, on the surface of which lay the 
proaohed me soon after the bird’s arrival stage of decadence, and a recent copy magpie, his feet pointing heavenward, 
in a fruitless endeavour to negotiate of Battalion Orders. - and his evil eyo wearing an expression 

the loan of a silver sixpence wherewith So matters stood when tho battalion, so utterly angelic that it was almost 
to slit tho tongue of tho bird in order covored with mud and glory, was re- impossible to recognise him. 
that his speech might bo loosened. moved from the line fora short rest. “Look at that blinkin’ bird, Sir,” 
It soon became ovident that the mag- ’Bastus appeared to share in the general said the Mess-cart driver. 
pie was not bound by any stringent rejoicing and wore an air of conscious ■■■ . ■ ■ ■ ■ — — 

rules of morality, but was possessed of rectitude and intelligent anticipation “I know not on which aido truth lies.” 
a deep cunning and an abiding lawless- that was more than human. On tho Mr. Kennedy Jones, M.P. 

ness that would not have shalned one march to our new home he rode pomp- Judging by the newspapers, we should 
of our leading criminals. He suffered ously on tho roof of the Mess-cart, say on both sides. 
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VAIvET 


JUih> o'Sti^op 

Safety Razor f 



This razor has won the premier position in 
the world's markets and in the Navy and 
Army as the only razor that “strops itself/’ 

To this unique feature is now added the 
advantage of instant adjustability. By 
a touch on the adjusting lug you can 
vary the distance between the blade and 
the guard with supreme precision and 
accuracy, adapting the setting according 
to the toughness of your beard or the 
tenderness of your skin. 


A superkeen blade and the 
means of automatically strop- 
ping it -^a well-finished razor 
frame which has no loose 
parts and can be cleaned by 
just a rinse and a wipe — 
these features, combined with 
adjustability of the blade, pro* 
duce the nearest possible 
approach to perfection in the 
present “Valet ” razor. 


THE STANDARD SET 

consists of heavily silver-plated 
s. *lf- stropping "Valet** Safety 
Razor, twelve genuine " Valet 
Blades, and " Valet *’ strop ; the 
whole in handsome case 0 1 I 
complete • • • 

Of till high-class dealers 
throughout the xvoild. 

The AutoStrop Safety Razor 
Co., Ltd., 

61, New Oxford St., Tendon, W.C. x. 

And also at New York, Paris, Milan, 
Sydney, Dublin, Toronto, &c. 
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KHAKI SHIRTS 


O? 

HIGH- 

CLASS 

OUTFITTERS 



~ Write to the Manufacturers for full particulars William Hollins & Co. Ltd. 

E5 (Trade only), 64. Viyella House, Newgate Street, London, E.C. 1. 

Iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiw 




Milk in Perfection 

“ IDEAL" is simply the richest cows’ milk concen- 
trated to the consistency of cream by the removal of 
the excess moisture. Guaranteed always Fresh and 
1’uro and to contain neither Sugar, Preservative, nor 
alien ingredient of any kind. 

IDEAL MILK 

THE EVERYDAY MILK 

Diluted with water for all Table and Cooking purposes, 
Undiluted, for every purpose of Fresh Cream, except 

IT WON’T “WHIP” 

Packed by the well-known Arm of NESTLB 
and cold by nil Grocer* and Store*. 


Cash Pine //if. per tin . 


who values a clean healthy skin should use only 

SAPON Soaps 

I liese soaps do not leave a scum oil basin, sponge 
or skin as all other soaps do. They quickly allay 
skin irritation from whatever cause by extracting the 
dirt from the pores of the skin, and impart a soft velvety 
smoothness to the face and hands, creating a healthy 
and invigorating glow throughout the whole body. 

Entirely Different from all other Soap s. 

RUSSIAN TAR SOAP . \ . 4d. per Tablet 
IDEAL (sweet-scented) SOAP . 3d. „ 

All “Sapon” Soap* lather freely In any water, hard or soft. 

Obtainable through t 

The Civil Service Store*, Haymurkct, and principal Stores in London and 
Provinces. Also through Boots’ Drug Stores in all the principal cities 
and towns. Any Store, Grocer or Chemist can obtain it for you from 

SAPON SOAPS, LIMITED 

Sapon House, London Bridge, EC. 4. 


4 * 


SAPON Wonderful 





“ Wore H Kit EXPECT TO UET, N KD ? ” 


a 4- S'T+u^a* 
■ » . 

“ WotVHEll MEAN, * I JET ’ ? I * V 1 5 COM E TO PAY 31 E INCOME TAX.” 


FINANCIAL EMBARRASSMENTS. 

Two moments of financial embarrass- 
ment have recently been mine. 

Ono occurred about a fortnight ago 
in the Strand (where they are said to 
bo voi‘y common), and I blame no one 
but myself. But then I go on my j 
blundering way through life blaming | 
no one but myself. It happened that I j 
wanted an evening paper, and, seeing j 
ahead of mo a ragged but far from 
unhappy-looking boy with a number 
of Stars, I decided to place my order 
with him. 

There was something about him so 
characteristic of the London street — 

I he had so much of the recklessness of 
our young adventurers — that, under a 
generous impulse, as I handed him a 
penny, I said, “ Never mind the change/’ 
accompanying tlio remark, no doubt, 
with an expression appropriate to such 
benevolence. His own expression how* 
ever was* very different, having in it 
dements of incredulity and scorn. 
Holding the penny in his hand, he 
maintained an odd but distinctly cen- 
sorious silence. 


There being nothing so trying to the | 
pure philanthropist as to have his pure 
philanthropy unacknowledged, F said 
sharply, “ You might say ‘Thank you * I 
for it, anyway.” J 

“ Thank yourself,” ho replied. “ Wot 
is there for me to thank you for ? The | 
Star's a penny, ain't it?” j 

And it was. The price had just been \ 
raised and 1 bad not heard of it. 

1 walked on, looking far bigger than 
I felt. 

My other experience was in ono of 
London's Town Halls, where 1 was , 
engaged on that most pathetic of enter- 1 
prises, the pursuit of a Food Card. 
After inquiring of many well-informed 
people 1. was ultimately directed to 
this abode of civic consultation, and 
there met with a stranger who turned 
out to ho the friend of my life — the 
hall porter. Not only did ho instruct 
me in the whole mystery, but ho him- 
self fetched ono of the forms which I 
should long ago have filled up, and 
supplied pen and ink and blotting- 
paper, and thou proposed that ho should 
hand it in and save me the trouble of 
doing so. 


While ho was thus talking my fingers 
in my pocket wore busy stealthily identi- 
fying among the coins a sixpence with 
which to reward* him, when ho startled 
me by remarking, “Oh, no ; there 's no 
need to give-me a shilling. It’s ail in 
my day’s work.” 

F have used the word “ startled,” but 
it must not be thought, even although 
a tide of hot blood rushed through mo 
as I realised bow narrow had been 
my escape, that I showed any sign of 
discomposure. On the contrary, for it 
is wonderful how rapid our muscular 
reactions can bo and how swiftly we 
can readjust ourselves to new con- 
ditions, my lingers instantly, oven as 
he spoke, relinquished the sixpence and 
found a shilling, and this T presented 
to him quite as though there had been 
no interruption of intent. But it was 
a narrow shave. 

“ Better Faci ojues Closed in Bwauia. 

Amsterdam, Jail. Id. The Havanan legis- 
lature has ordered the closing of crematories 
oil account of tho scarcity of coal.” 

Mail and Empire (Toronto). 

An echo of Kadaverccrwertiuut ? 
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punch, on the London ciiatuvaiii. 


EXCLUSIVENESS. 

(/I Mutiny on, Hospital Jiehaviour .) 
When in tho trenches is stilly 

And raids and patrols are no moro, 
When China has made peace with Chile 
And Turkey annoxod Ecuador; 

When homeward to hamlet and steeple 
The soldier returns with a sigh, 

I shall huild mo a eluh for the people 
Who wore hit in the sanio place as L 

There are clubs for the staid and the 

Uglily 

Anri clubs for the learned alone, 

But give me a man with a hlighty 
Exactly the same as iny own ; 

For a love that can never grow colder, 
For a kinship that nothing can part, 
Identical hill's in the shoulder 

Are better than bird s’ -eggs or Art. 

In the shoulder, you mark me. It rankles 
When peoplo accost mo to toll 
Platitudinous stories of ankles 

That take such a time to get well ; 
Or narrate how the medico tinkers 
A fore arm that suffered mishap, 
Unaware that for serious thinkors 
The fore arm is right off the map. 

IIow they wallow in alien details 
Of where they were patched by the 
vet ! 

It’s the same with the elbow and knee 
tales- - 

These persons are not in our set ; 
They have faced in the lino of the 
legions 

The bullets and billets of (laid, 

But their deltoid and scapular regions 
JIavo not been affected at all. 

But wo, when my club has been founded, 
Shall sit by the smoking-room lire, 
With our cofi’eo before us, surrounded 
By shoulders wo love and admire; 
We shall show the decided improve- 
ments 

Observed in this tendon or that ; 

Wo shall try to exhibit some movements 
And empty the milk on the mat. 

What a fervour will shine in our faces, 
What wonderful yarns we shall spin, 
Reminiscently patting the places 
To prove where the pellets went in I 
0 fortunate place of convention, 

Where shoulders of equals shall rub! 
And I think 1 ’vo forgotten to mention 
I shall call it tho llumorus Club. 

- — Kvok. 

The Xatest Form of Frightfulness. 
“At night full all tho Gorman puns in the 
sector suddenly opened.” 

Portsmouth Keening Xeirs. 

“ f Cui moriatur homo, eui salvia eroselt in 
horto? ’ (‘ Why should a man die who raises 

sago in his garden ?’).” — Common Sense. 

Or worry about dead languages either? 


THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

VI. 

Co X V Mil SAT ION ON CHAPTER LXXX. 
George. Pray, Mamma, was the 
famous tiafffes one of these “pro- 
fiteers”? 1 think lie must have lived 
about the titno you are speaking of. 

Mrs. M. No, my doar boy, his timo 
was over before the reign we have been 
discussing. He is said to have been a 
man of good birth and position, and to 
have squandered his patrimony. He 
then became, if 1 may uso such a phrase, 
a sort of gentleman robber, and pacified 
his conscience by robbing only the rich. 
But his fame is moro traceable to the 
piny made about, him than to any of 
ids own good or had deeds. 

llirharil. Is it true that everybody 
used to smoke in those unsettled t imes ? 

Mrs. M. Smoking was then a uni- 
versal practice. In earlier times men 
of fashion affected cigars or long rolls 
of leaf tobacco, but. were soldom to ho 
seen with them in public places. But 
in this reign all ages and both sexes 
engaged in a publicaiul promiscuous uso 
of the cigarette, a small paper cylinder 
filled with cub tobacco, often, I regret 
to say, mixed with other deleterious 
ingredients. Lady Babbloton, in her 
Memoirs, speaks without shame of her 
daily consumption of fifty cigarettes. 
Tho embargo formerly laid on smoking 
in places of business was removed, and 
even small hoys were seen pulling at 
these noxious cigarettes at all hours of 
tho day. The cult of the tobacco-pipe, 
which lmd previously beco regarded as 
a vulgar and unrefined mode of smok- 
ing, attained extravagant dimensions. 
The fashionable pipe- makers rose to a 
position of fabulous wealth and import- 
ance. Their shops were fitted lip with 
a sumptuous and semi-sultanic extrava- 
gance ; young men and women of the 
highest birth and tho most polished 
manners were retained as assistants 
at very high salaries, and the power 
and inlluonee wielded by tho heads of 
these firms was so great that one of 
them was appointed Chief of the Staff 
as the result of a movement initiated 
by the leading paper, and another was 
appointed Archbishop ol Canterbury, 
though ho was not ordained until after 
his elevation. 

Mari}. What a droll idea ! I cannot 
imagine you, Mamma, smoking a pipe. 

Mrs. M. I hope not, my dear, though 
my grandmother was given soveral 
pipes amongst her wedding presents, 
one of which I believe cost fifty pounds. 
The craze ultimately reached such pro- 
portions as to call for legislative inter- 
ference. It began with the Act for- 
bidding the use of cigarettes by all 
parents, for, as it was logically argued, 


it was impossible to expect tho young 
to abstain unless their elders set thorn 
a hotter example. Unfortunately this 
method did not answer, and tho age 
limit was reduced in successive Acts 
until, by tho prohibition of infantile 
smoking and the conscription of pipes, 
smoking was finally stamped out. 

Jli cliard . I do not think anything 
entertains me more than hearing about 
these old customs. Pray toll us some- 
thing about tho hooks which they used 
to read in those days. 

Mrs. M. At this period perhaps tho 
most remarkable feature of literature 
was tho reveretico paid to young writers. 
I remember my grandfather tolling me 
that lie made quite a hit by a novel 
which ho published while still at a 
preparatory school, hut that by the 
timo he went up to Oxford his vogue 
had entirely ceased, and ho resigned 
the career of letters for that of scientific 
agriculture. Nearly all the most popu- 
lar books of tho timo wero written by 
authors who were still in their teens, 
and those who had the misfortune, to 
ho over twenty wore driven to falsifying 
their birth certificates in order to satisfy 
tho requirements of publishers. Most 
of tho famous hooks of this period took 
the form of onslaughts on established 
institutions. Marriage was impeached 
in tho nursery, the revival of child- 
bishops was advocated from tho per- 
ambulator, and the tyranny and bru- 
tality of the Public School system was 
held up lo execration by members ol 
tho Lower Fourth Form. It was, in 
the cant phraso of tho time, tho era 
of tho boom of youth, of the assertion 
of tho right of unrestrained self-ex- 
pression. it was triumphantly shown 
that ago had no monopoly of wicked- 
ness and vice, and that in varied and 
vivid profanity the vocabulary of youth 
stood supremo. 

Mary. But you do not agree with 
that, do you, Mamma ? 

Mrs. M. No, my dear, I was indulg- 
ing in the dangerous practice of irony. 
To proceed with my argument, the 
logic of youth is ofton unanswerable, 
but it lacks tho ballast of experience. 
As a result of the enthusiasm which 
one of these books excited tho writer 
was elected to the head mastership 
of a public school, but after a short 
and disastrous attempt to establish self- 
government by tho boys lie renounced 
his republican and independent prin- 
ciples and became a harsh and rigorous 
despot. 

“OUR YOUNG RUSSIANS. 

LAW TO MAKE THEM SERVE DEAD.” 

Daily Vaper . 

But will they ? Lately it was h ard enough 
to get them to servo when alive. 





iwoftT I HYMNED TO 

« Ih^Pi^ei^r is opc 

li.wn FOTl IrtM»KH-' hlx ^ : —rzr-:~ ' ,, , ...v„ Prnm 10.V. P vnen , O. l,4„hnku 


t^ttl| e O ? °xf°R D 

(By German Wvclrss.) 

Jo lm Robinson of Houndsditch 
At his employer swore* 

Ami so did Thomas Jonltms 
And half a million mow . 

They swore at their omp ( ) -• 

Thoy s ' v01 tools to clown, 

With one 1°®?“^*“, much U» brown, 

Effi rsS.—!" u '“" 

TocmnoanaaoU.ol.Uo. 

VSJS&ttSRr 

’e'ssrosa 

Wow battered *“ h *s.-i mioR’a 
And the tali towers of bl ‘ J<l ‘l 1 . 

A ’^s*£ Li, ”“- 

Wero in an awful state. 


with me, -, 

Rido at, yonv fullest spoet , 
Ami spUllicatc o..r civic <oo 
Who thus would strike a van 
1 In time ot Upland's need. 


NV ' c i":H:::^S- ! A embers 

Al Amltlm Juuafran gloats on J, 

With “lloch and U’° 

:T S t^ f’4 8 S's°to Padding Gate, 
Au'red'with blood the roaring spate 
Of Revolution rolled. 


Tim Scots with their shillalas 

U Rim She,,cr Rush they came. 

And from the National Ballot) 

The Irish did tho samo, 

Kro.nllucldni-l.amspvouir 

Tho Abbey and tho rtcrc(1 

| What troops soeei woio l 
there, . . 

They also took tho hint* 

They struck those caitiff 8 l l ^J s ’ * n 
They fought thorn might a. d main, 
1 Till id^ of them were wounded 
1 And most of thorn wore - ■ > 

The rest thoy put in l>™° n 

Old Bailey or tho b loot, 

| For that they served then l>ns 

I„ tKlo hour of England's need. 

And ruined Oxford Street. 


on Saturday «i*M Vf b^inktead, N.W. 
Tho stole® jowete Vndndo a^ropc^of nearly 4°° 
pearls .” — Hotly Vaper. ^ flow of 

•■Thera is a steady S alo which I 

gifts for the Bod Cross treastuo ,j he 1 

| Messrs. Chnstio aro * J iUu0 ttt0 anxious 

bsSu.S?-r byol,oting ft rol,c 

pearls ot groat l >rlc0 - g(jnH , p„ 1Kr , same day, 

IiC 

to in the urst F‘s.B'“r- 'T. 
to tho invitation in tho other, 


•aris ot groat l >rlc0 g • mu l>apcr, same day. 

r;i:£csss. 





THE HOME FRONT ACiATN. 


John Bull. “ ROTTEN BUSINESS THIS IN RUSSIA!" 

Mb. Punch. “I SHOULDN’T LET THAT WORRY YOU, SIR. WHAT WE’VE GOL' 
WORRY. ABOUT IS ALL THIS CURSED BACKSTAIRS INTRIGUE IN OUR OWN PRESS J 
PARLIAMENT.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 



JIlTIIEUTO UNTlUiLISHKD VALE 


Tuesday, February 12th , — Some ma- 
licious sprite — probably a species of 
printer’s devil — took occasion of the 
opening of tho eighth Session of this 
painfully protracted Parliament to play 
his Puckish pranks. First he so mal- 
treated the Speech from tho Throne 
that when Ills Majesty came to read 
it there was n<3 trace of its most import- 
ant passage — tho summons to repre- 
sentatives of tho Dominions and the 
Indian Funpire to tako part in the 
deliberations of the War Cabinet. 

Next ho turned his attention to tho 
Mover of tho Address in tho House of 
Commons. For tho most part General 
Lowthkk’s maiden speech was an ex- 
cellent blend of humour and common- 
sense, fully deserving tho encomiums 
bestowed upon it by tho Front Bench. 
But just once tho imp of malapropin- 
quity managed to trip him up and made 
him speak of our “unfounded” — instead 
of “ unbounded ” — admiration for tho 
Navy and tho Merchant Service. 

Tho ensuing debate degenerated into 
a series of personal attacks upon the 
Fiume Minister by Members who, not 
without high example, regard this as 
tho easiest road to fame. Tho only 
persons who have a right to congratu- 


IVJlNJi SUNT TO Mil. JiONAR LAW LAST WEEK. 

late themselves on the discussion are ! 
tho Members of the Gorman General 
Staff, who may not havo learned any- 
thing that they did not know before, but 
havo undoubtedly had certain shrewd 
suspicions confirmed. , 

Wednesday, February 1'Uh . — There 
was a distinct drop in tho temperature 
of tho House. This may havo been 
partly duo to the absence of tho Prime 
Minister, whose incandescence is apt 
to bo catching ; but chiefly, one hopes, 
to the consciousness that yesterday’s 
scenes had not done much to help the 
country’s cause. No disturbance of 
the new mood came from Mr. Herbert 
Samuel, who is emphatically not a fire- 
brand, but a coldly-calculating critic. 
Jn a more-in sorrow-than-in-anger style 
ho contrasted the comparatively meagre 
performances of tho Administration with 
tho perforvid prognostications of its 
ebullient Chief. 

Of all tho Ministers Mr. Pkothero 
alone came in for a word of praise — not 
entirely, I trust, in order that Mr. 
Samuel might fire off his one and only 
joko about Sir Alfred Mono sowing 
his wild oats in Richmond Park. 

Mr. Bonar Law, accepting a chal- 
longo tli at the critic had carefully 


Believed lost in the tost. 

! refrained from issuing, declared that 
his speech amounted to a condemna- 
tion of the Government, and that if the 
House of Commons agreed with Mr. 
Samuel it was its duty to find another, 
i Then in one of his engaging bursts of 
self-revelation ho observed, “ I havo no 
more interest in this Prime Minister 
than I had in the last.” 

The House generally seemed to 
agreo with Mr. Adamson, who, before 
changing horses again, wanted to be 
suro that ho was going to got a better 
team. At tho end of a statesmanlike 
speech tho Labour Leador declared the 
comforting conviction that the over- 
whelming majority of people, whilo de- 
siring an end to the War, were opposed 
to peace- at -any-prico. 

This declaration, coming from so un- 
impeachable a source, should have given 
pause to Mr. Holt and tho little knot 
of Pacifists below the Gangway. But 
they persisted in pressing their Amend- 
ment in favour of entering upon imrnedi- 
uto negotiations with the enemy ; and, 
though receiving some unexpected sup- 
port from Lord Henry Bentinck and 
Colonel Aubrey Herbert, both of 
whom' Slimed for the moulent to be 
more concerned with the misdeeds of 
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Prossinen at homo than of Prussians 
abroad, they were beaten out of sight 
when it came to the division. 

Tho falling away of tho Opposition 
was in somo measure duo to a con- 
ciliatory speech from Lord Rorkrt 
Cecil, who incidentally remarked that 
lie had himself prepared a scheme for a 
League of Nations, hut hogged not to ho 
cross examined about it. Lord Rohkkt 
had fortified himself with a gigantic 
file of The Times , but no special signi- 
ficance is attached to this precaution 

Thursday, February 14///.— This being 
the first day for Questions, Mombors had j 
prepared a formidable catechism, com- 
prising 134 items. Mr. Pennkeathkr, 
who desired to know what Germans 
meant by “tho freedom of the seas,” 
was referred by Lord Rorkrt Cecil to 
tho definition by Count It event now, 
who regards it as synonymous with 
tho possession by Germany of the coast j 
of Belgium and Northern Prance; but 
somo Members appeared to consider 
that in quoting the Count as an auth- 
oritative exponent of the German mind 
the Foreign Office might be laying up 
trouble for itself. Would Uritons like 
to bo identified with the utterances of 
somo of our own fire eating publicists? 

If Mr. Pemrerton Pilling is to bo 
trusted, ex-King Constantine still gets 
his wardrobe from London. “ Any- 
thing in reason, William,” bo is re- 
ported to have said to his Imperial 
brother-in-law, “ but I draw the line at. 
Berlin-cut trousers.” There is reason 
to believe, however, that wherever Tino 
procures the garments in question it is 
Sophie who wears them. 

The House discussed food with much 
gusto, and Lord Rhondda, sitting in 
the Peers’ Gallery, was the typical list- 
ener who hears little good of himself, 
lie smiled when someono alluded to 



THE IRREPRESSIBLES. 

Tommy. *■ And t> think tivkuk'h a mtskmiall comkmvn at hum:: griming 'iiiituu 
HUNDllK.D gull) A W K UK roll SINGING 4 TlfE ARMY OF TODAY’S ALL LIGHT ! ’ ” 


that Food-Controller of Ancient Romo 
who began by sotting up Ins own statuo 
and ended by decapitation. A “ bust” 
of any kind is totally foreign to his pre- 
sent aspirations. 

Another denial. 

“ Have you board,” said to mo a 
man with a strong sense of rumour, 
“that most of the animals in the Zoo 
have boon killed, to savo food?” 


February 10th, at somo personal in- 
con vonienco and at a cost of two 
shillings — which was fourpenco in ox- 
cess of the faro, but the cabman bad 
(or said be bad) no clmnge -visit tho 
Gardens of the Zoological Society of 
London, in Regent’s Park. 

That I did make a tour of the said 
Gardens and obsorved a vast number of 
exotic creatures, tho exact meaning of 
which, and particularly tho mandril, 
[ have never been able to understand, 


wondered at, considering that it is 
only by sea that their reinforcements 
can come, hut that a very brave effort 
to carry on is being made. 

Such was my report, and I trust that 
it may not only still tho voice of men- 
dacity hut stimulate readers to visit the 
Gardens. - 

What we are Coming to. 

Menu at an East End restaurant: — 
“ Special -Stewed teak and potatoes.” 


“ Not really ? ” 1 replied. 

“ Absolutely,” said lie. 

In case this statement lias reached 
other ears I wish to put it on record 
that I, a truthful person, visited tho 
Zoo a few days ago in order to see for 
myself. And my report, mado beforo a 
Commissioner of Oaths and signed and 
counter-signed by witnesses of the 
highest probity, states — 

That I did, on the afternoon of 


but which nevertheless were in the full 
enjoyment of life in captivity. 

That among these animals were 
polar hoars, other hoars (including thoso 
that imitate hat stands), apes, monke) s, 
toucans, sugar birds (without cards), 
squirrels, lions, tigers, leopards, spar- 
rows, orrius, snakes, vultures, alligators, 
camels, mice and elephants. 

That if tho Gardens are not at the 
top of their form it is nob to he 


“Two bullocks, worth £120, belonging to a 
Ilaslomnro butcher, havo died as a result of 
poisoning through rating v^w.” 

Kieniny Mj press (lArerponl). 
You eating bullocks is the trouble with 
the Food -Controller. 

“Godimindur Kamban received the honoria 
causa from tho C ‘liege at Koykjavik, Iceland 
— tho first and only turns the prize has horn 
awarded .” — American Jieview nj Iteeieics . 

We can well believe this. 
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City Man. “[ should think last night's raid was tjie worst we’ve had yet." 

Pacifist. " lU.i.S’ THERE A RAID? I WAS AT THE PEACE MEETING AT THE CONGRESS Hm.T , AND WE NEVER HEARD ANYTHING OU J i’. 


AT THE PLAY. 

“Tim Freaks.” 

It would scorn that some of our play- 
wrights, eager as ever to hold up a 
mirror to life, find that the times in 
which wo are living just now are too 
dull and stagnant to stimulate the 
imagination. Anyhow, here is Sir 
Arthur Fin pro, doyen of dramatists, 
straining after the grotesque and plant- 
ing his novelty in a milieu that might 
have hoen mid- Victorian. 

By an incredibly far-sought artifice, 
which I haven’t the patience to report, 
ho introduces a company of travelling 
freaks to the hospitality of a largo 
suburban villa. They consist of a giant, 
a brace of midgets, a living skeleton 
and a girl who can tie herself into knots 
(but nover does). Now I have nothing 
Against freaks as freaks ; they are 
among the accidents of nature that 
claim our pity; and though I should pre- 
fer them not to exploit their physical 
deformities iu public I know they may 
bo driven to this painful course by 
necessity, and in any case are no worse 
than those who do the same thing with 
their physical charms. But happily I 
am not compelled to indulge a prurient 
curiosity by paying to see them, since 


it is fairly easy to avoid the attractions 
of an itinerant circus. When, however, 
Sir Arthur Fjnkro pushes them at mo 
on the stage, then I’m done. 

For an “ Idyll ” (the play is so de- 
scribed in the programme) it was a 
rather ugly spectacle, not sulliciently 
excused by the author’s anxiety to ex- 
plain to us that even a freak may he 
human ; may actually entertain senti- 
ments of loyalty and self- sacrifice. But 
did anyone doubt it? I was reminded 
of those revelations of the intimate life 
of exceptional people from which wo are 
supposed to learn with surprise that 
a famous actor is fond of snowdrops, 
or that a distinguished warrior is decent 
to his dog. The concern which the 
other freaks felt about the health of the 
sick giant (though I could not share it, 
having had so little of his acquaintance) 
was the most natural thing in the world. 
All the same, since my eyes are more 
sensitive than my moral vision, those 
marks of spiritual beauty did not 
console me for tho sight of so much 
physical ugliness. I could have borne 
it far bettor in a book. 

Not that tho freaks were all repellent. 
Mr. Ben Webster, as the living skeleton 
who had only joined tho company in 
tho quality of an amateur, was no 


] thinner than I shall ho after a couple 
| of months’ rationing ; Miss Laura 
; Oowie, who never looked liko tying hor- 
! self into a knot, can’t help being attrac- 
tive; and tho giant was just a harm- 
| less figure out of pantomime. But the 
: three- foot- six midgets woro pure freaks, 
j For some reason not confided to us they 
. had also a touch of tho automaton 
j about them ; tho gentloman midget was 
; most uncertain on his feet and both of 
them had to he hoisted into their chairs. 

1 assume that they woro children dis- 
guised, and it was a very natural error 
of judgment .by which the young 
daughter of their hostess, in a spasm 
of almost maternal tenderness, lifted 
tho male, aged forty-one, on to her lap. 
8be was rebuked by the lady midget, 
who protested in a rich American ac- 
cent, “ I will tha-ank you to put ray 
husband down.” 

It was not easy to see how we were 
to get any lovo interest out of the 
scheme; yet Sir Arthur contrived, 
with perfect seriousness, to mako the 
boy of tho house (played very naturally 
by Mr. Leslie Howard) fall in love 
with the girl freak, despite her habit of 
speech, half cockney, half nigger; and 
to manoeuvre his sister (pretty Miss 
Elsom) into romantic relations with 
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r When will you girls 
be ready ? ” 


Sue : “ We’re ready now.” 

He (to himself') : u That means 
at least ten minutes wait. Lucky 
1 dropped in to buy some more 
Kenilworth Cigarettes — they are 
the only thing that will stay 
your impatience when you’re 


waiting for the best girl in the 
world. ,, 

Kenilworth Cigarettes arc made of mellow 
golden Virginia leaf yielding a fascinating 
aroma . They will compare favourably 
with any Virginia Cigarettes you can 
obtain , no matter how high the price . 
Yet Kenilworths only cost 112 for 20 . 


TOR THE FRONT. — We will post Kenilworth Cigarettes to Soldiers 
at the Front specially packed in airtight tins of SO at 216 per 100 , duty 
free. Postage //- for 200 to 300 ; 1(4 up to 900. Minimum order 
200 . Order through your Tobacconist or send remittance direct to ns. 

Postal Address : 6, Lord Nelson Street, Liverpool. 

Kenilworth Cigarettes 






COPE BROS. & CO., Ltd., 
Liverpool and London, 
Manufacturers of High-class Cigarettes. 
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C/M SENTINEL 

STEAM V/ACCON 

T HE Sentinel Steam Wag- 
gon has great strength and 
carrying capacity without being 
cumbersome ; it occupies no 
more room in the goods yard 
than a h arse-lorry, and is as easy 
to handle as an ordinary motor- 
car. All driving and steering 
controls are comfortably oper- 
ated by one man and all 
working parts are easily accessi- 
ble for oiling and adjustments, 
and are effectively protected 
from dust and dirt. 


NOTE - 

Only one 
driver is 
required. 


<M(LVlod<i 

WRIST WATCHES 

M ANY hundreds of Harrods Wrist Watches 
have been bought by British Officers and by 
Indian Officers through the personal recommenda- 
tion of other Service men who have tried them. 
Could any better proof be given of their value and 
a*. trustworthiness ! 



ENTINf.ll 
STEAM r 
v WACCON 


: if i 



WatermansfldeatfountainPen 


T ILL they mc , °l a?.un lliir. beautiful p *n will keep 
them in touch with our anothrr. Wlmtn-ur h.s 
l»i't ^ the npp irtimity t<> write lie will have tie* means 
at hand to do so. Mofiver it will b> a daily t*n* 
c:onra 'enient to him to write. Can you imigme a 
more appropriate ^i 1 1 for friend on Aeliva Service? 
Styles upcci.illy reminmpiidcd for Active Service, hciml 
extra stimirt and tar c: Nn. 54 (Self-Filler), 20-; No. 41 
(S.ituty), 20/-. Of Stitinnerx and Jcwelleis cvei v *hi*re. 

L. 6. SLOAN. Ltd.. c’iJn^!’ Kiogjwsj, Lonijn, W.C. 2 



ys\ a 


HARRODS Ltd 


Wood man Burhidgc 
Man, i mug Director 


No, I*. 3KK1 

Silver Keylcs; I. ever 
Watch, sound lever 
movement. Luminous 
figures and hands. Time 
dearly visible in the dark 

£ 1 - 17-6 

Ditto, with higher grade 
movement, patent dust 
anil damp pro if casu 

£ 3 - 3-0 


No I\ 2 JOT 

Ladies’ Silver Keyless 
l .ever Wrist Watch, with 
ttiede strap, fine quality 
jewelled lever move- 
ment, with seconds hand 

£ 2 - 5-0 

All Watches guaran- 
teed Three Years. 

LONDON SW1 




SIX DAYS ADRIFT IN THE NORTH SEA! 

SUPREME TEST OF THE CONCENTRATED FOOD YALUE OF 

HORLICKS MALTED MILK TABLETS 

To Tloitt k k’s Mam i:n Milk Company, Slouch, Thicks. 

Iiear Sns, Asa uiriuhct <if (In' Royal Nat al Ait Service it will interest you to It now 
that I recently piuvrd the extreme value of join Mailed Milk Tnblcta. In a Itifllit over the 
North Sf.i nn M. v 24th. 1917. tin* :n.i. lime dr\ idi i«ed i ii.'.nn- trouble and the pilot was i mil- 
polled In dosiond, ,md \m> wnc l.li |.t -ix-I.h , idrift. To make matters \tntse the sea- 
l'kino capsized,. union the first day my eonipnimm lost a Ihctmos Flask tilled with hot cot oa. 
From that time until upturn.* pu Led upon the afternoon of May 29th (die sixth day) my 
companion aud myself had no ntlici form of noun slim nt but your Malted Milk Tablets con- 
tained in one of your well-known Ration Tins, except a ship's candle whiJi wo found m some 
di ifting wiecloijie. 

I feel, therefotp, that we absolutely* owe our lives to thfi contents <.f your invnluahle Ration 
Tin, and I have the Kwatest pleasure in informing you of these facts, and express my tlrati. 
t tults for so compact a Ration Tin containing *.n mm h nutriment. Von nro at liberty to use 
this letter in any way you like, and with my renewed thanks. 

Yours tiuly (signed), — — — K.N.A.S. 

8END THEM TO YOUR NAVAL AND MILITARY FRIENDS 

See that the name Itorlick's a blears on every container. 

Of all Chemists and Stores, or w« will forward one of these tint post free to any address on 
receipt of 1/6. Give full name and address, or name of ship, alto give your own name and 
address when tending remittance to 

HORUCK’S MALTED MILK CO., 8L0U6H, BUCKS., EH8LARD. 

SI R J AMF.9 IIORUCK, Jiart., President. 




The finest Pencil in the world for Draughtsmen, Artists 
and General use because of its smoothness and great 
durability. Made in all degrees by E. Wolff & Son, 
Ltd., at the Falcon Pencil Works, Battersea. By 
appointment to H.M. The King. Price 4d. each. 

Sold by all Stationers. 





SECRET DIPLOMACY. 


Wife, “ George, there are two strange men digging uf the garden.” 

George . “It’s ale right, dear. A brainy idea ok mine to get the garden duo ur. I wrote an anonymous letter to the 
Food- Controller and told him there was a large box of food buried there.’* Wife. “Heavens! but there is ! ” 


the living skeleton. Hero the author 
lapsed into mere melodrama, and Mr. 
Ben Wkhster (whatever he may have 
thought of the absurdity of it) was 
clearly resolved that we should not 
mistake it for anything else. 

Sir Arthur, as I hinted, was straining 
after novelty, yet ho was curiously old- 
fashioned in his dialogue. The obvious 
humour of his female curmudgeon, Lady 
Ball- Jennings, which ran through tlio 
play with deadly iteration, might have 
datod back to tho period of the Albert 
Memorial. And where does he pick up 
the modem boy and flapper who colour 
their talk with such ejaculations as 
“My godfather!” or “By jinks!”? 

There was one moment in the play 
that seemed to move tho audience (l 
was sitting in tho last row of the stalls 
and so had my hand as it were on the 
heart-beats of the Pit). It was when 
tho local clergyman was invited to pray 
for the recovery of the sick giant. Un- 
fortunately the solemnity of the scene 
had been spoiled for me by the reverend 
gentleman's, introductory remarks, in 
which ho had advised the company that 
it was their duty in such cases to “ try 
every resource, .even payer” 

An excellent cast, including that 
most delightful of actresSos, Miss Irene 


Hooke, was wasted on an indifferent ] 
play. Miss Laura Co win in particular J 
did good work under almost impossible j 
conditions. Perhaps the best features j 
in a strangely unsatisfactory entertain- 
ment wore Mr. Fred Kerr’s incidental 
reading from Macbeth, and a very clever 
drop-curtain designed by Mr. Claude 
S lIElTEKSON. <). 8. 

“Dover police have, seized 1(>8 stray dogs. 

Soup is now sold at sonic London butchers,' j 
shops.” — Evening News* 

A sinister thought. 

From a note on the new Master of) 
Trinity : — 1 

“Among his many scientific achievements 
was the discovery of the nature of tho catholic 
rays, which are generated by electric discharge 
through a vacuum.” — Morning Vo per. 

Surely the last word must he a mis- 
print for “Vatican.” 

From a letter on “ Collection and j 
Distribution of Food Supplies ” : — 

“Tho Case of Babbits and Birds.— Here 
( tho marksmen of flic local Volunteer Regi- 
i merits, or any good ‘ shot,’ should be liable to 
bo called upon.” — Westminster Gazette. 

And then once again “ tho crack of the 
rifle will ho heard on the moors.” 


LES BLUETS. 

was croepin’ on mo crutches out o’ 
Fleet Street yesterday, 

Peelin’ gay as any sparrow jest to he 
about at last ; 

’d quite forgot me crippled foot, me 
cares, as you might say, 

When over on the Law Courts’ side 
three laughin’ Frenchies passed, 
An’ I haven’t felt the samo again 
since those three Blueys passed. 
For tho houses all grew misty with a 
faint horizon -blue, 

While I thought o’ cornflowers peep- 
in’ from a blackened harvest land, 
With many a weary Frenehy flghtin’ 
where those cornflowers grew ; 

An’ I ’ve got a kind o’ homesickness 
I cannot understand 
Since I saw those little Blueys goin’ 
laughin’ down the Strand. 

Oh, cottages with gapin’ roofs a-starin’ 
at the sky, 

Oh, ruined gardens on the Somme 
and trampled banks of Aisnc, 
There’s little left the Frenchies hut to 
boat tho Bosch or die. 

I ’d go hack to all wo hated so, the 
noise an’ filth an’ pain, 

Jest to help those cheery Blueys win 
their little homes again ! 
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THE FUTURE OF COUPONS. 

“ Francesca,” 1 said, “have you studied the coupon 
system which Lord Rhondda lias established in London? ” 
“ Yes,” she said, “1 have. 1 have waded through solid 
columns of it, and then I have ro- waded to tho beginning 

and started all over again, and ” 

“ And you think you have completely mastered it? ” 

“ No, I am under no such delusion. I am not yet on 
friendly and intimate terms with tho coupon system, but 
I have a nodding acquaintance with it.” 

“Tell mo," I said, “how many coupons are there in a 
sirloin of heof ? ” 

“If you will put tho sirloin on your writing-table 1 will 
ondeavour to weigh it with my mind’s eye; hut of course 
you will first have to get tho sirloin.” 

“ Is tho sirloin liko a rabbit, then ? ” 

“ What do you moan? 1 never noticed a resemblance.” 
“ Oh, don't you know?” I said. "Rabbits wore men- 
tioned at an earlier stago of these proceedings, and they 
became so bashful that they all disappeared and haven’t 
been seen or beard of since.” 

“ Well,” she said, “if you put it in that way sirloins arc 
liko rabbits, and so aro legs of mutton and ribs of beef and 
sugar and bultor and lots of other things. As soon as you 
mention thorn they retire, and to all intents and purposes 
cease to oxist. However, it’s a great comfort to know that 
the Gorman ration is only half that of the Londoner.” 

“Yes, that’s a great score, and I’ve no doubt that the 
German rabbits have disappeared as completely as ours.” 

“ Of courso thoy have. Only a pacifist would attempt to 
deny it.” 

“Wo aro straying,” I said, “from tho coupon systom. 
Can you not toll me more about it? ” 

“ It doesn’t affect us.” 

“No,” I said, “but it will. It is sure to spread from 
London into tho provinces. One morning wo shall wake 
up and discover that somebody lias issued a decree as a 
result of which our innocent village is under the coupon 
system, and then wo shall regret too Into that we have 
mado no preparations for it. Como;” I said, “oxpound it 
to mo with your usual force and brevity.” 

“ Well, it ’s something like this. Everybody has got to 
got a card with so many coupons attached to it.” 

“ So many ? Can you not give mo the exact number? ” 
“ No, that ’s just wlmt I can’t do. Let *s call it four.” 

“ It doesn’t matter,” I said, “ what we call it. It’s what 
Lord Rhondda calls it that matters.” 

“Well, let us imagino that Lord Rhondda calls it four. 
Each coupon represents a certain value of moat, and when, 
you’ve had your value you can’t get any more. And if 
you’re living in tho country, where the coupon system 
isn’t set up yet, and if you go to London and order lunch 

at your Club, they make you sign a declaration ” 

“ What sort of a declaration? There are many.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” sho said. “Probably the o no in 
which you conscientiously believe that vaccination will ho 
prejudicial to tho health of your child ; and then if they 
don’t liko you thoy can call for tho production of vour 
National Registration Card.” 

“ So that altogether I shall have a merry t ime when next 
E lunch at tho ‘ Rhadanmnthus.’ 13ut surely, Francesca, 
you have slightly embellished? ” 

“ I have told you,” she said, “ the truth and nothing but 
tho truth about clubs, hotols and restaurants. As to the 
rest, I own that I am not yet letter-perfect. I only profess 
to have given you tho general outlines of tho scheme. Rut 
why have you not studied it yourself ? ” 

“Because,” I said, “I am tired of coupons. My brain 


reels under tliem. I foresee that everything will soon be 
done by coupons. People will bo born on the coupon 
system — so many coupons exchangeable for so many 
babies weighing fcwelvo pounds and over. They’ll be 
educated on the coupon system. Bright boys who now 
get a scholarship will in future get fifty coupons a year. 
Mon and women will bo marriod under the coupon system. 
The girl who can bring a thousand coupons into settlement 
will bo looked upon as a rich match, and a youngster with 
two thousand coupons a year will be run after by all the 
matrons with marriageable daughters.” 

“And income-tax will ho paid in coupons.” 

“Francesca,” I said, “you area priceless treasure. I 
will write to Mr. Bonar Law about it at once.” 

“I wouldn’t do that,” sho said. “If you put tho idea 
into his head ho may insist on paying you tho interest of 
your War Loan in mutton coupons.” 

“ Or rabbit coupons,” I said. R. G. L. 


THE OPEN BOAT. 

“When this here War is dono,” says Dan, “and all the 
iightin’ ’s through 

There ’s some ’ll pal with Fritz again as they was used 
to do ; 

But not vie,'* says Dan the sailor-man, "not me," says ho; 
“Lord knows it’s nippy in an open boatfon winter nights 
at sea. 

“When (lie last battle’s lost an’ won an’ w T (>n or lost Hie 
game 

There’s some ’ll think no ’arm to drink with squarchoads 
just tho same ; 

But not mo," says Dan the sailor-man, “an’ if you nsk me 
why- - 

Lord knows it’s thirsty in an open boat when the water- 
breaker ’s dry. 

“When all tho bloomin' mines is swep’ an' ships aro sunk 
no more . 

There’s some ’ll set thorn down to eat with Germans as 
before; 

But not mr," says Dan the sailor- man, “ not me, for one — 
Lord knows it’s hungry in an open boat when the last 
biscuit ’s dono. 

“ When poaco is signed and treaties made an’ trade bogins 
again 

There’s some ’ll shake a German’s ’and an’ novor see tho 
stain ; 

But not mo," says Dan tho sailor-man, “ not me, as God’s 

. on high — 

Lord knows it ’s bitter in an open boat to see your ship- 
mates die.” C. F. S. 

Our Indispensable Industries. 

“Tennis Hall luMatera, Cutters, and Makers; also Learners. 

Caramel Wrappers Wanted, at once.” — Manchester Paper, 

From an article on Communal Cooks: — 

“ Litre tho Israelites of old, they will be required to make bricks 
without stones .” — Gravesend and North fleet Importer, 

No communal pastry for us, thank you! 

A Hint for Lord Rhondda. 

“For many years patrons waiting for tho early doors suffered a good 
deal of inconvenience owing to the squeezing and pushing to got to 
tho front, but this state of affairs has been rectified by J. 0. William- 
son, Ltd., issuing instructions that patrons havo to bo formed into a 
queuo. Tho carrying out of this work has boon entrusted to Mr. M. 
Burke (tho woll-known champion club swinger).*’ — Brisbane Courier. 




Old Lady. “Can you tell mk, please, what he’s been aukehtko for ? " 


Hungry Queucist. “Indigestion, I expect, Madam." 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

It was of course inovitablo that the humours — the surface 
humours— of a Y.A.D. hospital should before long provide 
material for a hook. Indeed, 1 ploasautly recall that the 
tiling has been done already, from the patient’s point of 
view ; and now here is Mr. Rorert Erstone Forres giving 
us the official aspect in Mrs. Holmes, Commandant (Arnot.d). 
Having just devoured every word of it, practically at a 
sitting, I can testify to its entire and delightful succoss. 
From the moment whon that wonderful lady, Mrs. Holmes 
(whom I thought, mistakenly, that I was going to dislike), 
sots out to bully a hospital out of the indolent inhabitants 
of Fairbridge, through all the bustle of preparation and the 
months of active work, to the quite charming climax, you 
will find your attention held, as mine was, with tenderness 
and laughter. Perhaps the best achievement of Mr. Forres 
is that his people — the commandant herself, the stuff, the 
teller of the tale, and the variod procossion of patients — all 
live individually and most convincingly. Moreover (and 1 
am not sure that this isn't even a greater exploit still) 
through obvious dangers ho carries his theme breast-high 
above even a suspicion of sentimentality. The best chapter, 
to my mind, is that which tells of “ Tho Romantic Career 
of Lance-Corporal Rainey ; 99 in this especially the facile 
sigh could havo been cheaply bought; but it is to Mr. 
Forbes’s credit that Rainey marches out of the hospital, 
overy man apd woman in which he has reduced to helpless 
adoration, as human and unidealized a figure as when lie 
entered it caked with tho mud of Flandors. Briefly, my pre- 
sent trouble is that there are some fifty odd hospitallers to 
whom I wish immediately to lend my copy of Mrs . Holmes, 
with appropriate comments. But Mr. Forres and his 


publishers need bo under no approhonsion. I shall do 
nothing so unfair— or so altruistic. 

Tho heroine in tho Baroness von IIutten’s Bay of 
Saffron (Hutchinson) is in effect a study of the perfect 
little beast. Not that Cuckoo hasn’t her good points, hut 
her conduct to her husband, whom she deserts in his sick- 
ness and poverty for that Magnificent Old Rake, Sir 
Peregrine Janeway s % pushes beyond credible limits of 
callousness. Duly divorced, remarried, richly gowned and 
begemmed by the flamboyant baronet, sho finds that her 
ex-husband is dying of consumpton. Peregrine , asked for 
a thousand pounds to save his predecessor, suggests that 
his latest present, a poar-shaped ruby, is worth about that 
and inay bo sold for this kindly purpose. Finding that 
Cuckoo , confronted with a choico between her discarded 
George's lifo and tho ruby, is all for tho ruby, ho begins to 
wonder whether sho can he quite a nice girl. But this 
was a hasty judgment. For, learning that her George was 
roally dying in a pool of blood (but still savcahle by money 
apparently), she nobly surrenders the jewel. And then Sir 
Peregrine shows himself an — an optimist. JIo hangs round 
his complex Cuckoo's neck the Bag of Saffron, which (like 
tho V.C.) is a little bauble of no intrinsic value hut has a 
chain of diamonds attached. It is givon by a Janeways to 
nono but a roally peerless wife ( Peregrine's two first were 
merely so-so). From which you will gather that tho fond 
author doesn’t share my view of Cuckoo. But, at any rate, 
sho will admit that her creations are no ordinary mortals, 
and I in turn will handsomely allow that hero is an 
extremely entertaining and romantic volume. 

To those whose feet are already pressing tho downward 
slope and who spend thoir refiectivo moments in looking 
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tho younger generation, though it may niihlly resent the Boy Wood bum, the heroine of the story, was the daughter 
author s designating as “ politics ” those dead issues which of a delightfully astute horse-trainer and a puritanical 
have long since been relegated to the glass-cases of the mother. 13red from such stock sho was naturally some- 
Political Natural History Museum, will find food for rollec- tiling of a hybrid; but whether she was grooming horses or 
lion in his detached and. philosophical if somewhat archaic riding them, or superintending a Sunday Bible class for 
views. Mr. Bussell is at pains to toll us that, like his stable-boys, I believed in her all tho time. Her father too 
distinguished ancestors, he is a Whig ; but it is difficult to is admirably drawn, and though the pictures of lifo *in 
bo really enthusiastic^ over siicli political cadavers as tho a racing stable convey tho improssion that it is a rogue s 

game, 1 am not prepared to say that their colour is too 
thickly laid on. But Jim Silver, who easily checkmated 
tho arch-villain of tho piece times and again, left ine stone- 
cold. However ho really does not matter much, and only 
seemed to bo there because a novel must have a boro of 
some kind. Where Mr. Ollivant shows at his best is in 


Hawarden Kite, Cobdenism, Dynastic Succession, Aristo- 
cracy, etc., dissected according to the formulas of 1884. In 
other chapters we find tho author struggling rather pathet- 
ically to fit Armageddon into a middle- Victorian microcosm 
under the title, “ Ideals and the War,” tho ideals being 

those of tho Athenaeum Club in the eighties, and the War 

huing the same little disturbance that has made Mr. H. G. his descriptions of tho Sussex Downs and in liis sympathy 
Wells s Republicanism sound like an essay on tho divine with animals. And his account of a very sensational Grand 


right of kings. It is in 
that nameless border- 1 
land that lies midway 
botwocn history and 
biography that Mr. 

Russell is most com- 
pletely at home, and it 
is to he regretted that 
in tho volume before 
us ho makes so lew ex- 
cursions into it. “ A 
Nest of Whiggery,” “ A 
Queen Ready - made ” 1 
and “Miss Jenkins and 
the Duke ” are quite in 
his host vein. 1 

Lieutenant Ellison 
Hawks, in a series of 
cheerful letters homo ! 
from tho Front, gave 
week by week to his I 
friends and relatives an 
easily written and very 
easily read account, 
from tho standpoint of 
an officer in a trench- 
mortar battery, of 

things ho saw during tho big push of 191(5; and this 
narrative has since beon offered to tho world at largo under 
tho title A Subaltern's Letters from the Somme (Clowes). 

I confess he worried mo a little when he began, in notes 
beneath his first few pages, patiently tolling mo what is 
tho weighty significance of such symbols as “ N.C.O.” 
and “C.R.,” but before long wo were very good friends 
As tney were received one by one at a time when news was apt title is furnished presumably by the “room ” headings 
scant, these letters must have been of absorbing interest; ! of tho various sketches, as “Four Ballrooms,” “Three 
11 1 1, 1 h\\\us would bo tho first to admit that by now 1 Rooms,” etc. Candour constrains me to say that most of 
ono would ho hardly justified in claiming much novelty for Miss Maykk'h rooms contain nothing peculiarly worth the 
thorn m the eyes of, a public pretty well informed on such trouble of entoring for. Perhaps the. silliost is that which 
matters as “billets and “ brass-lmts ” and “kite-balloons.” shews an unfortunate doctor-lover confronted with tho 
10 same theie is a touch of intimacy about the volume prospect of having to givo gas to the one woman. Experi- 
ia snmn n mu* or., have lacked, cnee teaches him that she will look far from her best under 



COMBING OUT IN THE MIDDLE AGIOS. 

At the Magical Supply Stores. 

Sfwpkrrprr [to youth equipping for war). “Yes, Sin. you will find tio 
IMPREGNABLE ARMOUR AND THE CLOAK OF INVISIBILITY EXTREMELY USEFUL : 
BUT IN CAKE OF ACCIDENTS 1 WOl LD KTI10NCJLY ADVISE YOU TO ADD A PAIR OI 
SEVEN- LEAGUE BOOTS TO YOUR OUTFIT.” 


| National stirs the. 
! pulses, although ono 
| knows that Soy's horse 
j is simply bound to 
| win. Even that best 
j seller, Mr. Nat Gould, 

\ might he jealous of 
! such a sequence of 
thrilling incidents. 

Come In (Chapman 
and Hall) is what I 
! should call an irritating 
, book. It contains one 
overgrown short story, 
clever with a kind of 
ragged and slovenly 
cleverness that only 
servos to show what 
| Miss Ethel Colburn 
Maynk could do if sho 
gave her inind to it. 
Its theme, sufficiently 
grim, is a study in tho 
pathology of mutual 
boredom as between a 
mother and daughter 

i cooped together in tho 

merciless intimacy of a double bedroom at an economical 
private hotel. Told drily, hut with understanding and a 
half-cynical pity, it is a picture of woman’s inhumanity to 
woman that only ono of the same gentler sex could have 
written. So much for “Tho Separate Room” ; the rest of 
the stories — with ono exception — are more comfortable, if 
less artistic. What point there exists in the not-specially 


that some of our more ambitious war-books , 
Moreo\ ei tho writer has the good taste to placo some verses 
from Punch on his first page. With this modest recom- 
mendation ono may leave it. 

TJl$*e is plenty of good work in Mr. Alfred Ollivant’s 
B&y Woodburn (Jenkins), but coming from tho author of 
Owd Bob I was a little disappointed by it. The hero be- 


tho ministrations of the tooth-extractor. This seems quite 
seriously meant, if Miss Maynk really supposes anaes- 
thetists to be of this fatuous kind, I can only sympathise 
with her in an experience clearly less fortunate than my own. 

Epochs of Irish History. 

(I) Pagan era ; (2) Christian era ; (3) De Valera. 



£ 


SEM 



Private Puncher (the hope of " JJ” Company, slowly coming to). “Whaskkk masker? Did ’e 'it mb?'' 

His ticcond (bitterly). “ Tr yeh? Dear me, so. It was only the Coeonel’s ’orsk wot kicked yeh.'’ 


CHARIVARIA. 

The Berliner III it strirte Zeitung com- 
plains that there are on sale in Ger- 
many spittoons embellished with the 
likeness of Hindenburg. For our- 
selves, though wo aro not often in 
accord with German taste, we regard 
this idea as a very happy thought. 

The decision of the Saffron Walden 
Bench that tea is not food has caused 
widespread consternation, and largo 
numbers of people who have been buy- 
ing it in the belief that it was are 
angrily calling upon Lord Rhondda to 
give them back their monoy. 

* * 

* 

A Bethnal Green tradesman, charged 
with throwing one of his lady-customers 
out of the shop, was told that if she 
came there again and smashed his 
windows he could summon her. This 
may be the technically right course to 
follow, but is it quite the way to treat 

alady? *,* 

A man c&nplained to the Bermond- 
sey Food Control Committee that a dog 
ijafrd eaten part of his food-cards. The 
real object of the cards has since been 
°xplained to the animal, who has hand- 


somely apologised to Lord Rhondda 
for some heated personal remarks made 
under a misapprehension. 

“ By next Spring,” says The Sydney 
Telegraph , 44 as far as Russia is con- 
cerned, things may bo better or they 
may he worse.” Upon reading this, a 
well-known Fleet Street War critic was 
heard to gnash his teeth with envy. 

** 

It is thought likely that the great 
push about to bo undertaken by the 
Germans is nothing more nor less than 
the sudden blow which they have been 

threatening to make since 1915, 

* * 

Since a cyclist dashed into a steam 
roller at Swindon last week, the road- 
crushers in the district are said to he 
so nervous that they will only venture 
out in couples. * 

A member of the Tobacco Control 
Board has informed a contemporary 
that the 44 outlook of the stnokor de- 
pends on the brand he smokes.” The 
outlook of his fellow-passengers will 
also continue to hinge upon the same 
factor. sie 

* 

Stating that in his opinion women 


could get on without perambulators in 
war time Lord Kimberley informed 
the Norfolk Appeal Tribunal that he 
never rodo in one when ho was a child. 
We understand that several indignant 
mothers have written to say that, if a 
good smacking was also among the 
experiences of childhood which lie had 
omitted, they would he happy to make 
good the defect. ... 

A summons against Borough High 
Street provision-dealers for having in 
their possession cheeses not lit for 
human food was dismissed on satis- 
factory proof that the cheeses were not 
intended for human consumption. The 
Bench declined an invitation to visit 
their training quarters. 

On learning that a lilm record has 
been made of the career of the Prime 
Minister, Lord Beaverbrook is said 
to have dared anybody to produce a film 
that would keep paco with his (Lord 

Beaverbrook’k) upward progross. 

* 

A defendant charged at Bristol 
Assizes with bigamy pleaded that lie 
had no recollection of his second 
marriago. Surely ho could have made 
a note of it on his cull. 


VOL. CUV. 
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THE WISE AND FOOLISH VIRGINS. 

I knew a Virgin passing Wise; 

No one could call her dissipated ; 

Never her course was known to drift 
From those high principles of thrift 

With which, in case of rainy skies, 

Jfor hrain had been inoculated. 

She husbanded her frugal store; 

i lor lamp with oil was well provided; 

So were her tins of sprat-sardines - 
Not stocked in view of submarines, 

Hut garnered prior to the War 
Against whatever chance betided. 

I knew a Foolish Virgin, too, 

With habits nothing like so proper; 

Her lamp was woolly round tho wick; 

She lived from hand to mouth on tick; 

Her ready cash she always blew, 

And never saved a single copper. 

From letting things serenely go 

No fear of stringent times debarred her; 
if but to-day supplied good fare 
The morrow for itself might care, 

And consequently there were no 
Sardines collected in her larder. 

Which was the bettor Virgin? She 
Who made of life a game of skittles, 

Feckless of Want that follows Waste ; 

Or she who resolutely faced 

The problems of economy 

And practised Virtue with her victuals' 

Alas ! the latter Virgin ’s found 
Inferior in the moral order ; 

Her dozen tins of sprat-sardines 
Have been a source of painful scenes 

And Rhondda’s lined her fifty pound 
As a confirmed and shameless hoarder. 

0. S. 

THE FLYING BEAR. 

.loan Minor lias a Hying bear. Its name is Teddy; only 
Uncle Gerald is allowed to call it Adam /ad (after Kipling) 
because— well, because Uncle Gerald is allowed to do any- 
thing. 

In infancy there was little to mark it as of different clay 
from the common run of boars. Even Joan Minor at tho 
first introduction, preoccupied with scientific research as 
to tho nature and arrangement of her own toes, remained 
unimpressed. Rub gradually, as acquaintance ripened into 
friendship and friendship into love, we who were privileged 
to bo its intimates recognised that here was indeed one born 
to greatness, lb was not so much its moral character, 
though the faults were always those of a great and gonerous 
soul; it was rather tho self-reliance and quiet dignity that 
shono undimmed through every adversity and survived even 
tho impertinent assaults of the kitten. 

^ Rut the day of parting came. Uncle Gerald was sent to 
Franco and Teddy was sent with him to comfort him and 
bring him hack safe, a trust which so far he has most 
faithfully performed. He 1ms also found time to arrange 
for Uncle Gerald’s advancement from a mere private to tho 
rank of captain, and about a year ago secured him a 
transfer to tho R.F.C., followed by a heavenly period of 
homo-training, during which Joan Minor spout several 
ecstatic week-ends at the town where they woro engaged] 


in becoming proficient pilots ; and now Uncle Gerald’s 
last loiter brings news of Teddy’s crowning achievement. 

Dear Pudge, — You will he glad to hear that Adam Zad 
has been just splendid. I told you that I had tied him on 
to my aeroplane right in front, where lie can soo every- 
thing. I had to tic him very tight because I was afraid he 
would try to jump at the German fliors, and if ho had 
slipped he would have had a terrible fall and I might not 
have been ablo to find him again. Resides I don’t think 
Germans would he nice for him to cat. Do you? 

Well, the other day ho and I were Hying all alone, when 
suddenly a lot of Germans came swooping down out of 
nowhere, lie shouted to me that they were coming, and I 
tried to shoot them with my gun, which is just behind 
where he sits; hut something went wrong with tho gun 
and it wouldn’t shoot. The Germans were .all round us, 
and wo had to dive to get away from them as wo couldn’t 
shoot them. We went very fast, over so much faster oven 
than you and Adam /ad used to run when you wore at 
home together, and when we stopped I noticed that lie 
wasn’t in his place. Ho had broken his string and was 
clinging on to the gun. 

As soon as I had time 1 leaned forward and caught 
hold of him to put him in the seat beside me, as ho 
didn’t look very safe where he was. One of his legs was 
wedged tight in the gun and it torn a little as I pulled him 
away, but it is nearly well now. And then when I tried 
the gun again I found he had been putting it right. Wasn’t 
that clover of him, Pudge? After that, of course, wo went 
hack and shot at tho Germans and killed two and drove 
the rest away and came home to tea. 

And now they are going to give him a ribbon and we shall 
be able to cover up the place on his chest where tho kitten 
scratched him. It’s quite a nice ribbon with two white 
stripes and a violet one in tho middle. T was very sorry to 
hoar about Rolinda’s nose. 1 told you it wasn’t good for 
her to sib too near the lire. 

Your loving Uncle, Gerald. 

That is the plain unvarnished account of the affair by an 
eye-witness. Imagine our astonishment when we read this 
ollicial perversion: — 

“Awarded tho Military Cross. — Captain Gerald T. 
Smith, Royal Loamshiro Regt., att. R.F.C., for great gal- 
lantry and presence of mind. While Hying alone over 
enemy ground Captain Smith was attacked by a formation 
of at least six hostilo machines of tho Albatross type. 
During the encounter Captain Smith’s gun jammed, lie 
thon descended to a lower altitude and coolly corrected tho 
fault under intense enemy fire. Resuming the engagement 
he brought down two of tho enemy aircraft and dispersed 
tho remainder ijn flight.” 

Not a word, you see, about Teddy ; and now we are 
wondering whether the stupid people will arrest him for 
wearing a- military decoration without authority. 

Euclid on Rationing. 

A ration joint is that which has position hut not mag- 
nitude. 

Paiallcl lines are thoso which, in a queue, if only pro- 
duced far onough, never mean meat. 

If there be two queues outside two different butchers’ 
shops, and the length and breadth of tho one queue he equal 
to the length and breadth of tho othor queue, edbh to each, 
Uut the supplies in one shop are greater than the supplies 
in the other shop, then the persons in the one queue will 
got more meat than those in the othor queue, which is 
absurd, and Rhondda ought to soe about it. 
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mi in Ani/Q first photograph, who had chirruped j pleasing povtraituro, ail objet rf'art, an 

. THE MUD LARKS. and done tricks with an indiarubber • ornament to anybody’s family album. 

When i was young I was extremely monkey to make me prick my ears and The man Yalpre was an artist all right, 
handsome. I have documentary evi- appear sagacious. This man had the A few days ago the Skipper whistled 
deuce to prove as much. There is in mane of a poodle, a plush smoking- mo into the orderly-room. His table 
existence a photograph of a young i jacket with rococo trimmings, satin was littered with parade states, horse- 
gentleman standing with his hack to j cravat, rings and bangles like the lads ! registers and slips of cardboard, all 
a raging seascape, one hand resting j in La liohcinc, and 1 knew myself to j intermingled. The Skipper himself ap- 
lightly on a volume of Shakkpeake, | bo in the presence of True Art, and ! peared to bo undergoing some heavy 
which in turn is supported by a rustic j bowed my bead. j mental disturbance. His forehead was 

table. The young gentleman has wide I At tho sight of me ho winced visibly ; j furrowed, his ton pet rumpled, and ho 
innocent eyes, a rosebud mouth and j didn’t seem to like my looks at all. | sucked bis fountain-pen, unconsciously 
long golden curls (the sort poor dear However bo pulled himself together and . imbibing much dark nourishment, 
old JIomnky used to do so nicely). For advanced to reconnoitre. Ho pushed! “ Identification cards,” he explained, 
tho rest ho is tastefully upholstered in me into a chair, manipulated some , indicating the slips. “ Got to carry ’em 
a short-panted velvet suit, a lace collar screws at the hack, and 1 found my j now. Comply with Italian regulations, 
and w hite silk socks. “ Little Lord head fast in a steel clamp. I pleaded ; lleen trying to describe you. Napoo.” 
Fount IcroyF you murmur to yourself, for gas or cocaine, but he took no notice | lie prodded tho result towards mo. 1 
No, Sir (or Madam), it is me — or was and prowled off to tiie far end of the scanned it and decided ho had got it 
me, rather. When 1 was young no theatre to observe if distance would 1 mixed with the horse-registers. It read 
girl thought herself as follows: — 

properly married un- , .. lx - -a , Bohn . . Yes. 

scribed above, hut my | iioml Bookmaker (/>///«</ to tn.hr thhttjH nu). “Now look ’ere, Mu. ’Amus, T’ll ; fountain 




n n i! ill 

JlUJJL 


I SMITH 

o : qccr >'-T f j 




Born 

Height 

Hair. 

1’iYEH. 

Nose 


Yes. 

17 hands. 
Bay. 

Two. 

Undulating. 


m.m 




j Moustache Hogged. 

I (Jomulexion Natural. 

j Sl’EClAli 

! Marks . 

j Tho Skipper pointed 
1 to the blank space. 
“ That ’s what I want 
: to know — special 
! marks. Got any? Snip, 
1 blaze, wdiito fetlock, 
; anything ? ” 

! “Yessir,” said I. 
“ Slrawherry patch on 
, off gaskin.” 

He sucked thought- 
i fully at his fountain 
pen. “ Mmph,” lie 
i said, “ shouldn’t men- 
tion it if I were you. 


sermeu anove, nui in) | iioml Bookmaker (/>•///«</ to in.hr tiiinys tt /i). “Now look ’ere. Mu. ’Arris, T’f.l ; luli j ,Y, y 

homo authorities' lvy you 4^ ounces o’ margarine ounces rest end o’ the, neck that pen. “ Almpli,” lie 

thought otherwise i SHNlon "'r\noleh ’ere cm* to the counter refohe the Mother Hurrvrd | said, “ shouldn’t men- 

and when last I was — - -- -- turn it if I were you. 

in Hngland on leave - shortly after the' lend any enchantment. Apparently! Don’t want to have to undress in the 
Hattie of Agincourt— -they shooed me : it would not. Tho more he saw of ' middle of the street every time you meet 
off to V ill pro. “Go to Yalpre*,” they me the less he seemed to admiro the an Intelligence, do you?” I agreed 
said ; “ he is so artistic.” So to Yalpre j view. | that T did not — not before dune, any- 

I wont, and w as admitted by a hand- j Suddenly the lire of inspiration lit his how*. The Skipper turned to the card 
maid who waved a white hand vaguely ! eye and lie came for me. I struggled again and frowned, 
towards a selection of doors, murmur ! with the clamp, but it clavo like a “ Couldn't call it a speaking likeness 
ing, “Wait there, please.” I opened hull terrier to a mutton chop, in a j exactly, this little pen-picture of you, 
the nearest, door at a venture and moment he had me by the head and j could one? If you only had a photo- 
entered. ■ started to mould it nearer to his heart’s graph of yourself now 7 .” 

In the waiting-room three other desire with plump powerful hands. “ I have, Sir,” said I brightly, 
handmaids were at work on photo- lie crammed half my lower jaw into “Good Lord, man, why didn’t you 
graphs. One was painting dimples on | my breast pocket, pinned my cars hack ! say so before? Here, take this and 
a lady’s cheek; one Idling in gaps in also tightly that they wouldn’t w ? ag for I paste the thing in. Now trot away.” 
{Second- Lieutenant’s moustache; one ' weeks, pressed my nose down with his! 1 trotted away and pasted Yalpre’s 
straightening tin* salient of a stock- . thumb as though it were tho button of objel d'art on to tho card, 
broker’s waistcoat. Presently tho first an electric hell and generally kneaded Yesterday evening Albert Edward 
handmaid reappeared and somewhat my features from tho early Hibernian > and I were riding out of a certain 
curtly (1 w ? as waiting in tho wrong to the late Gnoeo-lloman. Then, before i Italian town (no names, no pack drill), 
room, it seemed) informed me that the j tlu*} could rebound to their normal j Albert Edward got involved in a right- 
M aster was ready. So l went upstairs positions, ho had sprung back, jerked ! of- way argument between iitfa bullock 
to the operating theatre. Alter an ini- the lanyard and fired the camera. wagons and two lorries, and I joggod 

pressivo interval a curtain was thrust Some weeks later tho finished photo- on ahead. On tho fringo of the town 
asido and tho Master entered. He was graphs arrived. The handmaids had was a harrier presided over by a brace 
not in tho least like the artist of my done their hit, and tiie result was a of Carabinieri heavily caparisoned with 
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Extract from Mr. Jolliboy’s Diary No. 2. 

“ T T AD a breakdown to-day on my journey home. Happily my 
1 1 pipe came through unscathed so sat me down to smoke till help 
Calling the driver l asked him how long we would be. 


came. 


‘Just long enough,' says the wily rogue, diving for his pipe, ‘to 
enjoy a smoke of that excellent tobacco you’re smoking, Sir.’ He 
was mighty pleased with it when he get it, for I verily believe 
the rascal knew ’twas Chairman all the time.” 



Chairman, a fine tobacco, made in three strengths ; Boardman’s mild ; Chairman, 
medium ; Recorder, full ; and is sold by tobacconists everywhere at 9jd. per oz. packet, 

and 3s. Id. per l lb. tin. 


MantlieMer. 


L J. Lea, Ltd. 




•to pundhTuk THB~£OTrDoircg ms. 


WARING & GILLOW'S FINE BEDSTEADS 

OF TASTE-QUALITY-DURABILITY. 

In our Galleries you will find everything 
for the Bedroom. Our stock of Bed Linen 
and Quilts is the largest in the Kingdom. 

BEDDING. 

3 ft. oin. Box Spring Mattress, top stuffed hair in fancy 
striped tick. Superior quality Wool and 1 lair Mattress in 
lancy tick. Goose Feather Bolster, 19 in. by 29 in. Down 
Pillow. The Set, £ 11 : 6:3 

As above with 4 ft. 6 in. size, with 2 Pillows, £16 : 13 : 6 

3 ft. o in. Superior Quality Box Spring Mattress with laced 
cane spring sides, top stuffed hair, in fancy tick. 

Finest Fleece Wool and White Hair French Mattress, in 
fancy tick or plain sateen. Best Goose Feather Bolster, 

21 in. by 31 in. Down Pillow. The Set, £17 : 11 : 6 

As above, 4 ft. 6 in. size, with 2 Pillows. £25: 12:6 

A BEAUTIFUL 4 ft. Gin. 

Mahogany and Cane Bedstead 
fitted with sanitary iron fittings. 

£ 22 : 10:0 


164-180, OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W. 1. 

Telephone : Museum 5000. 


Waring &Gillou 

<&ur/2js6ers ^Decorators toJfcJft (fieJGnp BP 



who values a clean healthy skin should use only 

1 SAPON Soaps 

I These soaps do not leave a scum on basin, sponge 
or skin as all other soaps do. They quickly allay 
skin irritation from whatever cause by extracting the 

I dirt from the pores of the skin, and impart a soft velvety 
smoothness to the face and hands, creating a healthy 
and invigorating glow throughout the whole body. 

Entirely Difffrkni from ail other Soaps. 

RUSSIAN TAR SOAP . . . 4d. per Tablet 
IDEAL (sweet-scented) SOAP . 3d. „ 

All “Sapon’* Soaps lather treely In any water, hard or soft. 

Oititinublc tb/yugb : 

The Civil Service Stores , Havmurket, and principal 
Stores in London and Provinces ; also through Boots’ 
Drug Stores in all the principal cities and towns. Anv 
Store, Grocer or Chemist can obtain it for you from 

SAPON SOAPS, LIMITED 

Sapon House, London Bridge, E.C. 4. 

“SAPON Wonderful 


Government regulations do not prevent NEWMAN’S FORTREVIVER being 
sold and consumed at all hours. 


FORTREVIVER 

Fortifies and Revives 



NEWMAN’S FORTREVIVER Is composed of the finest concentrated 
fruit juices and will be round to be a most health-giving tonic. It 
contains wonderful Fortifying and Reviving powers and Is strongly 
recommended for all those wishing to retain health and strength. 

Can be taken at all times 

AS AN APPETISER— Before Meals. 

AS A LIQUEUR— After Meals. 

AS A TONIC — Without addition. 

AS A LONG DRINK — With Soda and a slice of Lemon. 

AS A STIMULANT — Between Meals. 


Obtainable Everywhere s Large size bottle, 4/6 ; smaller size buttle, 2/6. 
Should you find any difficulty in obtaining Newman's Fortreviver. apply to 
H. Sc C. NEWMAN. Dept. E, London OjJfce: 41/42, Upper Rntlibonc Place, W. 1. 
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HOW THE CAMOUFLAGE IDEA FIRST DAWNED ON THE MILITARY MIND. 



war material, whiskers and cocked lnits 
*>f the style popularised by Bonaparte. 
Also an ollicer. As I moved to pass 
the barrier the ollicer spied mo and, 
not liking my looks (as I hinted before, 
nobody does), signed to me to halt. 
Had I an identification card, please? 
T had and handed it to him. He took 
the card and ran a keen eye over the 
Skipper’s little pen-picture and Valpre’s 
“ Portrait Study,” then over their allogod 
original. “ Lieutenant,” said he grimly, 
“ these don’t tally. This is not you.” 

I protested that it was. Ho shook 
Ms head witli great conviction, “Never ! 
The nose in this photograph is straight; 
the ears retiring ; the jaw, normal. 
While with you [Continental polite- 

ness restrained him ] . Lioutenant, you 
must come with me.” 

He beckoned to a Napoleonic Corporal, 
who approached, clanking his war 
material. I saw myself posed for a 


firing squad at grey dawn and shivered “Sir, you have my apologies — and 
all over. 1 detest early rising. .] sympathy. Good evening.” 

By this time the Corporal bad out- | “ Albert Edward,” said I, as we 

Hanked me, clanking more munitions, trotted into the dusk, “you may he a 
and I was on the point of being marched true friend hut you are no gentleman.” 
off to the Bastille, or whatever they Fatlandek. 

call it, when Albert Edward suddenly = ■ ■■■- — 

insinuated himself into the party and i “Mp. FlloTII KUO «>n FOOD AND IVRK'KK. 
addressed himself to the ollicer. “Half! -mi: j*a.mi*kreu wo/’ 

a minute, Mong^ewer (any foreigner is 1 Daily Paper. 

Mongsewer to Albert Edward]. The Wo protest against this vulgar abuse 
photograph is of him all right, blit it of one of our most respected Ministers, 
was taken before his accident.” I - - - - 

“ His accident ? " queried the officer. ' . '‘'J' 1 "' <'on-umpti..n nf h.Oi "i;>" and 

“Yes, said Albert Edward; “sad ( l^miwj Paper. 

affair, shell-shock. A crump hurst ; Anothci . C1W0 l u tiom” 


almost in his face, and shocked it all ! ' 

out of shape. Can’t you see ? ” \ “Mum (\omiftl wKIhs situation as |>].>a*;]i 

The Italian leaned forward and sub- 'man, with t\\«> women workers and .1 fail 
jeeted my Hushed features to a piercing ^onc."— Scotsman. 

scrutiny; then his dark eyes softonodjln Ireland “a half one” means a little 
almost to tears, and ho handed me back j tot of whiskey, so in this case Hie phrase 
my card and saluted. may bo a synonym for “a small Scotch. 
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THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

vir. 

Conversation on Cm A rrr.it EX XX. 
(continued ). 


was avowedly to harnoss imagination 
to the service of tiro State, to issue 
licences to writers and to provide 
them with suitable themes for the 
exercise of their talent. This was a 


to state who was responsible for the 
appointment, was discreetly vague in 
defining the powers of the new Minis- 
ters, and could never give a better 
reason for their selection than that 


ll'uliard. Was it not in this reign, 
Mamma, that there was the Ministry 
of All the Talents, or some such nauio? 

Mrs. .V. The title you refer to was j 
applied to a Ministry in a much earlier 
reign. You are probably confusing it 
with the famous “ Ministry of all the 
Ministries/' which held otlico in this 
period. The tendency of Ministries 
to increase in size had reached what 
was supposed to be the limit in the 


most laudable notion in the abstract, they were “ believed to he better quali- 
but tho attempt to carry it out led to tied for the post than anyone else,” 
the famous strike of tho novelists, which the questions on tho subject became so 
was only settled, after much effusion numerous as to threaten to occupy the 
of ink, by a compromise, in which the whole time of Parliament. Ultimately, 
Minister of Fiction was forbidden him- by the joining together of some Dopart- 
self to publish novels, and his Advisory ments and the suppression of others, 
Hoard was elected by the votes of the number of Ministries was reduced 
writers with a certified circulation of successively to 150, 100, 75 and ulti- 
at least fifty thousand copies per vol- j mutely (o 22. 
nine. On these terms tho Rov. IT. G. ============= 


case of its predecessor, which contained Wells, who had accepted the post of BATTLE OF BUNNINNADDEN. 

no fewer than twenty-two members, Minister, resigned his office and things f According to The 1'alt Mall Gazette, tho 
which, as some of its critics remarked, went on verv much as usual. Sinn l-Vun-rs have taken over two hundred 


might he cricket hut was not polities. 

(iconjr. Hut I thought the great ob- 
jection to politics was that so often it 
was not cricket, which it ought to be. 

Mrs. M. That is a point, my dear 
hoy, which I must leave you to discuss 
with your father w hen he comes in to 
tea, as my recollections of cricket are 
growing rather hazy. Anyhow, while 
the Ministry which succeeded the large 
one 1 have mentioned w r as nominally 
much smaller, as only a few' members 
formed tho inner Cabinet, the number 
of Ministries or Departments went on 
increasing more rapidly than over. I 
remember my grandfather telling us 
that whereas in the early stages of 
this development tho familiar comment 
about once a week w r as, “ Croat Scott! 
Another new Ministry ! " lator on this 
surprisogavc place to a languid curiosity 
expressed in the daily question at tho 
breakfast table, “ Well, w hat ’s the now 
Ministry to-day ? " 

Mary. Pray, Mamma, who w r as 
“ Groat Scott ” ? 


The Ministry of Millinery, formed to 
| discourage undue oxtravagancc in dress, 
was in existence for six weeks and only 
cost the country about half a million 
pounds sterling. Its fall was precipi- 
[ tated by the patriotic but perhaps in- 
[ judicious attempt of the Minister to 
enforce tho universal adoption of a 
standardised suit of papier-mache - a 
1 material in the manufacture of which 
he took a deep personal interest in 
j tho month of February. 

Then there was the Ministry of Patri- 
otic Psychology, employing a staff of 
six tliousar.tl brilliant journalists, under 
tho direction of a great newspaper pro- 
prietor, the aim being “ to mobilize the 
sympathies and antipathies of mass 
opinion in the interests of the Govern- 
ment.” Their efforts were so successful 
that a Ministry of Conciliation had very 
shortly to he established with a view' 
to counteract the influence of the six 
thousand, to tranquillize public opinion 
and compose the constant friction and 
collisions which arose. 


acres of grazing kind in Sligo, disregarding 
the objections of owners. Timms Doonia;, 
near Iiunninnnddon, refused to give them any 
land, and trouble is expected in the district. ) 

Mrm have l mused on men of old 
Who wrote their names on Memory's 
pages, 

Unflinching heroes, uncontrolled 
Hy the nice precepts of tho sages, 
Who never failed when rehtis in aiujustis 
To stand foursquare for Freedom and 
for Justice. 

And of this brood 1 hail Dooheg, 

Who cared not, though the odds were 
fearful, 

Hut stuck it bravely out, good egg, 
Scorning the counsel of the tearful, 
And utterly refused to give bis acres 
Into tho hands of traitors and law- 
breakers. 

And then, 0 Phu'bus ! wliat a name 
And what a place too, Hunninnadden, 
To till the sounding trump of Fame 
And with its inspiration madden 
To rarest ecstasy the living lyre 
And set the fat a-fizzling in tho lire. 


Mrs. M. The origin of this phrase, 
as of another in voguo about tho same 
time, “ Great Ciesar's ghost,” is wrapped 
in mystery. Moreover, the investiga- 
tion of oaths or ejaculations is seldom 
edifying. To resume: some of the now 
Ministries, tho formation of which 
w r as suggested by immediate national 
urgency, were harmless and necessary 
enough. Such, for example, was the 
Ministry of Margarine, the head of 
which presided over a Hoard of Synthe- 
tic Experts; or the Pork Hoard, directed 
hy tho Minister of tho Figgerios. Hut 
after awhilethofoundingof new' Depart- 
ments seemed to ho no longer dictated 
hy utilitarian or business motives, but 
by the desiro of mere multiplication, as 
though some special credit attached to 
State intervention in and control of 
as many fields of human activity as 
possible. 

Thus tlioro came into existence the 
Ministry of Fiction, the aim of which 


Mary. T am getting rather tired of 
all these old Ministries. Can’t wo get 
on to something more interesting? 

Mrs. J7. Your impatience does not 
surprise me, and [ will try to finish the 
subject as quickly as T can. In the old 
days tho distinction between the Gov- 
ernment and tho governed was broad 
and clear. Hnder tho “ Ministry of all 
the Ministries” it bad largely disap- 
peared. Not one man in ten thou- 
( sand could have given a list of Minis- 
i tors and their functions, and the same 
| was true of t he Ministers themselves. 

! Many of them did not know r oach 
| other by sight, and when they did were 
| not on speaking terms. So finally 
I the Government had to appoint a 
j special Minister of Ministries, whose 
duty was to answer questions in the 
House about the new Departments, 
what their powers were and by whom 
they wore appointed. As the Minister 
in question seldom knew or was allowed 


While others made no show of fight, 
Hut meekly, weakly, knuckled under, 
Phidhs, standing firm upon his right, 
Defied tho advocates of plundor, 

, Staunchly resolved at any cost to quash 
j Tho tyrannous edict of the Celto-Bosch. 

The issue still remains in doubt ; 

Hut whothcr Philujs should keep his 
end up 

Or lie o’erwhelmod and driven out 
And Fate unkind his numbor send up, 
Yet still the nauio and deed our hearts 
shall gladden 

Of Pmims Doobkg, the Boy of Bunnin- 
n ad den. 

“Sir Lewis Allcnby is not likely to miss 
any chance of punishing tho enemy in front 
of him ." — Westminster Gazette. 

This distinguished officer; who must 
not bo confused with his namesake, Sir 
Edmund, tho captor of Jericho, began 
bis career in the well-known West-end 
firm of Messrs. Douglas and Haig. 



February 27 , 1918 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


m 



Instructor {to man about to point). “At thij throat and stomach. As you wbiii:, Better lkwk his stomach alone a hit— it's 

(1 ETTING WORN OCT.” 


CIVIL SERVICE. 

“ Talking of mirror squeaks,” said 
Sergeant Buttle, “ the narrerest as 
over I had by a long chalk was out at 
Passchendaele, back in the Autumn. 
You remember that hit o’ rising ground 
where you was hit, Sir? Well, when 
wo wont into the line again a fortnight 
later, the Bosch had got that hit hack, 
which, seeing the trouble we kl had over 
it, was annoying. The orders to the 
Brigade was, ‘ You took it before, and 
you must take it again.’ ‘ As you were,’ 
in a manner of speaking. 

“ Wo had a toughish job round them 
pill-boxes on the right, but after they 
was took Fritz didn’t put up much of 
a show. You know what ho is, Sir, a 
good fighter from cover, but when it 
comes to close quarto's hoppin’ it pretty 
smart. 1 took a dozen men forward to 
see if we couldn’t cut off some of them j 
coming out of the pill-boxes, and sure ! 
enough, as I scrambled up out of a shell- 
holo, there was a Bosch not ten yards ! 
irom me, looking this way and that like 
a frightened hare. 1 rests my arms on 
the rim of the crater and draws a bead 
on him. 

“ ‘ Got you, my hoy,’ thinks I, and I 
looses off. You ’ll remember some of my 
scores for the Company Cup before the 
^ ar, Sir. I didn’t used to drop more 
than a point or two at six hundred 


yards as a general rule. But peace is 
one thing and war’s another, and if I 
didn’t go and score a bloomin’ miss ! 
Gee, 1 was angry. I lep up and rushed 
upon Fritz with my bayonet, foiling 
like a wild boast, rather overlookin’ it 
wasn’t bis fault .1 M missed him.” 

“ l thought you said you ’d had a nar- 
row squeak,” I said. “ it looks to me 
almost as if the squeak was Fritz’s.” 

“Wait a moment, Sir. He hadn’t 
had time more than to turn his head 
when T was on him; hut at that mo- 
ment I pul my loot in a holo and come 
sprawling down at his feet \vith my 
rifle bouncing down the hill. / ‘Your 
| number ’s up, Buttle,’ thinks I to my- 
self, ‘and all thro’ scoring ’a miss at 
eight yards in a good light on a still 
day.’ And then what d’yer think hap- 
pened ? If old Fritz didn’t dash for- 
ward, help me up, dust me down, and 
then run and get my rifle and hand it 
hack to mo. 1 never felt such a fool 
in my life. ‘What’s ycr game?’ I 
sez. ‘ But anyway you ’re my prisoner ; ' 
and he gives a grin and shuffles off 
along with ono of tho men what I was 
sending back to report. 

“Wo had a discussion in the evening 
about that man. The Sergeant- Major 
said that Fritz had just come to the 
conclusion that it was high time the 
War was over, so far as he was con- 
cerned, like a good many of his pals 


had. Young Thompson, what I ’d had 
to dress down that morning, said Fritz 
had very likely mistook me for the 
Kmkkh; hut I don’t think he meant 
me to hear it. 

“Well} the next day when wo went 
hack blowed if I didn’t sec the very man 
in one of tho cages. I gets hold of an 
interpret cr and explains about it to him 
and gets him to ask Fritz why ho acted 
as ho did ; and you wouldn’t guess the 
answer in a hundred years. It scorns 
that in private life that man was an 
attendant at a skating-rink in Berlin, 
and ho done it just from habit.” 

War-Fare. 

•• A . LTD., 

Cvi I. HI- IIS, ( nNH All ONERS A I’, READ DaKI.KS. 

1 N RHEAK A MEE KNGEISH NuVEI/L’IES.” 

Provincial I’ojxr. 

“ Lo“t, a Cockatoo, (.lie tHtli, good reward. 

Australian Paper. 

After such a run of had luck wIp not 
try keeping a canary instead ? 

“Dining extraordinary s. one-: in KnnD 
yesterday, when a large ihihiLt <>f prwmrr-, 
were charged with cattle timing and intimi- 
dation, the magistrates ordered the court to 
be cleared. Tlie prisoners alsn left and c<>uld 
not l>e found." — lush Iiulepcmlcni . 

Mr. Dcku has been greatly encouraged 
by this example of prompt obedience to 
a magisterial decree. 
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EVERYONE A FOOD-CONTROLLER. 

First Laity (in tramenr after tiro hours in the i/neue). “Dm yf.u see that food ’og in tile check coat and skirt wiv a 'alf- pound 
)F MARGARINE IN EACH DOCKET ? ” Serotut IjOillJ. “ WllY, YUS — I PINCHED ONE.” First Lady. “ So DID l!” 


THE COOKERS. 

A Song of the Transport. 

The Officers’ kit and tlio long low limbers, 

The Maltose; cart and tlio mules go In 
With a sparkle of paint and speckless ti m hors, 

With a glitter of steel to catch the eye ; 
i$ut the things 1 like are the four black chimnoys 
And the smoke-tails scattering down the wind. 

For those are the Cookers, the Company Cookers, 

The cosy old Cookers that crawl behind. 

The Company Cooks are mired and messy, 

Their cheeks are black but their boots are not ; 

The Colonel says they must be more dressy, 

And the General says bo’ll have them shot ; 

They hang their packs on tlio four black chimneys, 

They ’re a grubby disgrace, but ire don't mind 
As long as the Cookers, the jolly black Cookers, 

The lilthy old Cookers are close behind. 

For it ’s only the Cooks can make us perky 
When the road is rainy and cold and stoop, 

When the songs die down and the step gets jerky, 

And the Adjutant’s horse is fast asleep ; 

And it ’s bad to look back for the four black chimneys 
But never a feather of smoke to find, 

For it moans that the Cookers, the crazy old Cookers, 
The rickety Cookers are ditched behind. 

The Company Cook is no great fighter 

And there’s never a medal for him to wear, 

Though lie camps in the shell-swept waste, poor blighter, 
And many a cook has “ copped it ” there ; 

But the boys go over on beans and bacon, 

And Tommy is best when Tommy has dined, 

So hero ’s to tho Cookers, tlio plucky old Cookers, 

And tho sooty old Cooks that waddle behind, A. P. II. 


To the Memory of Dr. Elizabeth Garrett Anderson. 

Mr. Punch would like to give further publicity to an appeal 
for the Now Hospital for Women, Fuston lioad, in memory 
of tho lato I)r. Fihzaheth Garrett Anderson, who founded 
it in 1 rtf ip. In recognition of Mrs. Anderson’s work on 
behalf of women — it was she who pioneered tho women’s 
medical movement and won for thorn a professional status 
— this appeal is made in particular to all women who 
are earning their own living in whatever profession or 
occupation. 

Tho War has greatly enlarged the scope and needs of the 
Now Hospital for Women, which receives the overflow of 
patients from other hospitals that have been taken over for 
military purposes. .Li is hoped that funds may be raised 
for the endowment of fifty new bods, at a cost of £1,000 
each. II.U.I1. Princess Louise has consented to preside at 
a meeting of the Appeal Committee to bo held at the 
Hospital on March 14th. Donations should be addressed 
to the Hon. Treasurer of the Appeal Fund, Lady IIall, at 
the New Hospital for Women, Euston Hoad, N.W.l. 

The Refinement of Cruelty. 

“Herr Dittmann, Independent Socialist Member of tho Reichstag, 
has boon sentenced b\ court martial for attempted high treason to 
five years’ refinement in a fort toss .” — Evening Paper. 

“Lord Rhondda will shortly issuo an order prohibiting the use of 
eggs for any other purposes than human food.” Daily Paper. 

“ Tragedian” writes to ask why such an order was not issued 
years ago. 

“The relegation of tho older and slower wavs of construction to the 
Greek Kalends (which for months on end dislocated pedestrian and 
vehicular traffic) will be welcomed by all lovers of progress.” 

Provincial Paper. 

Just like the Greek Kalends. They always keep people 
waiting. 
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j Peeresses, Commoners and journalists, to promise any relief, and it is felt 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, j ] ia <l a ll come to see one slender boy, that the dilliculty of preventing the 
Monday, February 18///. — In view of j whose ducal robes barely concealed the 'atmosphere of the Convention from 
a possible M crisis,” Members listened j nobler khaki beneath, take bis place 1 becoming unduly heated has been 
with ill-concealed impatience to the among our hereditary legislators. ' materially increased, 
usual string of trivial Questions. Scot- j As a soldier who has already seen Although the Palace of Westminster 

tisli Members, however, woro aroused \ servico on two Fronts the Princ e op is constitutionally outside the jurisdic- 

when Mr. Culland was informed that j Wales might, if ho had chosen, have ti on of the Food-Controller, both 

the Hoard of Trade could not amend , told the Peers what the Army thinks branches of the Legislature have pat- 

the Motor Spirit Order in order to hibout the Robertson imbroglio, though riotically decided to adopt the rationing 
allow motor-car owners to drive to not, of course, in the exact language ' scheme and to become Houses of Short 
church. You may still lake a taxi to which L understand is employed in the Commons. In the Lower Chamber the 
the theatre, hut that, according to Mr. trenches. But ho was content to listen Kitchen Committee will insist upon 
War dle, is quite a different mattor. from his grandfathers old place on the 1 carnivorous Members producing their 
It is presumed that he was referring to ; cross-benches while Lord Derby cn- coupons, if their wives will let them; 


the fact that attend- 
ance at divine worship 
brings no grist to tho 
revenue; but tho ru- 
mour that the Chan- 
cellor ok the Hx- 
ciiequkr, in order to 
remove this anomaly, 
is contemplating iho 
extension of the en- 
tertainment - tax to 
el lurches and chapels 
the amount to vary 
inversely with tho 
length of tho sermon 
— lias not yet been 
confirmed. 

Mr. Faber was re- 
quested to postpone 
his demand for a 
specific statement as 
to how far our mili- 
tary chiefs approved 
of the recent decisions 
at Versailles. Sir 
Henry Dalziel was 
more fortunate. With 
that passion for accu- 
racy that character- 
ises tho Prime Min- 
i st k r's journalistic 
cronies ho inquired 
whether the re w as an y 
foundation for tho ru- 




imm 




iteirii 







CM’SK CKTJCBUK. 


while in tho Upper 
all days will be meat- 
less days. 

The House listened 
with keen appreci- 
ation while Mr. Mao 
pherson described tho 
multifarious activities 
of the War Office. It 
is now tho biggest tex- 
tile manufacturer in 
the world, and has 
made enough khaki to 
put a girdle round tho 
earth six or seven 
times over. It uses 
quinine by the ton 
and cotton- wool by 
tho thousand tons, 
while tho steel that 
used to go to the 
manufacture of jam- 
t i ns (now replaced by 
wood - pulp cartons) 
would have sufliced to 
build a 3, 000-ton ship 
every year. An extract 
from an oflicer’s letter 
describing tho fight- 
ing in Palestine, in- 
cluding a cavalry - 
charge not less heroic 
and much more fruit- 
ful than that of tho 


mour that Sir William Robertson had : deavoured tu explain why tho Hovern- Six Hundred, was an effective inter- 
accepted an important military post, meet had parted with the Chief of the lude in a speech which fully merited 
The Leader ok the House, with a Imperial Staff. Jt is hard to say the praise that it received from all 
satisfaction that he did not attempt to whether their Lordships were con- quarters. Mr. Tennant wistfully re- 
coneeal, admitted that there was : Sirjvinccd. As Lord Midleton expressed called the days when he sat in Mr. 
William Robertson had that day ac- ; a desire for a Secret Session it may Maopherson’s place, and was not 
copied the Pastern Command. j he inferred that ho would luwc liked ( allowed nearly tho same latitude. 

This Command is not to he despised. to use language unfit for publication. | Thursday, February 21.$/. — In pre- 
Commonly regarded as a feather bod | In the House of Commons the Prime seating for the iirst time the estimates 
for weary warriors it has proved a i Minister wjis simultaneously engaged for the Air Force, Major Baird made 
spring-mattress for Sir Henry Wilson, j in the same task as Lord Derby. ( a speech which Mr. Pemberton Billing 
who lcapt- from it to bis present post , hut with greater success. Air. Lloyd , characterised as “ nonsense,” and which 
of Chief of the Impenal Staff. May Ceokoe lias no equal in tho art of per- , therefore needs no further testimonial, 
it preserve its resilience. i suading an audience to share his faith The gist of tho reply to Sir Charles 

Tuesday , February 19///. — It is no ! in himself. Henry’s inquiry whether the food- 


disparagemont to the many eminent Wednesday, February 20th. — Dublin, j restrictions would apply £o domestic 
orators in tho House of Lords to say according to Mr. Byrne, is suffering I produce was that, if you consume your 
that not one of them could have ! acutely through the recent order pro- j little boy’s pet rabbit, it will be counted 
attracted such an audience as Idled the ; hibiting tho manufacture of ice-cream, j as part of tho moat-ration, but if you act 
Chamber this afternoon. Peers and | Unfortunately Mr. Clynes was unable ! upon Mrs. (1 lasse’s instructions and 
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Lit lie dirt. “Mummy, you won’t ask me to go and stand in that queue at tiik hutuhkr’s, will you? They’ve i.kt such v 
LOT OF PEOPLE IN, ONE 11 Y ONE, THROUGH A LITTLE DOOR IN THE SHUTTER AND I HAVEN’T SEEN AN YliODY COME OUT.’’ 



“ first catch your hare,” the capture will 
lie out of the jurisdiction of the Food- 
Controller. Lost this dictum should 
lead to a regrettable increase of poach- 
ing among our law-makers, Mr. Glynes 
hastily added that the arrangement was 
only provisional. 


A WARNING TO PARFNTS. 

This is a warning to all parents, and 
in particular to those who have ex- 
pectations from wealthy hut nervous 
relatives. It applies also to all times, 
hut in particular to those nights when 
the moon is more or loss full. 

Perhaps I shall best achieve my 
purpose if I narrate the tragic experi- 
ence under which my wife and family, 
to say nothing of myself, have lost the 
interest of my wife’s Aunt Letty. The 
calamity occurred last weolc, when doar 
Aunt Letty was paying a daylight visit 
before hastening back to tho compara- 
tive security of Oatlands Park, where, 
since one of* the early raids scared her 
nearly to death, she has resided. It 
happens that our house is at the mo- 
ment blessed by, in addition to its 
Regular normal occupants, the presence 


of my son Roderick, whom an epidemic 
of mumps has driven back to a homo 
circle which parted from him at tho 
end of the Christmas holidays without 
any regret whatever. Other parents 
will, 1 am sure, hear mo out when I 
say that a healthy hoy who is at home 
when ho ought to ho at school comes 
nearer manifesting the condition of 
perpetual restlessness than anything 
on earth, a fox-hound’s tail not ex- 
cluded. 

But I make the story too long. 
Knougb to say that I left the house 
after lunch on tho best possible terms 
with Aunt Letty, and walked to the 
Club, perfectly secure in my mind that 
certain little benefactions from her 
(not to bo disregarded in war-time) 
were hound to materialise ; and that 
I returned beforo dinner to find that 
she had loft, with palpitations of the 
heart, in a rage that nothing was 
likely over to moderate, vowing that 
no persuasion would ever get her under 
my roof again. 

And tho cause? Tho cause was a 
packet of parlour fireworks with which 
Roderick had been experimenting, en- 
titled “ Tho Dragon’s Breath,” tho 


directions for the proper exploitation of 
which 1 will now copy from a printed 
slip: “To show the effect of The 
Dragon’s Breath place one teaspoonful 
of tho powder in a tube and say nothing 
about it, then walk carelessly toward a 
naked gas flame or lighted candle and, 
while your friends are thinking about 
matters far removed from Dragons, put 
the tube stealthily to your mouth, 
point it towards the flame and blow a 
strong and sudden blast of air into the 
tube. The effect will be extremely start- 
ling, as a stream of lire will he produced 
reaching half across the room, and 
beforo they have time to see anything 
everything will lie tho same as before 
and the tube can be secreted again. 
Note — Be careful not to point the tube 
towards any person, but direct it rather 
to a vacant part of tho room, to avoid 
any chance of accident.” What had 
happened was that Roderick, in his 
zeal as a practical joker, had pointed 
the tube towards Aunt Letty. 

To all you parents, then, and especi- 
ally to those who have their hoys on 
their hands at this moment —a patheti- 
cally numerous class— I sav, lie ware of 
The Dragon’s Breath. 





Extract from letter of conscientious householder in reply in app cal, “Dear Sir,— i REGRET DKKi’LY 111AT I AM UN MILE TO CONTRIBUTE 
TO YOUR NOBLE CAUSE, 13UT MY LOCAL HOSPITAL HAS LATELY BEEN MAKING HEAVY CLAIMS Ul’ON ME.’’ 


WILLIAM’S GADGET; 

Or, Etiquette and Electricity. 

Every morning for fcho last two 
weeks William has walked out of the 
hospital with mo at .1 1 a.m., wearing 
on his left side what the nurses call a 
splint, hut he, with a surer grasp of 
technical terminology, prefers to de- 
scribe as a gadget. It consists of a 
kind of semi circular straight- waistcoat 
made of japanned tin and nicely padded 
with felt; it keeps the left elbow of 
William at the samo elevation as his 
left shoulder by means of a small tray 
projecting to the Hank on a metal strut ; 
another small tray projecting in front 
supports William’s loft hand. The 
machine is fastened oil to William by 
means of three broad bauds of white 
webbing. Removed from William it 
looks a little like a portion of an out- 
rigger, but still moro like the left-hand 
side of a dentist’s chair. It is on the 
little tray in front, you see, that the 
glass of tepid water would ho placed 
if it were really a dentist’s chair, ft is 
on the other little tray — exactly, yes. 

William does not like his gadget. He 
says (a) that ho can’t light his pipe in 


it; (h) that he feels like a half-opened j 
tin of Maconachio ration. ! 

In answer to tlieso two points I have 
advanced t wo considerations -(1) that 
i 1 can easily use all tho matches the 
| pair of us are able to buy, and (2) 
j that, anyhow, Maconachio rations arc 
; better than meatless clays. Besides, 

| we all like watching William being 
j interned in his great-coat every morn- 
ing and having it removed from him 
j at night. The operation requires two 
; nurses. One of them holds William 
i firmly by the head, whilst tho other 
! carefully draws the tarpaulin envelope 
! over the metal frame. It is a curious 
! and instructive spectacle, the taking 
1 down and reassembling of William, 
j At 2M0 i’.m., having partaken of 
j lunch, William returns to tho hospital 
by himself for massage, and it appears 
| that this journey is another tribulation 
to him. Strung out over a distance of 
three-quarters of a mile ho encounters 
' a matter of seven hundred other ranks 
| of all regiments in twos and threes who 
j have finished tlioir dinner and are now 
leaving the hospital. Dogged perti- 
j nacity shines on every face. They are 
: going to soo the pictures. All of them 


wear red ties, hut unfortunately for 
William they are not all Socialists. 
They salute him, and he has to answer 
their salutes. 

The other evening at 9 r.M., having 
been extricated from his great coat and 
his gadget, he came over to my bed to 
complain. 

“llow many times do you suppose 
1 have had to lift my right arm botween 
‘ Tho Blue Boar ’ and the hospital ? ” he 
asked, sitting down wearily on my toes. 

“ 1 don’t know, I ’in sure,” 1 said. 
“ Were you carrying any refreshments 
on the little tray in front ? ” 

“ Two hundred aiullifty three salutes,” 
he cried wrathfully, putting a pillow 
over my face; “and nearly every ono 
of them smiled. Do they suppose I ’m 
wearing the thing for fun ? ” 

Probably thoy think it ’s the corn- 
binod body-shield and rifle rest that is 
being sold so much just now,’’ I replied, 
removing tho gas-mask, “or else the 
One-man Tank.” 

“ What would you do if \ou were in 
my place ? ” ho said. 

“ Eirst of all I should get up off my 
toes — I mean oil yours,” I answered, 
44 and thou ” 
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Nothing counts except EFFICIENCY ”—K & J 



Sir Auckland ;f |? 

Geddes said — 

“ Advertising which in any way tended to conserve energy \ 
by the introduction of commodities or appliances which 
lessened human labour was also economic in function ” 

Carbotyp does that 

As often as you write anything twice or more, there is a chance 
for Carbotyp to save your time It has been applied in a thousand 
and one ways, and in every department and branch of routine 
Every Carbotyp set is specially designed - arranged to meet some particular routine 
The example shown is a set consisting of 5 leaves, so combined by the patent 
K & J Carbotyp process that they can be inserted in the typewriter as easily as 
a single sheet, and all filled in at one operation 

Note carefully what this means Immediately the Carbotyp set is out of the type- 
writer, every leaf is ready to go to its destination The invoice is immediately posted 
to the Customer (a) The next copy goes to the Works Manager (11) giving him 
instructions to prepare the goods The next two copies arc handed to the Dispatch 
Department (c), the one being an instruction for dispatch and the other a Delivery 
Note The fifth and last copy is filed in the Counting House (n) by unit Filing or 
Renewal Leaf application, and forms the day-book leaf of the transaction 

K & J Carbotyp can be adapted to your business with equally 
startling economic te:, tilts Business Men amt Otganisas should 
call at any Multigraph Shoiv Room, and we will show you how 




Pi. la 


Birmingham 20 Temple at 
Cardiff j Church St 
Leeds $2 Albion St 
Leicester, /q & 20 Corridor 
Crib's Market FI 
Liverpool jo Castle St 
Head Office West Bromwich 






London — 

22 St Andrew Street Holborn Circus EC 4 


Maxi iies i i:k y Bhu If run » St 
Nnwt'ASJLi; St Xu hoi,;* s./ 
Sum 1 11. r o jS Change . U’-y 
Swansea j-j Coat St 
BE I V AM' St otti '/«’ PfvVldi at 
Bldgs l h'uegodl S.j 
Oeasouw 1 00 Biuhanan St 
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Control Prices and a Moral 

O NCE upon ii time a man named Sheraton made very beautiful chairs. So beautiful that people 
who had wealth and fine taste built fine houses and decorated lovely rooms so that the Sheraton 
chairs could be seen to advantage in them. 

W IIKN King Demos came to reign he said: “It is not right that any of my subjects, just because they are wealthy, 
should have liner chairs to sit on than my poorer subjects.” So lie ordained that it was unlawful for any chairs to be 
sold for more than three guilders for each chair. Sheraton was then paying more than three guilders for the labour on one leg of 
one of his beautiful chairs. So he died of a broken heart, and all the Sheraton chairs had to be sold for three guilders each, and 
the merchants who had stocks were ruined. Many poor people bought these chairs, but they did not think them strong enough. 

M ANY years after King Demos died, and the law concerning the price of chairs had lapsed or was forgotten. Con- 
noisseurs went about the country and bought all the Sheraton chairs and put them back again into their place of honour, 
paying, sometimes, ten times the price that Sheraton sold them at. 

Moral : IfH 

I)o not conclude that the ‘’control " price of an article denotes its actual value. 

Get Haig & Haig Whisky if you tun. It is the “ Sheraton ” Duality. 



sets 


am In virtue* of my j 

onlv a oxce,leniL ' 1 1 :im 1 

^ J a scarce com- | 

bottle modity. I 


MY famous ! 

this bottle. One quality only. Nothing 
else quite as good. 


Haig &HaigFive Stars 
ScotsWfiisky 

Head Office, 57 Southwark Street, London S.E.1 



5 ^ 


qualities of “Venus" 
Pencils have convinced 
the most critical users 
that there is no “ pencil 
just as good." 


yram. 

IflMClft 




Khaki Shirts. 

’"THERE is nothing so good al ihe price as 
“ AZA ” Khaki Shirts, and for Active Service 
wear thev cannot be surpassed. They are light yet 
warm, soft and non irritant, unshrinkable, exceedingly 
durable and healthful in that they readily absorb and 
radiate away the moisture of the body, thus leaving 
the pores of the skin unhampered to do their work. 

Obtainable in Standard and Heavy Weights, 
and in regulation shade, 

OF HIGH-CLASS OUTFITTERS. 


Should you have any difficulty in obtaining write to 
the Manufactur* t, for name of suitable Retailer: 
WM. HOLLINS & CO., Ltd. (Trade only), 
25w, Newgate Street, London. E.C. I. 



BULMERS 

CHAMPAGNE 

CIDER. 

DELICIOUS 

TO THE LAST DROP. 
WARDS OFF 

GOUT AND RHEUMATISM. 

Write for Illustrated Booklet to 

H. P. BULKER & 60., Hereford. 

Wholesale London & Export A£?*tfs : 
Findlater, Mackie, Todd & Co., Ltu.. 
London Bridge, S.E. x. 
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“ And what happens when I get to 
the massage-room ? ” he went on, pay- 
ing no attention to my advice. “To 
begin with, they take off my gadget 
and put my arm into a little china hath 
with two wires attached. They turn | 
on some taps and it t ickles. I sit thoro 1 
wriggling and laughing and saying, 

4 Don't, please don’t,' lor about half-an- 
hour. Then 1 move on to another 
electrical whieh-was-it, and they pull 
a lever and dab me all over with a littlo 
pad like an orderly-room stamp for j 
letters ” 

“ If I wore consol ing you," I began 

“Do shut up,” said William. “After 
that they squirt hot air at me with 
a thing that ’s called radial heat. 
Then I get hand massage ; then 1 am 
thoroughly slapped ” 

“ You probably did something to 
deserve it ” 

“ And then my arm is twisted about 
in a most Ilunnish manner for about 
ten minutes until it ’s time for tea. 
I tell you I ’ve had enough of it. This 
afternoon I spoke to the doctor. I 
made a brilliant and original suggestion 
to him. I said 1 wanted an entirely 
new gadget, one to lit on my right- 
hand side and support my right elbow 
and right hand.” 

“ What did ho do? ” I asked, fooling 
a littlo more interested. “Send for 
your temperature chart ? ” 

“He asked mo what the douce 1 meant, 
and I told him. I said that if 1 could 
have a gadget on my right arm I should 
ho obliged to salute with my loft, and if 
1 took salutes witli my left arm all the 
way between lunch and the hospital 1 
should get exactly the same remedial 
exercise for my left-arm muscles as I 
now derive from being tapped and 
hauled about and galvanised with his 
beastly machinery. And wliat is more, 
it would save voltage. 1 told him that 
hol’d Rhondda says wo are short of 
volts.” 

“And what did he say to that?” I 
asked. 

“ He was rather curt with me,” said 
William. “ He said I was a grumbler. 

1 lo said T had much better wear gad- 
gets on both my arms and so save the 
1 rouble of saluting at all. lie said 
> here were lots of worse gadgets than 
'nine. lie said ho had seen one that 
would keep my arm above my head in 
the permanent position of a man stop- 
| ping a bus. Ho asked mo how I should 
j hke to wear two of tlioso at once.” 

| And what did you say to that ? ” I 

Aed him. # 

“ Kamerad,” said William. Evoe. 

, ” Lady would undertake needlework (uot 
,lur ) k>r one fowl weekly.” — The Lady. 

Jh-it can she do feather-stitching? 



“I’m. tyke ’j wo oi nces of hake; o.ni:-amm iiwi;i:-yrAiiTr.us oiwci.s of inmtiT; 
HALF-OUNCE OF CHICKEN; UNE-AND-A-llALF 01 NEKS OF MITTON WITH ONE-SIXTEENTH ‘>F 
BONE; TWO OUNCES OF BEEF AND ONE OUNCE OF I’OllK ; I ’LL COMIM.E’l E .MV OKDI.lt 

AT THE END OF THE WEEK.” 


An Offal Bad Outlook. 

Who can the heartless ox recall 
To still the people’s cry for meat ? 

His heart adorns the butchers stall ; 
Whore is the breast where once it 
beat ? 

Her caudal limb we do not miss I 

(Alas ! too widely queues prevail), j 
Hut what wo want to know is this : j 

Where is the cow that swished the i 
tail? ; 

“Of course, we shall be met with that most 1 
foolish of nil proverbs , when wrongly applied, | 
on the ‘ swapping horses ’ when in mid-stream, j 
What else are you to do when the stream has ’ 
to he crossed somehow and your mount is! 
bucking and shying on the bank ?” — The Globe. • 

But, as another proverb, when wrongly , 
quoted, says: “ You may take a horse 
to the bank, but that doesn’t get him 
to mid- stream.” 


*• \merica, Mesopotamia, and Arabia are not, 
to remain under Turin di nib .” 

(’lunch I'untily Xeirsjmicr. 

President Wilson trill lie relieved. 

“Wanted, in February or March, a small 
Coimtrs (unfur.), within 10 miles of London: 
low rental.”- I hut if Tciycr. 

Can you guess the advertiser? 

Tis undoubtedly the ■ ~ 

A simple young man of Herne Bay 
Had never heard tell of “ Tay Pyy” ; 
But the impact was such 
When they came into touch 
That he gave up all fats from that da\ . 

“The shipping linn of Me.-v-rs. .lolin 

and Sms has he *u sine .' about IS' 10 engaged 
in th*» Mersey and Mediterranean trade, in 
the early da\ -> being known as the* /. ’ Line, 
from the fact that the name-, of ail the \ewls 
engaged in tin; M_T\ice eoinnieneed with K. ’ 

A tU'jiiOi uhji. Ji'tn <i d. 

They needn't really have given a reason 
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THE CRIMINALS. 

Tin-: scene of the drama which I am 
about to unfold was a certain London 
hotel, and the time was the ovo of a 
meatless day. We wero live in number 
-all men and we sat down to the 
dinner-table with the hunger that a 
meatless day engenders, hut with little 
of that agreeable anticipation which 
empty carnivora enjoy. For although 
on meatless days there is ofton more 
to eat than usual it neither lills nor 
sustains, and most assuredly it does not 
excite. 

With the assistance of conversation, 
nonsense and the juice of the grape 
wo got through the first two or three 
courses, in which fish and eggs and vege- 
tables played their monotonous part; 
and then came a dish which caused each 
of us to glanco furtively at his neigh- 
bour's plate, to see if it were an accident 
or if ho had some too. Could it ho true? 
our eyes inquired as they met in wild 
surmise. Could thoro he a substitute 
for bacon as exact as this, or was it 
the identical goods ? It was. Beyond 
all doubt wo wero doing that astonish- 
ingly infrequent thing: eating bacon, 
boaufciful adorable bacon, the authentic 
llesh of the authentic pig! 

Naturally the talk at once turned 
to the question, “ What is meat? ” and 
all kinds of dialectical skill and in- 
genuity were brought to bear upon the 
theme. “Meat," said one, “is solely 
that kind of meat which butchers sell 
hoof, mutton, veal. The ‘ flesh of swine, 
however fine,’ is not moat within the 
meaning of the Act." Another hold 
that the only meat which is not meat 
is that of birds — poultry and game. It 
was, however, gonerally agreed that, 
whatever was not moat, anything apper- 
taining to cattle most certainly was. 

Judge of our dismay and delight when 
the waiter brought the next course, and 
wo wore again rapt away into an incrod 
iblo Blysium ; for the basis of this dish 
was tongue, indisputable tongue, ami, 
so far as my own portion was con- 
cerned, tongue at its best —that part of 
the light and tender tip with which the 
ox says its wittiest things. 

With so palpable a contradiction be- 
fore us of all the decisions which wo had 
reached, we gave up the discussion; and 
1 made a private note of this hotel as 
a place to remember when Tuesdays 
and Fridays seem to he coming round 
too often or (as I shall certainly do) 1 
lose my meat-card. And then this 
most satisfactory and stimulating of 
recent meals having como to an end, 
we moved to another room and forgot 
about it in the fumes of tobacco. The 
thought of guilt, oven if it ever crossed 
our minds, vanished. Besides, if any 


one was to blame it was obviously the 
landlord. 

That was last Tuesday. This morn- 
ing (Friday) I have a very different 
feeling, and 1 am sure that those other 
four malefactors will also he trem- 
bling if they too read The Times. For 
look at the subjoined cutting : — ■ 

“ Meat on a Meatless Day. 

Mrs. Eugenic ITardiinan, of the Hoe Man- 
sions Hotel, was charged at Plymouth yester- 
day with serving baron and sausages on a 
meatless Jay, and ten of the guests at the 
hotel wore summoned for consuming the meat. 
Hor the defence it was pleaded that bacon and 
sausages were not moat for certain purposes, 
and that .Mr.-. Hardimau had been misled by 
a newspaper article. Mrs. Hardimau was 
fined 20.s\ on this charge and 10s. for not keep- 
ing a proper register, and nine of the guests 
were fined lO.s. each.” 

And it isn’t as if ten-shilling notes 
grew on every tree. 

EARTHED. 

Av, ’(is a wold-fashioned akkud sort 
of haatli, an’ it ’s bin here a good long 
while — well, fowerty years or there- 
abouts. But if so bo as you ’m mean- 
in’ to have wan o’ they poroTin beau- 
ties put in and givos me the job o’ doin’ 
it, I ’ll take thissen often your hands 
an’ make you an allowance for 'n. Sir ? 
Well, us bain’t a-goin’ to quarr’l about 
that; an’ this yero haatli is wan as 
I ’d like to have i’ my own parlour, 
for to show to visitors, bein’ as it ’s got 
a particular hist’ry belongin’ to ’t. 

You see, ’tis t he way wi’ these aowd 
man’r ’ouses to bo close up agin 
the church as that there dissentin’ 
chap Benjamin Eden, as wero ’alf sus- 
pieionod by the par’sh of votin’ J lad i cal 
i’ the ’lection of ’95, wanst put it, 
“Church an’ Staate he alius thick as 
thieves thegither." But thissen, you 
see, is hanked up hang under agin the 
churchyard, so’s you c’d step straaight 
out o’ this yore bathroom winder an’ 
take a short cub to church, if you’d 
a-minded, ’stead o’ goin’ downstairs an' 
trapesin' round tho drive, which is 
seemlier ’owever. Aowd Mrs. Belcher 
tried it to-wunsfc, not long urter this 
winder were put in; but ’er got stuck 
till Mas’r ’Krbcrt, as wero clerk in 
them days, como out at chancel door 
to sec who Twas a-spilin’ the To J)eum 
wi’ ’er ’ollerin’. Ho 'er wuz hate 
arbor all. 

Aowd Squire Belcher ’ad the winder 
put in as a sort of a safety-valve, along 
o’ t he story I’m a-goin’ to tell you. 
There 'adn'fc used to be nobbut tother 
winder, which nobody cuddn’t get out 
on, as you may see for yourself. 

Squiro Belcher were a aowd-fasli- 
ioned gen ’el man an’ dead set agon 
praper 'ot-waater baaths, which wuz 
lire-bran-now at that time. ’E ’oodn’t 


’avo none put in on tho cstaate, an’ ’a 
fell foul o’ tho matter even wi’ Miss 
Tyack, as rented Tudor ’Ouse often Tin, 
an’ woro a ’oonian as ’o rospecked for 
tho ’ardest-ridin’ fomale i’ tho Mid- 
Mercian ’Unt. 

“If yeou aren't got no sort o’ use, 
Squiro, artcr a day’s Tintin’, for ad- 
loos h’ ns ah lib.," ’er says (George 
Hyatt, as were ’untsman, over’eard 
she say it), “ I ’avo," ’er says. “I doan’t 
sit down to my dinner ’ithout 1 baaths/’ 
’er says. 

“No more doan’t i," says Squire. 
“ But you ’m a-do same as you ’m a-doin’ 
of now an’ same’s what me an’ ivory 
Christian ail’ all does. Can’t tho inaaids 
bring ’co up all tho hot waater as you 
do want ’a says. 

“ No, Squire," says ’or, very peart- 
like. “ l doan’t allow of no maaids 
cornin’ in when I 'in i’ my haatli and 
wants m wore hot waater, an’ yeou 
’adn’t ought to noether. I wunner as 
Mrs. Belcher allows of sich goin’s on," 
’er says. 

Well, Squire Belcher ’o ’ooldn’t give 
in to she nor to no othor faddy tenant 
as waanted baaths put in. An’ then, 
begad, if ’a didn’t goo ail’ ’avo a haatli 
put in ’isself — this 'ere very haatli ’twas 
as is ’ere to-day. ’E called my aowd 
father, as were i’ tho plumbin’ line afore 
mo, an’ 'o egsplains to ’m as the Doctor 
’ad swore as Micro wam’t no way for it, if 
Squire wanted to 'unt tho pack another 
year, hut settiu’ in 'ot waater up to the 
chin three days a wik, along o' his suf- 
ferin’ from stillness o’ the jints. Doctor 
defied ’im to sit i’ the saddle else. So, 
for the sake o’ the ’Lint, 'a was agree- 
able on’y ’o vowed as ’fcworo to he kep’ 
secret ’bout him havin’ a haalli put in, 
or bout they sh’d arl goo, workmen and 
maaids, come Lady Day. 

'Well, now, you’ll agree wi’ me as 
Twere mortal foolish o’ Squire to go 
fer to make a secret o ’s chin-up ad- 
loosli’ns, ’specially seein’ as ’ow in my 
aowd father’s opinyun Miss Tyack 
were privy to tho liwolo affair, ’er 
bein' a monstrous mishtifui oonian 
and iver so thick wi’ th’ aowd Doctor. 
My father had usod to saay as 'twas 
she ns sot ho up to ’t, and anny road 
’twas rather better nur even 'lections 
on the hwole affair coinin’ out. Fer 
you caan t kip no secrets i’ Do vedale 
par’sh, not if you tries iver so. 

Well, this yere baath were put in, 
though Squiro kip ifling an’ ofling, say- 
ing as 'e ’d alius believed in gi’in’ 'is 
baath the run of a loose-box like, an’ 
not tyin’ o ’t up by tho yud in a stall — 
but 'o durson't gio tli’ aowd Doctor 
the go-by ’owever. 

An’ now the story passes on past 
births an’ bury in's*, jyes an' sorr’ws, 
marryin’s an’ givin’-i’-marryin's, to 
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Tommy {home on leave, to engine-driver). “You can wait if you t.ikk, Hill, hut I shan’t want you rou mnk days.’ 


tlio next 'untin’ season, when one 
inarnin’ Squire were that still in ’s 
jints as *e thowt it better to stay at 
hwome an' have his chin-full, in a 
manner o’ speak in’, so 's to bo lit next 
time as houn’s met. 

Rut while 'a were bavin’s haath, 
houn’s up an’ started a fox i’ Ditcli- 
bury Bottom, an’ while ’a were a- 
simmerin’ an* a-simmerin’ i' the hot 
waater, that theer fox were a- lowin’ 
it an* a-leggin’ it straaight fer Dovo- 
dalc. Iloun’s were close on ’s heels, so 
what docs ’a do but double acrost the 
brook, loup ower the churchyard wall, 
an’, bein’ then at 's last gasp, I reckon, 
spy the winder o’ Squire’s baathroom, 
an’ nip in at it afore you c’d say 
“ Spud.” An’ all the houn’s in artor 
’un an’ all, begad ! Aio, aie ! 

Well, then there were a splutter if 
yeou likol When Georgo Hyatt come 
up, theer wero Squire, ’a said, a-standin’ 
up mother-nakkud in 's baath, rod an’ 
steamin’, an’ a-ravin’ an’ a-dancin’ an' 
a-damnin* away ninety to the dozen 
(there warn’t niver no stiffness i’ the 
j mis o ’s chops, anny road), an’ theer 
were the maddest tangle o’ houn’s as 
Ivor anny mortal did see in ’s life afore, 
George said. 

“ Cali off the houn’s ! ” yells Squire, 


so soon as ’o sees George a-poerin* in j 
at the winder. “Call off the houn’s, 
yeou doin’ dolt ! ” j 

“As if a man cud,” said George.! 
'K cuddn’t get in at the winder, an’; 
Squire 'o cuddn’t get out o’ the door , 
'ithout lettin’ the houn’s all through 
the house, an’ 'a dursn’t get out o’ 
the baath anny gate, hut stud thcor 
a-splashin’ an’ a-nwcariii* i’ the hot 
waater, an’ Hingin’ soap, sponge, nail- 
brushes- ivery mortal thing as ’e c’d 
lay’s hands on, to keep that theer 
| rampagin’ riot o’ houn’s often *un, as 
! was a-hreakin’ up o’ the fox ’ithout 
J anny help i’ this world from George. 

“ Down, Naylor ! -llasper! — Rluc- 
ibeli!" 'e yells (an’ a lot more names 
too what weren’t houn’s at all), as , 
some o’ they comes a-whirlin’ into the 
haath atop of ’un. And ’a starts a- 
hcavin’ of 'em off an’ try in’ to hurl ’em 
back through the winder. You niver 
seed such a sight, George said. *T\vas 
for all the world like wan o’ they 
strugglin’ shameful ’eathen statues 
you sees picters of. 

An’ then next minut the hunt rode 
up — leastways the lrwolo first flight, 
wi’ Miss Tyack, as Squire alius ad- 
mired fer 'er ridin’, a-leadin’ of ’em. 

George Hyatt rushed an’ caught 


a-holt of 'or bridle an* kip’ she back, 
tryin* to egsplain in a dolicato an’ 
littiu’ manner how ’twere. Rut 'a 
might ha’ shut 'is chops an* kip’ 'is 
belly warm, fer Squire were a-tellin’ all 
the par’sh what were a-goin* on, all the 
time, an’ be-damned but Miss Tyack 
— an’ ’t is a clear proof to mo as ’er ’ad 
got a holt o’ the Squire’s secret — jest 
leaned down from ’er saddle i’ the most 
owdacious an’ondacent manner, like as 
’er was a-tryin* to peer in at the winder 
“• ay, an’ capable of it too — an’ calls 
out, “ Marnin’, Squire ! 1 see as you ’ve 
a-got a nice haath put in yourself,” ’er 
says. 

Well, George Hyatt took ’is oath as 
’er ciuhhi't see, but Squire warn’t to 
know that. An’ ’o jest bellowed at er, 
“ Goo away, you faggit ! you gallus 
female!” — an’ then ’a mado hut wan 
bound fer the door an’ out at it, an’ the 
houn’s all artar 'un goo-oo-oo — mis- 
conceiving somo’ow as ’e M a-got the 
fox as they werea-breakin* up, 1 rockon. 
1 niver did ’ear what ’appened when 
thoy come to ’s bedroom. W. R. 

Food the Real Objective. 

“ Undoubtedly, one of tlio aims of tlio ( *er- 
mans in continuing their advance is to secure 
buns. ” — Da i / y J H spa tch. 
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Aim paai/imo nccmc this* if you have a taste for such fare, and then turn to 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. on0 rf ^ shoHj storie8| called „ The Day of Days”; 

(By Mr, Punch s Staff of Learned Clerks.) sentimental, I will not deny it, but for chami and delicate 

His Job (Lane) starts with the severe handicap of having artistry this gentle little tale of two old spinsters squandor- 
to live up to the promise of an altogether charming picture- ing their last savings on a motor-drive for wounded 
wrapper. While I will not go so far as to say that this soldiers easily attains a success that the Duchess and her 
promiso was wholly fulfilled, there aro at least two points convulsive coterie pursue in vain, 
upon which I may unreservedly congratulate Mr. IIouu k 

Bleacklky — his obvious command both of the inner Mr. Antonio de Navarro divides his book, The Scottish 
workings of the dye industry and the intricacies of Latica- Women's Hospital at the French Abbey of Iloyaumont (Allen 
shire idiom. Indeed, a half-dozen chapters of His Job are and Unwin), into two parts, the first of which gives us the 
enough to give the most uninstructed reader a grounding history of the Abbey itself, while tho second tells us of the 
in the mysteries of colour production ; while l have seldom noble work which is now being done there. The author 
met a novelist who seemed so securely at home amid the has been at infinite pains to collate tho records of this 
hazards of dialect. After this introduction do 1 need to tell historic monastery, and ho has told his tale in a style and 
you that His Job is the managing of tho dye business that with a sympathy aliko admirable, so that wo approach tho 
came to the hero in hereditary succession, when he would main subject of his hook with a real feeling for the sonti- 
omphatically rather have been doing almost anything else? rnont of the place and tho romantic environment of tho 
Ho is one llonald Eycrton , plucked untimely from the 
delights of Harrow and vowed to tho uncongenial task of 
revitalizing a dwindling enterprise. Incidentally wo see 
him snatching such solace 
as may be found in a 
lovo - affair (which comes 
to nothing) and some mild 
flirtations with the stars 
of Manchester pantomime. 

Eventually, subdued to 
what ho works in, Ronald 
is left, the perfect dyer, 
heroically refusing the 
temptations of a combine. 

Perhaps tho obvious moral 
is susceptible of varied 
interpretations. Thoro is 
much careful observation 
in the story, notably in tho 
relations between Ronald 
and his father; and, as I 
say, Mr. Bleackley knows 
his theme. On the whole, 


hospital that is established within the Abbey walls. I have 
already had the privilege of writing in praise of tho Scottish 
Women’s Hospitals, and it is a theme which anyone 



1 ijccittul Gentleman. “Quick! Quick! 

CARD HAS BKEN BLOWN OUT TO REA ! ” 


LIFEBOAT ! 


who reads of their wonder- 
ful work is glad enough 
to be allowed to renew. 
With unfailing tact Mr. de 
Navarro tells the story 
of the Hospital at Royau- 
mont (the only one “ run 
entirely by women”), in- 
spiring us with his own as- 
surance that tho work done 
by such devoted women on 
j behalf of such devoted men 
| must bo twico blessed. The 
sorrow of the patients when 
t they have to leave is the 
best tribute to the kind- 
| ne.ss and skill that abound 
to-day in tho Abbey. My 
only regret is that a book so 
delicately and delightfully 


howovor, I should call His Job (the title continually tempts written should bo burdened by so cumbrous a title. 

mo to add “ or what a young man did ”) more interesting 

as a treatiso than entertaining as a romance. The throe stories that go to tho making up of Cute 

McCheyne (Chambers), by J. L. Waugh, are but slight 
The Duchess in Pursuit (Mills and Boon) is one of those and unsubstantial things so far as mere plot and incident 
volumes agreeably made up of a short novel and a cluster are concerned. In tho first story, indeed, which gives its 
of shorter stories. I take it that tho reason for this custom title to tho book, no sooner has Mr. Waugh laid the 
is that fiction, like war-bread, is sold by weight, and that, foundations of a sound and interesting (if somewhat old- 
as The Duchess's pursuit lasts for less than a couple of fashioned) plot, than, hey-presto, he whisks it away and 

hundred pages, Miss I. A. R. Wylie had to throw five odd leaves tho reader foiled and gasping. This is not to say that 

pieces into the scales. Anyhow I liavo rightly called tho Mr. Waugh has not a pretty gift for narrative by dialogue, 
result agroeable, if only for the impression that it pro- He has that and something more. He can tell a simple tale 

duces of giving full valuo. It has also the advantage that, in a simple atid straightforward manner, and if he uses 

if the novel fails to entertain, you have still more than one sentiment ho does so with discretion. But his chief merit 
furthor chance within the same covers. I am afraid I must — in my oyes at least — is his delightful employment of the 
go on to say that this latter consolation was needed in tho Doric, the Scottish dialect that binds Scotsmen together 
present instance, since I found Miss Wylie’s chief con- all the world over. In this point Mr. Waugh is unsurpas- 
tribution almost too wild for oven the best-natured credulity, sable. His dialect is the authentic stuff, crisp and forcible 
A widowed and white-haired Duchess, with a “modern” and redolent of the soil on which bis characters are bred, 
daughter, escapes from Park Lane, dyes her groy hair black, Having read Cute McCheyne I feel that I could pass an 
captures tho affections of the young poot whom her examination in the vernacular, for I know the meaning of 
daughter has just offended, goes to Paris and has amazing “ kenspeckle,” 41 fremit,” “ jalouse ” (as a verb), 44 the haill 
adventures with a pair of lovers and a derelict baby, finally rick-ma-tic,” and many another bit of Scots, for which and 
ending up by accepting her life-long admirer, and backing for his stories I am grateful to Mr. Waugh. 
herself and him to beat another elderly just united pair in 

a grotesque race to England. Frankly the scheme is too “ Gatllaux’s Safe,” says a newspaper heading. With- 
preposterous for mo to do more than acknowledge the out wishing to prejudice the result of his trial, we do not 
nimbleness of Miss Wylie's invention. Skim through endorse this forecast. 
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rM&R«yADiA General Otto von Below has boon contribution to the upkeep of lunatics 

i/HAKI VARIA. askocl to direct the operations against in Ireland. Tho Ministry protests that 

A new list of essential occupations is the British front. It is supposed that it is already doing its best, 
about to be issued by tho Government, in some way or another he has offended * ik * 

and many people are wondering whether the Kaiser. * A baby otter is among the latest ad- 

eating is to be included. * ditions to the Zoo, where lie has .created 

Higher omnibus fares are hinted at. a most favourable impression by offer- 
With reference to the statement of Nevertheless a large proportion of the ing his meat-coupons to a grown-up 
the Vossischc Zeitunrj , that Germany is L.G.O.’s patrons will continue to ride lion. * 

preparing for another war, wo suggest on foot. ... ... * 


that if Germany knows of a bettor war 
she can go to it. ^ u 

A wireless message reports that Gor- 
man troops at Dubno have j 
captured 876 guns, 436 ofli- \\h 

cers and 8,000 men. This w 

bears out the recent state- \|ffl 
merit of M. Trotsky that 
Russia is demobilising. \ v|||M 

According to a Petrograd VjflU 

message the Germans are Ml 

advancing towards the capi- wl'JSjl 8 

tal in small bands. This is nWM 

tho formation in which in 
earlier days they used to iMlBn 

terrorise the English conn- 


A piper preceded tho 
bride at an Edinburgh wed- 
ding last wcok, but tho 
gallant couple novertholess 
insisted on going through 
with the ceremony. 

In his ovidonco before tho | 
Select Committee on Prem- | 
ium Bonds, tho Chief Con- j 
stable of Manchester told of i 
a workman who purchased 
a piano because it filled a , 
recess in his room. “Tired 
Father” writes to say that 
the workman is to bo con- 
gratulated upon discovering 
so harmless for 

piano. * 


* < Two men have been chargod at Deal 

Tho 8.P.C.A. are asking that all with stealing a thirty-six gallon cask 
possible publicity should be given to of Government ale. It is not known 
tho case of the munition worker who what they wanted it for. 




mm 







m 




LIFE’S LITTLE COMPENSATIONS. 

Smith ( arrived in country on weekend visit to family). “ H'// f 2 ' 
CHANGE AFTER STANDING ALL THE MORNING IN LONDON WAITING IN 
MEAT-QUEUE ! ” 


Our Veterans. 

! “ Arthur was charged with 

1 being a deserter from tho Navy. 

Tie admitted this, but stated 
, that he had been in the merchant 
! service since 915. . . . ITo hud 
! done a little bit more than the 
average naval man.” 

! h depress and Echo ( Exeter ) . 

i “ ( 1 miner went to Franco 

, in February, 1015, and took part 
| in tho battles of Fleurbaix, St. 

: Julien, Festubcrt, and Given- 
chy.” — Kingston Daily Standard 
j (Canada). 

“Tho price of fat cattle was 
fixed at 71s. per cwt . in Septem- 
ber, with a downward scale, until 
it got to Os. in January, when 
the Food - Controller was told 
there would be no beef in Janu- 
ary, as it could not bo produced 
at the price.” 

The Farmer and Stockbreeder . 
Our farmers’ altruism is 
notorious, but it has its 
limits. 

Notice received from a 
railway company : — 

“ I beg to advise you that a 
rabbit addressed to you has been 
recchod at this station, and is 
held at the Owner’s risk and 
expense ... If not removed 
within six months from the date 
of this notice Rabbit will bo 
sold.” 


’ i Intending purchasers are 

Silver sugar-cases for tho waistcoat was recently lined ten pounds forgoing recommended to queue up at once, 
pocket are among the latest novelties, away on a week’s holiday and leaving 

Wo understand that there is now being the cheese locked up in the house. “ No Wonder Food is Shout ! —For every 


placed on the market a smaller but quito *** 

artistic little case, to be worn on the A bittern is reported to have been 

watch-chain, for carrying homo tho shot near Windsor. Provision-dealers 


week-ond joint-. ... ... 

We are pleased to be able to say that 
Iho capture of Gorman prisoners of war 


0 cheese locked up in the house. “No Wonder Food is Shout ! —For every 

100 blankets produced in a normal year before 

A bittern is re port oil to have been t ’ 1 '; w »r- ‘ 2 *° a , ro "° w l' , ’ ,v,,a * ca ’>>' 1,10 War 

ot near Windsor. Provision-dealers lce ' *«»<«</ apci. 

rd nvA t.haf. t.linra is always a homn in And HOW OUT groCGL* announces “ No 


declare that there is always a boom in And now our grocer announces 
this class of bird. , blankets. ’ 


The report that a poster seventy-five “Kcutcr'a correspondent at Italian Head- 

r . . „ . • . “ -> m- miitvfniv iliia/n-iboe tlin m ;i irn 1 nr>t»i • • simw-t.nj'IP /'if 


™ «• ~»»ny m top. p.« will. by rSrty.iiyo loet, p.inW by Mr. 


1 escapes. 


Bert Thomas, is to be exhibited outside 


British troops inarching through Italy. They 
are equipped with a great number of guns and 


the National Gallery instead of inside, accompanied by endless lines of lorries, carts, 
Past week ap enterprising City gentle- has revived tho quostion as to whether pontoons, and other accessories of the com- 
'“an, not wanting to use his meat- that institution is really moving with Cohinixl (X ,„. /, nhm d). 

lation card at lunch, ordered a steak the timos. * * 

and kidney pie. * Even at tho present rate of Italian 

It has been urged that there ought exchange wo are afraid this sum will 

A German report points out that to bo an increase of the Government’s hardly sullico for a prolonged campaign. 


Voi . CT.IV. 
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EASY FRUIT’ 

And a Hard Nut. 

0 now loud tlio sabres rattle, 

0 how bravely flash the swords, 

. When your Bosches meot in battle 
Russia's unrosisting hordes! 

Woe betide the wretched laggards 
On the fringes of the fray 
When the Bed Guards fly the Blackguards 
After pouching Gorman pay, 

And you follow by the railroad, finding nothing in 
the way. 

Then indeed your glorious mettle 
Shows you made of martial stuff, 

When the prey on which you settle 
Hasn’t strength to cry, “Enough!” 

Thus were laid those deathless laurels 
On the headpiece of the Hun 
When you downed, in easy quarrels, 

Helpless folk that had to run, 

When you wolfed the little nations with the odds at 
ton to one. 

But where you have met your equals, 

Gun for gun and man for man, 

Wo have noticed other sequels — 

It was always you that ran ; 

With the fighting chances level 
You assume a chastened air, 

Lift your foul hands like the Hevil 
When ho ’s sick and takes to prayer, 

And it’s “ Kamerad, kindly put me in a cage and keep 
mo there!” 

Blushed with triumphs cheap and shoddy 
Wrung from Lenin’s rabble crew, 

You may tell your Teuton God lie 
Merits well of Willi \m Two : 

But the West -ah, there we hold you! 

There, when next wo come to grips, 

Lies the issue which shall fold you 
In the night of noon’s eclipse, 

With your favourito cry, “ V(C, 1 'ichs," in your oars 
and not your lips! 0. S. 

THE TROTSKY TOUCH. 

1 met him in a largo cafe with a fantastic ceiling, a 
favourite resort of Bohemians and other hair-hoarders. Ho 
was a little man, dressed in dark shabby clothes, and the 
fierce light in his eyes was faintly reflected on his elbows 
and knees. He had a soft felt hat on his head and a good 
deal of camouflage on his chin. Ho fold mo that lie had 
recently come from Russia, and had spent some time in 
Finland disguised as a Swede. I was not surprised to hear 
it. lie looked to me the kind of man who could have 
deceived anyone by pretending to bo a mangel-wurzel. Ho 
tried to tell mo the name of his native town, and when ho 
had finished and felt better he became eloquent. 

Over boro you talk a groat deal of the Bolshevist move- 
ment,” he cried ; “ but what do you know of its emotional 
expression, the glory of its contributions to Art? ” 

“ Our Press has always tried to hide the worst,” I said. 

“ The ineffable poetry,” lie went on, “ the unspeakable 
painting it has produced, which, alas, are only too likely to 
be lost to the world ! ” 

“ Tell mo a few of the ringleaders,” I murmured. 

“ Runoff is tho Tyutasus, if I may say it, of the uprising. 


I wish I could quote his poems to you in their entirety. Ho 
published them by wireless and I translated them myself. 
What do you think of this from his Day of Deliverance ? 

1 In tho distance is the thunder of tho enemy’s guns, 

Freedom is at hand. 

My bayonet is beside me, there is plenty of vodka ; 

The night is starless, 

I am on guard. 

But whom am I guarding ? 

I am guarding the Chief of tho General Staff, the A.D.M.S. 

and tho Army Commanders; 

The Soviet has imprisoned them, 

They die at dawn. 

Tn the distance are the flashes of the enemy’s guns ; 

I have lost mv bayonet, T have finished the vodka ; 

Tho night is starless, 

But to-morrow is Dawn ! ’ ” 

“Stupendous, little great-nephew!” I shouted, fired by 
his enthusiasm, lie continued to croon: — 

“ ‘The enemy are upon us with bayonets and with bombs, 

The wire is na-poo. 

All around me are horrible explosions ; 

Tho parapet and the parados are broken to pieces ; 

But 1 am firm, 

I mperturbahly, indomitably 

With arms outstretched I walk into No Man’s Land ; 
Exhibiting my leaflets 
1 fraternise.’ ” 

“ Are they all war poems? ” I asked after a short pause. 
“ Are there no songs of life and love, little steppe-soil ? ” 

“ Are there not ? ” lie said. “ Listen to this : - 

‘ Wstorday evening the frogs barked, tho nightingales sang, 
Everything was j<>) fill, l sang and barked too ; 

To-day it is raining, the samovar is cold, 

1 will go into the garden and eat worms.’ 

And this : — 

‘ Sometimes when T look at (livnshka 
1 know that 1 love her ; 

Sometimes when I look at Givushka 
My heart is filled with hate. 

it is something about the way that she does her hair, 

Or else her clothes.’ ” 

“ Incredible!” I cried. “And what about the colour 
barrage ? ” 

“ It is almost impossible to describe,” said tho little man. 
Tho pioneers of tho new movement called themselves the 
Centrifugals, and I supposo Yelovski is the best. There 
was always a little crowd round his ‘Butter Queue.’ The 
colour motive was bright saffron, and to symbolise their 
mental stress all tho ligures wore standing on their heads. 

“And how do you think the emptiness of the grocer’s 
shop was portrayed? Simply a largo square hole cut in the 
canvas. And you should have seen ‘The Exploded Mine.’ 
The whole canvas had been removed, cut up into irregular 
pieces with a pair of scissors, and pasted fanwiso on tho 
wall over the top of tho frame. And then there was 
Scratchovitch’s ‘The Offensive.’ It was sketched during a 
spinning nose dive. The confusion was indescribable. The 
chiaroscuro was magnificent. It was impossible to tell a 
salient from a re-entrant. The whole blood scape seemed to 
leap out of the canvas and hit you in tho face.” 

“ It would,” I said faintly. “ Wore there any portraits ? ” 

“There was one of Trotsky, by his greatest friend, 
Thatchov. The face was hexagonal, and there was one 
largo single eye in tho middle of it, partially closed. The 
nose, with a fore-fingor touching it, was on the right-hand 
side; hut of the mouth, tho mouth which has issued so 
many manifestos and ultimatums, nothing could he seen.” 

“ And why was that ? ” I asked. 

“Because,” said he, “it was at the hack of his neck.” 

To conceal my emotion I rose and paid my score. 

“ And your friend ? ” asked the waiter. 

I turned round. Tho little man was gone. Evoe. 
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THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 


VIII. 


Conversation on Chapter LXXX, 
(concluded). 

Richard. Was not tho potato dis- 
covered in tins reign, Mamma? 

Mrs. M. Not exactly, my dear boy, 


THE SECRET OF GERMANY’S MAN-POWER. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — I have now at 
last solved the problem of the hour, 
and I make haste to adopt my invari- 
able custom of handing on my solution 


merit, as those who were supposed to 
exercise most power disavowed all per- 
sonal responsibility. 

Richard. Wero there no great men, 
then ? 

Mrs. M. Oh, yes, there were un- 
doubtedly some very remarkable men, for tho benefit of your readers. It has, 
groat inventors, men of science and of course, puzzled them to understand 
though a second Sir" Walter Raleigh discoverers. Thus, Lord Southmount, where all the German soldiers come 
flourished in these times. But un- tho Chairman of the first Amalgamated from, or how it is that, at a time when 
doubtedly tho potato attained to great Premiership, discovered Lord Otterbeck, (as is clearly indicated by their adver- 
importanoo owing to the shortage of though some authorities declare that tisoments) they are in train to launch 
meat supplies and the variety of pur- Lord Otterbeck discovered Lord South- an overwhelming offensive in the West, 
poses to which it was turned. Flower- mount. Anyhow their personalities they should ^also be able to undertake 
gardens wore dug up and 


potatoes wero planted every- 
where. More than that, a 
group of influential news- 
papers devoted their entire 
energies to tho promotion 
of potato-planting, and the 
principal proprietor was ele- 
vated to tho peerage under 
the title of Lord Tuberstock 
in recognition of his services. 

Manufactories wero estab- 
lished to make paper out of 
mashed potatoes, and an at- 
tempt was made to print hooks 
on prepared potato-skins; but 
this was discouraged as inter- 
fering with tho food-supply. 

A rival group of newspapers 
took up tho cause of parsnips 
with equal energy. 

Mary. Oh, Mamma, how 
could they? I simply hate 
parsnips. j 

Mrs. M. My dear child, it is ■ 
very foolish and ungrateful to j 
speak disrespectfully of any 
vegetable. The parsnip is un- 
usually rich in what are called 
“ vitaniines," or vitally nutri- 
tious properties. In tho end, 
however, tho two groups of 
newspapors wero amalga- 
mated. 

(leonfe. I notice, Mamma, 
that you are always talking 
of amalgamation. What docs it mean ? ( and activities became so indislinguish- 

Mrs. M. I am sorry not to have used j able that they were incorporated under 
a simpler word, hut amalgamation, [ the joint title of Duke of Brockonbournn. 
which moans joining or mixing together Lord Pulpington, again, discovered tho 
in one composite body, was a special true principles of military strategy, and 
feature of this ago. Ultimately all a syndicate of distinguished statesmen 



Lady. -Wn.i you teli. ml: where to get a No. U? ’’ 

Army Doctor [automatically). “PARADE SICK TO MORROW MORNING 


a fresh invasion of Russia. 
Where, in short, have these 
soldiers come from who aro 
flooding Russia ? 

Tho truth has leaked out. 
They are not soldiers at all. 

Though it has more than 
once been hinted at, the first 
clear statement of this singu- 
lar development occurs in an 
appeal from the Bolshevist 
Government for the defence 
of tho Revolution, which, 
they said, must shed its last 
drop of blood “against the 
adventurous march of the 
German capitalists." 

So thoro you havo it ; it is 
by a colossal experiment in 
dilution that the Germans 
havo achieved their concen- 
tration against us. 

Throe pregnant reflections 
occur to mo : - - 

1. That German exhaus- 
tion in man - power must 
suroly be far advanced before 
tho capitalists were combed 
out m masse. 

2. That from what I havo 
seen of German plutocrats 
they would bo a lino sight on 
a forced march. 

H. That this is a war of 
exhaustion, and so I hope our 
own capitalists are getting 
into training. 

1 remain, Yours again, 

Statistician. 

To Help Lord Rhondda. 

The L.C.G. Education Committee aro in- 


' ADVANCE ON THE EUPHRATES. 

TEN MILES FROM HIT.’* 

Daily Paper. 


newspapers were amalgamated into one rediscovered I ho existence of the for- creasing commencing salaries from £200 to 
great corporation and editors ccasod to gotten island of Ireland, which had £300 for assistant head fasters.”— Daily Paper. 
exist. Only journalists and proprietors eluded the attention of the Government 
wero left. So too with tho Government, under tho alias of “ Sinn Fein," In tho 
Coalitions gave place to Amalgamated domain of literature a number of new 

Ministries, and the Premiership was put epithets wero coined or popularised by ...... 

into commission; that is to say, the Sir Harold Beghie, tho great apostle of It sounds a bit wide of tho taiget. 

nominal Premier was in reality only uplift and unction. When your father ..Required immediately, teacher (qualified 

the Chairman, without a casting vote, comes in to tea we must ask him to under Board of Education) for Woodwork 

of a Committee. There were Ministries read to us Sir Harold's famous doscrip- Centres, for 10 J days weekly. Salary £120- 
but no Ministers, at least they wero not tion of the forehead of Sir Oliver £5-£l60”— Higher Education Gazette, 
known to tho public, and it became vory Lodge, which he compared to the dome Nothing, you see, is said about payment 
hard to say who were in the Govern- of St. Peter’s at Rome. for overtime. 
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Duro . • Cambric 

31" — for smait frocks and 
blouses— a dressy material 
in novel stripes and fine 
line checks, also in plain 
while. 

Duro . . . Zephyr 

31" — a beautiful fine soft 
cloth in plain colours, 
stripes, cheeks and two 
tone effects. 

Duro • • • Suiting 

28"— for coats and skirts 
- a novel check material 
in a range of colours and 
in plain white. 

Duro • • Shirtings 

for the men’s Trade— and 
Duro Shirts — arc in very 
varied choice in Oxfords, 
Zephyrs and Fancies. 


All sold with the Guarantee: 
“ Garment replaced if 
colour fades 


11 


40" very smart and eco- 
nomical, with soft velour 
finish, in white grounds 
with coloured stripes and 
all white. 



Smart in design, draping well, the “ Duro ” 
fabrics are not only the most charming of 
dress, costume and shirting materials, but also 
the most economical. W oven with the utmost care 
from the best of cottons, they combine absolute 
fastness of colour with wonderful durability. 

It is more important than ever to get a “ colour guarantee ” when 
buying washing fabrics. In view of the constantly increasing 
cost of production it will be well to buy early. 

Dyers and Manufacturers : 

BURGESS. LEDWARD & CO., LTD. 


jlM-fl 

Duro . . Gingham 


40" for nurses and 
general wear in a splendid 
range of plain colours, 
also in stripes and checks. 

Duro . • . Burward 

28" a beautiful mercer- 
ised cloth making up into 
\ ci y smart costumes, in a 
range of shades. 




I terjj 

Id 




Hi 


Duro Rainproofs | 

28" and 54"— are in a 
variety of wears and in 
a good range of shades. 
Thoroughly proofed. 





Ask your retailer, or write for patterns and the name of nearest retailer 
to Boom 38, The British Textile Syndicate, 10, Piccadilly, Manchester. 
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I Tobacco 
Bouquet 

The bouquet of Tobacco is a blend 
of natural perfumes, just as a nosegay 
is a commingling of sweet scented 
flowers. 

Tobacco experts say of “ Bond of 
Union ” that it “ has a good nose,” 
by which they mean that the various 
leaves are richly aromatic and skilfully 
blended, so as to produce a perfect 
bouquet. 

The bouquet of “ Bond of Union 
is not merely delightful in itself ; it is 
evidence of the fine quality of the 
Tobacco, and it mingles with the fine 
full flavour to charm the whole palate. 


Unfoti 

'•oqaccP 

Mild, 9° oz. ; Medium and Full, 8 $ oz. 

FOR THE FRONT. — We will post "Bond oy 
Union" to Soldiers at the Front, specially packed, at 4/2 
per lb. t duty free. Minimum order %lb. Pos'age 
(extra) 1 \ * for J/6. up to l^lb. and 1}4 up to 4lb, Order 
through your tobacconist or send remittance direct to us- 

COPE BROS. & CO., LTD.. LIVERPOOL. 




Luminous Campaign Watch 

M APFJN’S Famed Campaign Watch 
was first used in great numbers 
at Omdurman, and again during the 
Boer War. During the past 3J years 
it has renewed its high reputation on 
every battle front and ocean. 

The Cumfmit'n Wrist Watch in compensated and jewelled, has 
1 tt in i uon s hands and figures, and carries 2 yearn' guarantee. 

In stout silver ease. • 

£3 : 15 : 0 


Mappin&Wfehb 

A x LTD. 

London Showrooms : 

Ifni 158-162 Oxford 8t.W.1. 2 Queen Victoria St. E.O. 4. 172 Regont St. W. 1. 

Manufactory : The Royal Works, Sheffield. 

{jP Paris. Rome. Bin nos Aires . Rio dc Janeiro, 




JAEGER JERSEY. 

Buttons on shoulder. 

20 in. chest, 6/3, 

Rising 6d. for every 2 in. to 30 in. 

White, Navy, Brown, Saxe, 
Fawn. 


The Most 

Practical 

"Knock-about” 

for 

Boys and Girls. 

Jaeger Jerseys 
are ideal for 
Children’s Wear. 



LONDON DEPOTS: 

126, Regent Street, W. I 

456, Strand, W.C. *2 

30, Sloane Street, S.W. 1 

102, Kensington High Street, W. 8 

115, Victoria Street, S.W. 1 

85-86, Cheapside, E.C. 2 

Jaeger Agents in 
every town and 
throughout the 
British Empire . 
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A DRAMA OF DORSET. 

Once upon a time, in the old days 
before ration-cards, there was a quarter 
of a pound of butter. It was as patri- 
otic a little pat as was over born in 
Dorset and it yearned to do its bit. To 
be spread on hot toast for a soldier liorho 
on leave ; worked into a wedding cake 
for a V.C. and his bride; sent in a 
mustard tin by a mother to hor boy in 
Flanders, met by a shell on the way 
and blown into his dug-out side by 
sido with a French roll and a barrel of 
oysters — these were some of its day- 
dreams. But it never breathed them 
to anyone; it lay quito quiet on tho 
counter behind the rasher machine, and 
it didn’t contradict Mr. Jones when ho 
said “ No butter to-day ” to seventy- 
live customers. It know its timo would 
come. 

And it did. Lord do Courcy Mangles 
carried it home in his waistcoat pocket, 
lie wasn’t in tho queue. Ho merely 
looked in to inquire after Mrs. Jones 
and tho children and to remark how 
well Mr. Jones was standing tho strain 
and ho was sending him a brace of 
pheasants. 

“1 shouldn’t do it for ourselves, of 
course,” ho said to Lady do Courcy 
Mangles, “ it ’s for tho poor old Mater’s 
sake ; you can’t cat cart-grease at 
seventy-threo, and perhaps I haven’t 
been as good a son as I might have 
been. I wish it was twice as big.” 

Then, as luck would have it, lie hap- 
pened on tho following recipo in tho 
Press : — 

“How to Double your Butter. 

Tu a quarter of a pound of warm butter 
take a quarter of a pint of warm milk and 
half a teaspoon ful of salt. Work all together 
into a paste with a spatula. Leave until cold, 
when you will find tho butter is twice its 
original size.” 



Policeman. “Now come on, Sonny. Which way auk you going ? ’ 

Trawler Ham l . “It’s all iu<;ht, lad. This 'ere street reminds me. Onu: I 

V Ell Y NEAR MARRIED A LITTLE BARMAID FROM A 1»UB NOT F\K FROM ’ERE.” 


It was quite true. The pat was very 
proud of itself when Lady do Courcy 
Mangles had finished with it. It was 
rat her pale and its sides trembled a 
little, but it tasted all right, she said, 
when she licked tho spatula and gave 
Lord do Courcy Mangles a hit on her 
thumb. “Darling Mum,” ho wrote, 
“ I ’m sending you half-a pound of Dor- 
set. Stick to it yourself ; don’t let ’em 
handle it in the kitchen.” 

But tho Duchess was a selfless old 
lady. “ As if I could swallow a mouth- 
ful with a Convalescent Home for 
Wounded Officers just opposite,” she 
said to Miss Gibbs, hor companion. “ I 
°*^y wish there was more of it; I’m 
afraid half-a-pound won’t go round.” 

“I ^ make it a pound,” said Miss 
t-ybbs, who was a walking encyclopaedia 
r u ar rec *P es * And she did. Tho pat 
ol butter went paler than ever and it 
re m bled to its soul. But there was 


tho right stuff in it. It pulled itself 
together and looked its most inviting 
when tho Matron uncovered it. 

But tho officers had aunts in Devon- 
shire and weekly hampers. “There’s 
a Tommies’ tea-party next-door,” they ! 
said; “drop it in there with our com-! 
plimenls.” j 

“Quite a hundred are expected, I ’in j 
told,” said tho Matron ; “ wo must give ! 
them a taste apiece.” And she went 
ahead with a spatula. 

The pat was the colour of ashes and 
fainted cloan away at the finish. But 
the Matron put it in an ice pack and it 
lived long enough to smile at the pro- 
moters of tho tea-party. “ It ’ll do to 
grease the cake-tins,” they said, “but 
we’ll have margarine for tho bread- 
and-butter.” 

That broke its heart. It gavo one 
choky sob and foil lifeless in tho dish. 


The Modern Joshua. 

“ KRYLENKO'S CALL: ‘ ALL TO ARMS! ’ 

.H'lUCHO FALLS.” 

Daily ( trophic . 

“ BETTER NKWS. 

Government to Release Another Sum'i.v." 

Manchester Paper. 

And the sooner the heller. Why they 
should have ever held up Ibis valuable 
commodity we cannot imagine. 

“The salaries paid to bank clerks am qnile 
inadequate, and ought not to be 'Continued. ” 

Statist. 

On the well-known principle that half 
a loaf is worse than no bread. 


“I met the. Cardinal walking mar the Arch 
bishop’s house a day or so ago. There was 
little, to indicate his identity save his hal. ’ 
Daily Mirror. 

Still, a Cardinal’s hat is fairly dis- 
tinctive. 
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THE JOKE: A TRAGEDY. 

Chapter I. 

The Joke was horn one October day 
in the trench called Mechanics, not so 
far from Loos. 

Wo had just come hack into the line 
after six days in reserve and, the after- 
noon being quiet, L was writing my 
usual letter to Celia. 1 was telling her 
about our cal, imported into our dug- 
out in tho hope that it would kcop the 
rats down, when suddonly tho Joke 
came. 1 was so surprised by it that 
I added in brackets, “This is quite my 
own. .1 'vo only just thought of it.” 
Later on the Post-Corporal came, and 
tho Joko started on its way to England. 

Chapter If. 

Chapter IT. finds mo somo months 
later at home again. 

“ Do you remember that joke about 
tho rats in one of your letters?” said 
Celia one evening. 

“ Yes. You never told mo if you 
liked it.” 

“ I simply loved it. You aren’t going 
to waste it, are you? ” 

“If you simply lovod it, it wasn’t 
wasted.” 

“ But I want everybody else 

Couldn’t you use it in tho Revue? ” 

I was supposed to ho writing a Revue 
at this time for a certain impresario. 
I wasn’t getting on very fast, bocause 
whenever 1 suggested a scene to him, 
bo oithor said, “ Oh, that ’s been done,” 
which killed it, or olso lie said, “Oh, 
but that’s novor been dono,” which 
killed it even more completely. 

“ Good idea,” I said to Celia. “ Wo ’ll 
havo a Trench Beene.” 

I suggested it to tho impresario when 
next I saw him. 

“ C)h, that \s boon dono,” he said. 

“ Mine will ho quite different from 
anybody olso’s,” I said firmly. 

lie brightened up a little. 

“All right, try it,” he said. 

I seemed to havo discovered the 
secret of successful revue-writing. 

Tho Trench Scono was written. It 
was written round tho Joke, whoso 
bright beams, like a perfect jewel in a 
perfect sotting --- However, I said all 
that to Colia at tho time. Sho was just 
going to havo said it herself, she told mo. 

So far so good. But a month later 
the Revuo collapsed. Tho iinprosario 
and I agreed upon many things — as, 
for instance, that tho War would ho a 
long one, and that II index burg was 
no fool — but there were two points 
upon which wo could novor quite agree : 
(1) What was funny, and (2) which of 
us was writing tho Rovue. Bo, with 
mutual expressions of goodwill, and 
hopes that ono day wo might write a 
tragedy together, wo parted. 


That ended tho Rovuo ; it ended the 
Trench Scone; and, for the moment, it 
ended the Joke. 

Chapter III. 

Chapter III. finds Celia still at it. 

“ You haven’t got that Joko in yot.” 

Sho had just read an article of rnino 
called “ Autumn in a Count ry Vicarage.” 

“It wouldn’t go in there very well,” 
I said. 

“ It would go in anywhere where 
there were rats. There might oasily 
bo rats in a vicarage.” 

“ Not in this one.” 

“You talk about ‘poor as a church 
mouse.’ ” 

“ 1 am an artist,” I said, thumping 
my heart and forehead and other scats 
of tho emotions. “ I don’t happen to 
see rats there, and if 1 don't see them 
[ can’t write about them. Anyhow, 
they wouldn’t ho secular rats, liko the 
ones I made my joke about.” 

“ I don’t mind whether tho rats aro 
secular or circular,” said Celia, “ hut 
do get them in soon.” 

Well, I tried. I really did try, hut 
for months 1 couldn’t get those rats in. 
It was a near thing sometimes, and I 
would think that I had them, hut at 
the last moment they would whisk off 
and hack into their holes again. 1 even 
wrote an article about “ Cooking in the 
Army,” fooling that that would surely 
tempt them, but they were not to he 
drawn. . . . 

Chapter IV. 

But at last tho perfect opportunity 
came. I received a letter from a 
botanical paper asking for an article 
on tho Flora of Trench Life. 

“ 1 fooray ! ” said Colia. “ There you 
are.” 

I sat down and wrote tho article. 
Working up gradually to tho subject 
of rats, and even more gradually inter- 
twining it, so to speak, with tho subject 
of cats, I brought oil in one perfect 
climax tho great Joko. 

“Lovely ! ” said Colia excitedly. 

“ There is one small point which has 
occurred to mo. Rats are fauna, not 
flora, ; 1 ’vo just remembered.” 

“ Oh, does it matter ? ” 

“ For a botanical paper, )es." 

And then Celia had a brilliant in- 
spiration. 

“ Bend it to anothor paper,” she said 

1 did. Two days lator it appeared. 
Considering that I hadn’t had a proof, 
it came out extraordinarily well. There 
was only one mis print. It was at the 
critical word of the Joko. 

Chapter V. 

“ That 's torn it,” 1 said to Colia. 

“ I supposo it has,” sho said sadly. 

“ The world will never hear the Joko 


now. It 's had it wrong, but still it \s 
had it and I can't repeat it.” 

Colia began to smile. 

“ It ’s sickening,” sho said ; “ hut it ’s 
really rather funny, you know.” 

And then she had another brilliant 
inspiration. 

“ In fact you might write an article 
about it.” 

And, as you see, I have. 

Epilogue. 

Having read thus far, Celia says, 
“But you still haven’t got the eJoko in.” 
Oh, well, boro goes. 

Extract from letter : “ Wo came hack 
to the lino to-day to find that tho cat 
had kittened. 1 lowcver, as all the rats 
seem to have rottened wo aro much as 
wo wore." 

“Rottened” was misprinted “rat- 
tened,” which seems to mo to spoil tho 
Joke. . . 

Yet L must confess that there aro 
times now when I fool that perhaps 
after all 1 may havo overrated it. . . 

But it was a pleasant joke in its 
day. A. A. M. 

MINISTERS A LA. MODE. 
Lord Wombat and Lord Wallaby 
Wore two tremendous peers ; 

Their riches far exceeded 
Tho treasures of Do Beers ; 

Their fame was known through ev’ry 
/ono 

Of both the hemispheres. 

Lord Wombat and Lord Wallaby 
Upon tho sclf-saino dato 
Wcro both promoted to tho cliargo 
Of Ministries of State, 

With power to do and carry through 
Things strango and new and great. 

Lord Wombat was appointed 
Head of the Wireless Board ; 

Lord Wallaby was chosen 
To he First Crisis Lord ; 

And simple men remarked, “Tho pen 
Is mightier than the sword.” 

Who summoned them to fill those posts 
None seemed to know or care ; 

Borne said it was the Premier, 

But nobody could swear ; 

Wo rack our brains, tho fact romains 
That both of them aro there. 

Tho nows of their appointments, 

We readily confess, 

Enraptured all tho Wallaby 
And all the Wombat Press, 

But caused elsowliero a sort of scare 
And deep uneasiness. 

For though these wondrous creatures, 
Compact of fire and zeal, 

Are harmless when tho Ship of Stato 
Rides on an evon keol ; 

When storms arise it is not wise 
To trust them with the wheel. 
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THE MYSTERY SHIPS. 

To “The Coksterh and Merchantmen who accompany the Lord Hujh Admiral. 


There ’s order and law in a battleship's might; 
The cruisers proceed on a logical plan ; 

While oven destroyers go gay to the fight 
By tactical units as well as they can ; 

But far away out in a world of their own, 

Whero logic and limit are shivered to hits, 

You *11 light on the ladies who labour alono, 

The jocular gipsies who live by their wils. 

Disciplos of Drake and Dijndonald, 

The sea in their blood and their bonos, 

They sail in the wake of Boscawen and Blake 
And hail as an ally Paul Jones ; 

Bor better than honour and glory 
They reckon the frolics and quips 

Which daily illumine tho story 

That comos from the Mystery Ships. 

They To nautical zealots wh ^ never suppose 
That right is defended by leisure and easo ; 

Tho submarine, quaking wherever she goes, 

Can tell they ’re abroad by the feel of the seas ; 

There ’s ominous oil in tho wako of their work ; 
Tho soles on the Dogger take cover amain, 

And cry, as tho stranger alights with a jerk, 

“ Tho Mystery Ships have been at it again ! " 

Untutored, but versed in tho oldest of creeds, 

The King’s Regulations decay on their shelves ; 

Between tho Addenda, which nobody reads, 

The Mystery Ships are a law to thomsolvos ; 


Their pictures and pranks are denied to the Press, 

Till out of tho oiling as blitho as can bo 

A weather-worn sea-dog of twenty or less 
Blows in to the Palace to got a V.G. 

The family fought in Elizaheth’s time 

From Bristol and Dover and Harwich and Leigh ; 

From Barnstaple, Yarmouth and London and Lyme 
They hurried away at the call of the soa ; 

Their titlos aro writ in tho Rolls of their Race, 

With laughter and lovo wo can picture them still; 

Is mystery work to bo done for Her Grace? 

My lord in the Flagship can summon at will 

The Lark and tho Lamb and tho Moonshine , 

The Hazard and Happy Pretence , 

The Wraith and tho Smoke and tho Merlin and Joke , 
The Piddle and lloyal Defence ; 

As quick as a cradlo could sparo them 
They scuttled away from tho slips, 

For England, tho mother who bare them, 

Tho first of iho Mystery Ships. 

“Exactly liko Homo.— Lady desires Chronic or Elderly Peoplo ; 
largo house.” —Liverpool Echo. 

What is home without a chronic? 

. * 

“Tho 37th meeting of tho Irish Convention was held yostorday, and, 
after sonio discussion, tho Convention adjourned to afford members 
an opportunity of considering the port.” — Evening News. 

Let us hope with fraternal effect. It had been feared that 
they would novor reach it. 
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c dadi iamcmt have spoken as ho did. It is an odd the Government on its various sins of 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, world in which junior TJnder-Secre- commission and omission, varying from 
Monday , February 2bth. — Fifteen taries rebuke members of the august too much beer to too few ships, and 
Gas Bills had been put down for Second War-Cabinet. including, of course, the appointment 

Reading, but not one got through. As Wednesday, February 27 th . — In the of the new Directors of Propaganda, 
each title was read out by the Clerk course of a detailed defence of the Food On this last point Mr. Bonar Law, while 
the fatal words, “ I object, came from Regulations Lord Rhondda observed personally indifferent to the matter, cou- 
below the Gangway. Some Members, that he had no desire “to curry favour,” siderod that if propaganda be necessary 
it is clear, are not disposed to facilitate but omitted to state whether he had at all, people connected with the Press 

any substitute in view. ’ would be the right people to deal with 

The Foreign Secretary is somo- it. For the rest, if Mr. Samuel and his 
times accused of unduo reticence, but friends thought the Government so in- 
he admitted this afternoon that the 


any infringement of their monopoly, 

This being the first day of compulsory 
rationing tho House was even more 
than usually interested in questions of 
food. A suggestion by Mr. Macmastkk Government do not regard ex-King Con 
that tho Army Council should fatten st\ntine as a friend of tho Allied cause, 
their own pigs was resolutely de- 


cornpetent, it was their plain duty to 
turn them out, instead of indulging in 
far from helpful criticism. 

Tho subsequent debate was 
dined by Mr. Forster, who does chiefly remarkable for the glowing 

not fancy himself as a swineherd -7" ^ testimonial given by Mr. Lynch, of 

on an extensive scalo. One If oog e / / (f all people, to Lords Northcliffe 

at a time is bis motto. His band- • and Beaverbrook; and for a 

ling of tho Member for East Edin- -/X' searching analysis by Mr. Balfour 

burgh, who had been rooting riot- f \ N v of tho German Chancellor’s latest 

ously among tho Army Estimates, ^ peace-effusion. “Why,” he asked, 

was very deft. , . V I reference to Count Hertling’s 

At the end of the evening Mr. Y demand for guarantees from Bel- 

Billing attacked the Air Board gium — “why is Belgium to be pun- 

for, as ho averred, keeping far too " \ ished because Germany is guilty? ” 

many types of aeroplane engines \\ ^ vcn Mr. Kamsay Macdonald was 

in stock, instead of standardizing \\ driven to admit that “there must 

half-a-dozen and sticking to them. | |§§g[ \\ 1)0 no humbug about Belgium ” — 

Though he reeled off his list of tyr'A v reserving to himself, I suppose, tho 

machines with a great show of ^ Ujj gfr r j\ right to talk as much humbug as 

authority ho did nob make much » he pleased about other aspects of 

impression on a small House. He \ the world-war. 

succeeded, however, for once in Thursday , February 28 th. — 

getting Major Baird to take the V-^ < \ Questions were many, but not con- 

gloves off. Members who had \ \ ' > spicuously important. Mr. Arthur 

accepted the volatile critic’s capa- ' jffjf/BP Samuels regretted that it had been 

city as an aviator at bis own vain- found impossible to develop certain 

ation were surprised to boar Major v |pr anthracite deposits in Cork, as the 

Baird’s very different description \ x ii\ J seams were much twisted and con- 

of it. When Mr. Billing urged V . J / toiled, and the coal contained a 

tho Air Board to go in heavily for "ZZT bit of sulphur. Irish coal would 

reprisals ho did not mean to he appear to lie painfully like Irish 

Tuesday , February 20///. — As Tho Ministry of National Service 

soldiers on leave have to bo pro- is considering the recruitment of 

vided with emergency ration-cards, itiktit ttit^ mv tth 1 rnnvT women for tho Air Service. No 

Captain Carr - Gomm suggested * J J 1 1 * difficulty about nomenclature, such 

A . , i -i j • OD ., Mil. llCJmilllT SAMl lTi (IETS ON AVIT1I THR War j t .. „ 

that theso should bo given them as occurred with the “ Waacs 

before they start; otherwise, judging by Mr. Billing was so pleased at this | and the “ Wrens,” is anticipated in this 

this w eek’s experience, wo shall luivo announcement that ho offered to pay for i case, for tho Hying ladies will inevit- 

to introduce a now word of command, Tino’s clothes provided that they were | ably bo known as tho “ Angels.” 
“Form- -Queues.” not despatched to Switzerland. It is 

There seems si ill to be room for not known whether the lion. Member 
further co-ordination — blessed word ! — proposes to wear them himself, and if 
between certain departments of the so whether they include a fustanella. 

Government. Mr. Barnes once more Mr. Clynes often reminds mo of 
attempted to explain his attitude to the Bret Harte’s horo — “he was a most 
12§ per cent, bonus conferred by the J sarcastic man, that quiet Mr. Brown.” 
generous-hearted Minister of Mum- j To-day a Scottish Member invited him, 
tions, but did not entirely succeod. when allowin. increased rations to 
Tho impression that I gathered was invalids, to “consider tho case of men 

that he approved of the bonus, but suffering from mental debility.” Mr. _ 

did Dot approve of Air. Churchill. Clynes politely replied, “I did not wish meanings and mysterious threats have been 
At any rate Mr. Kellaway thought it to import any kind of personal reference much in tho mouths and tho minds of pooplo 
necessary to come to the aid of his into my answer.” oi hit®.”— Times. 

Chief with a spirited spooch, in which Undeterred by previous rebuffs Mr. But don’t run away with the idea that 

he regretted that Mr, Barnes should Herbert Samuel once more lectured it is a kind of meat-substitute. 


Shakspeare on Rationing, 

Let the superfluous and lust-diotod 
man 

. . . feel your power quickly ; 

Fo distribution should undo excess, 
And each man have enough.” 

King Lear , Act IV. Sc. 1. 

“The word Prcmunire and its niystorious 
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THE LADY WHO PAYS THE RENT. 


"Glory be, Pat, but what ark ye doin' wrrrt the itu?" “Givin' the cratuu a bit op divarsiiun. Surk with the 

PRICK SHE’LL 1)E FKTCHIN’ ME, IlOW COULD X RE DnitlVIN' HER IN THE ASS’S CART?” 


THE WATCH DOGS. 

LXX. 

My dear Charles, — I am afraid my 
letters will bo few and far bet wood, for 
I am at tho moment furtbor away from 
you than over, very busy on my own 
in Timbuc (Censored). 

It all startod by a request to report 
to the War Office. I bad nothing par- 
ticular to roporfc about, but I know it 
is no use arguing with peoplo, so I said 
to myself, “ If thoy want mo they shall 
havo me,” and wrote a sharp minute 
to myself to toll me to do as I was 
told and bo quick about it. I packed 
ll P as many of my belongings as would 
go into my bags; distributed tho re- 
mainder amongst thoso to whom they 
properly belonged ; said good-bye to my 
little staff and gave them each a beiong- 
ln g or two to carry to tho station ; 
told my successor that, though be could 
uevor bo like mo, bo must be as liko me 
as he couldj banded over tho current 
correspondence and directed that it 
should all be held up for a fortnight 
111 Ol 'dor to give me time to got well 
away; made up my accounts to give 
them a superficial appearance of in- 


tegrity and fair play ; opened the ollico 
door, paused, sighed heavily ; went out ; 
closed ollico door ; opened office door ; 
wont in again to do all the tilings 1 
bad forgotten ; was forcibly ejected by 
my successor, who was ongagod in tear- 
ing up all my liles and starting a now 
and a better set of bis own ; and eventu- 
ally found myself in Whitehall, ontcring 
tho imposing front door of an eligible 
villa residence, and ultimately going for 
a long, long walk with an even more 
eligible flapper in a brown suit. 

I think her name must bo Flossie. If 
she isn’t Flossie, then it is either little 
Clara or Ermynlruilo who takes bold 
of me when 1 drop in at tho War 
Office to havo a chat with tho manage- 
ment, and makes mo follow her about. 
I’d follow any of thorn anywhoro, up- 
stairs, downstairs, in the lift, along 
thousands of miles of unsympathetic 
corridor; obeying their slightest whim, 
advancing till they tell mo to stop, 
stopping till thoy* toll me to advance. 
To mo thoy aro tho Goddesses of Battle; 
to them I am a no'or-do-woll, with 
whom thoy would never consent to be 
seen walking bub for the exigencies of 
war. Ob, yes, my lad; it is all very 


woll for you people, sitting in your nice 
armchairs away from it all, to writo 
impudently that Sir William Bohert- 
son must go, and the A.G. must go, and 
the Q.M.G. must go, and everybody 
must go, and what we must have is a 
Business Man. Bub just you step 
into tho lion’s don yourself and do a 
route maich behind Flossie’s haughty 
pigtail, and at the ond of half an hour 
of her superciliousness you will look 
forward to the time when you may ho 
allowed to go yourself. 

Flossie handed mo over to a Colonel, 
glad, obviously, to get rid of mo, but 
nob apparently thinking much of tho 
Colonel, lie said, “Good morning.” 
What a waste of timo, when ho ought 
to havo been getting on or getting 
under. I said “Good morning” back, 
thinking that as it was the samo morn- 
ing it might just as well ho good for 
both of us. Ho asked mo what 1 
wanted. “ Nothing,” Isaid. This caused 
a stir; it was a most unusual request. 
Why had I como? To report. What 
for? l)uty. And so the War dragged on. 

Tho Colonel sent someone to look mo 
up on a card index, being too lazy to 
carry two or threo hundred thousand 
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BY SPECIAL REQUEST. 

Customer, “HeUK, WAITED, TAKE A COUPON OFF THIS AND ASK THE BAND TO TLAY FIVE-TEN N'OJITH OF TlIE ItOAHT BEEF OF OLD 

England.’ ” 


names in his head. lie gavo mo a 
cigarctto. The Business Man would 
have let me smell the smoke of a cigar. 
That just shows, doesn't it? However, 
I smoked it while they were finding 
out about mo. Meanwhile the Colonel 
went on with his work. Just fancy 
that — working when he ought to have 
bcon gutting on with the War. 

The man who looked me up on the 
index found I hadn’t been previously 
convicted, so we all got down to busi- 
ness. They wanted mo to run over to 

Timbue and do a job of work. 1 

rubbed my chin and said I wasn’t sure 
I wouldn’t do it. They wore glad to 
hear that, bccauso they had already 
arranged the journey, booked the tickets 
and announced m y coming at the other 
end. I said I should want a day or 
two at home to got my things together. 
Things do get so apart, don’t they? 
They had thought of that and had 
allowed me a week. I wasn’t for wast- 
ing any of it on them, so I rushed off 
home and spent the next days telling 
people, in an off-hand modest sort of 
way, that I had been specially selected 


for the most important job in the War. 
Everybody congratulated me and called 
to mind brothers, husbands, fiances 
and things who had each and all been 
specially selected for the most impor- 
tant job in the War. 

On tho last morning I hustled a 
collar or two into a bag and then got 
into a train. From that I got into a 
tube, then into another train, then into 
a boat, then into another train, then 
into three more boats and four more 
trains, and then, when I was quite sure 
I had shaken the Ilun off my track — 
arrived. 

And what do you think I ran into 
on the doorstop of the hotel? A real 
fat and unmuz/led Ilun himsolf, walk- 
ing about just as you or I might do, 
the vory thing I ’d been itching to 
meet those last three and a-half years. 
And what do you think I did about it 
when 1 did meet it ? Took off my hat 
to it and said, “ Apes vous , Monsieur " 
Well, I moan to say . . . really 1 Now 
your Business Man would never have 
done that, would he ? 

Yours ever, Henry, 


THE DIM AND DISTANT PAST. 

Most of us, it is well known, have 
lost our memories during tho War, so 
that wo liavo no recollection of whut 
took placo before it. But I met a 
man tho other day who has preserved 
tho clearness of his mind. I don’t 
expect to bo believed when I say that 
he can recall not only 1913 but 1914 ; 
yet ho can; and he allowed mo to 
draw him out. It was really a most 
remarkable experience. 

“ I understand,” I began, “ that you 
are about to publish your memoirs.” 

“ That is so,” he said. “ 1 foar that 
unless I do so the record of social 
England in the early teens of tho 
twentieth century may be utterly lost.” 

“ Tell me,” I said earnestly. “ I so 
long to know what life was like then. 
Give mo some idea of the scope of your 
book.” , 

“ It will read like a fairy tale, I fear,” 
he replied musingly. “But it is all 
true. For instance” — he paused and 
lowered his voice — “ do you know that 
even as late as July, 1914, you could 
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If \on prefer, copy 
this sketch instead of 
your own portrait. 



Send your sketch 
to Mr. Hassall Jar 
a fvce criticism. 


Sketch Yourself in the Mirror. 


T his is a splendid test of talent. 
You will express not merely your 
own features but something of 
your idea of yourself. It is the first step 
in Creative Art. Do not worry if the 
picture is not altogether a good likeness. 
You are bound to make faults in tech- 
nique. But your work will shovy your 
insight into emotions, expression, and 
your command of all the subtle forces 
which go to the making of the Creative 
Artist. This experiment illustrates 
Mr. Hassall’s method of doing away 
with all the old imitative drudgery and 
of going instead to the very source of 
inspiration in Art. It is because Mr. 
Hassall believes and teaches that Art is 
life — its emotions, its passions, its yearn- 
ings — that he is achieving such extra- 
ordinary success by his unique method 
of postal tuition. His pupils say again 
and again that “ the whole of life has 
changed ” since they started to train 
with him. And what happens is this — 
that you are no longer a spectator but a 
creator. You seize upon the world — 
you fcreate Beauty for yourself. 

You fashion the clay of life to your 
fancy. 


Bring this new pleasure — perhaps the 
greatest of all — into your own life. 
With a pencil or a palette you can spend 
hours and hours of intense happiness, 
giving wings to your imagination, study- 
ing new forms of beauty, knowing 
something of the emotion of Columbus 
when he discovered a new world. 


Take the first step to-day — send 
some work to Mr. Hassall. Your own 
picture sketched in the looking-glass, 
or anything else you please. You will 

receive free of all cost and with no 
obligation a careful construc- 
tive criticism. Do not let 
the golden opportunity slip ^ 
by. Determine to create 
for yourself and start on 
your trial sketch to 
day. 




It does not matter where \t ii 
live; -whether you arc a begin- 
ner or an advanced student ; 
whether you uish merely to 
get pleasure from sketch - 4^ 

ing or to become a highly JS) 

paid commercial ar- (jtf / 
t is t, John Hassall ^ 

can show you the 
way to success . 


V* 

♦ 

> &'/ 

9 * To 

Mr. John Hassall, 

*' The John Hassall 
Correspondence Art 
School. T.d., 

7, Stratford Studio*;, 
Kensington, W. h. 


&*/ 

v A? / I enclose you ad’ awing 
44* / for your personal criticism. 
^ / Please send me free of all cost 

P / full particulars of your postal 
course how to become a success- 
ful artist and large illustiatcd book. 


/ 


Address--.. 
P. G.yiS. 


■■■■■ 



fRegd. Trade Mark). , 

KHAKI SHIRTS 

For Practical Value — Healthful, 
Durable, Non-Irritant & Unshrinkable. 

If you are unable to obtain, write to the 
Mauu 'acturcts for name of suitable Retailer ; — 

Win. I lollin'! & Co., Ltd. (Trade on y), (54, Viyclla House*, Newgate Si., Loiido 


In the Shadow of Si, Paul's 

TRELOARS 


Seamless 

Axminster Carpets 

Rcadyfor I a y i n g d o w n ; 
beautiful designs and colour- 
ings suitable lor Drawing 
Room, Boudoir, and Bed- 
room Made also in Turkey 
anti Persian effects for Smoke 
Room, Dining Room and Olliers; 
prices on application for any size. 


Duroleum 

A remarkable Floor Covering 
mad j in various colourings 
and des : gns, representing 
tiles, carpets, and parquetry, 
The pattern will not wear oil 
as it goes right through to 
the back — Linoleum printed 
patterns from 3/ 1 o per sq. yd. 


TRELOARS have a wide range of all kinds of Floor Cover- 
ings. Call and inspect the quality or write for particulars. 

just by tha bridge on both sides 

LUDGATE HILL LONDON, E.C.4 


Wai 

Foul 














“What a Fine , 
Pen” 

remarks the Officer as ho usm 
the Waterman's Ideal, handed 
him by a subordinate. And 
that is the opinion of Armv 
men wherever they aro an I 
whatever branch of service 
they belong. They are use ! 
with greatest sal&factioti 
in Artny offices, ant! with 
equally good results on 
Active Service abroad. One I 
cannot make a mistake in 
choosing a Waterman’s 
Ideal as a gift fora soldier 
friend or for one's own 
use. 

Styles specially recom- 
mended for Active Service, 
beingextr ntromf and largo: 

No &4 (Self ■ Killer}, 20-; 

Patent Clip Cap, 1 - extra; 

No. 44 (Safety), 20. ». Of Stationers and 
Jewellers everywhere. 

L. G. Sloan, Ltd., 
ClyqJeri Comer 

London, W.C. 2 




N O l without justification has the Decca been styled the " Mirth- 
Makcr-in-Chief to 1 1 is Majesty’s Forces.” Here, as in hun- 
dreds of dug-outs, it is to he seen providing pleasure for those cut off 
from Theatres, Music Halls and Concert Rooms. With the Decca 
at hand— and it can be carried easily anywhere— they are always 
sure of a jolly time when they can take things “easy.” 

DECCA 

THE PORTABLE GRAMOPHONE 

In Leather Cloth Compressed Fibre Solid Cowhide 

£5 5a. Od. | 16 1 Or Cd. I £9 9s. Od. 

Of Harrodn, Army and Navy Stores, Whiteley’s. Selfrldgc’s, Gnma< c’s, and nil leading 
Stores and Music Dealers. Illustrated Folder, and ii.uno of nearest agent, free on 
application to the Manufacturers— 

THE DECCA CO., 36, WORSHIP STREET, LONDON, E.C. 2. 

(Proprietors: BARNETT SAMUEL k SONS, Ltd.) 


THE LATEST 
Gramophone Records 

SENT BY POST 

A T 94 Regent Street you will 
find ti c most complete and 
perfectly-equipped Audition 
Salons in London for hearing the 
latest “His Master’s Voice” Re- 
cords. We keep every Record in 
stock, and hold the largest stock 
in Hr dam. Our seiv'cc is prompt 
and efficient. You can hear the 
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walk through the streets of London all 
day and never see a soldier? ” 

11 Nonsense,” I replied. 

11 It is true. Ami you could occasion- 
ally find a girl under nineteen who 
didn’t smoke.” 

“No?” 

“ And people wore full evening dress 
in the stalls.” 

“ I don’t believe it,” I said. “ And how 
did things go generally ? Smoothly ? ” 

“Fairly. The year was marked by 
certain functions that were never inter- 
rupted. In the early Summer, for ex- 
ample, all the world wont to Epsom to 
see a race called the Derby.” 

“Epsom? Yes, I have heard of 
it. There aro camps there now. And 
hospitals. Ono on the very top of the 
hill, besido a grass track.” 

“ Yes, that is whero the race was 
run. Between horses. Why, I can 
remember — it was 1913 or 1912, so 
long ago that oven my memory is hazy 
— being present when a Suffragette 
impeded the King’s horse.” 

“ A Suffragette ? ” 

“ Yes, in those days, you know, 
women wanted the vote and stopped at 
nothing in order to got it. Those who 
wanted it were called Suffragettes. 
Then there was what was called 1 Cowes 
Week,’ when all Society flocked to the 
Solent to see people nice with yachts.” 

“Yachts?” 

“Yes, pleasure-boats. There were 
cricket -matches then, too; what was 



called first-class cricket was played be- 
fore largo concourses of people. An 
eleven chosen from one county met an 
eleven chosen from another county, and 
sometimes they played for three wholo 
days. The Universities also met in the 
cricket- field, at a place called Lord’s, 
in St. John’s Wood, once a year.” 

“ You bewilder me,” 1 said. 

“But I have only just begun,” he 
replied. “ What do you say, for ex- 
ample, when I tell you that you could 
get a glass of beer for twopence? ” 

“Rubbish!” 

“ And a whisky and soda for six- 
pence? ” 

“ Incredible.” 

“ And butter was on every table ? ” 

“ I simply don’t believe it.” 

“ Some of my most cherished mem- 
ories,” he said, “ are of meals. In those 
days — 1 rofor to the early nineteen-hun- 
dreds — there was no lack of food. I 
can distinctly recall entering a restau- 
rant in Regent Street, ordering a rump 
steak and getting it. There were joints 
too, from which ono could have two or 
even three holpings if ono wished.” 

At this point 1 believe I must have 
fainted, for the next thing that I hoard 
had no reference to eating at all, but 
l) ore upon politics. 


Sc rye ant, “Now, tilkv, you on the hi out 
LEFT. SO KEEP TOUCH WITH THE LEFT, OR 

“ You have no idea,” he was saying, 

“ how excited people would get over 
party politics.” 

“ What aro they like? ” I asked. “ I 
have heard of politics, but not party 
politics.” 

“Well,” ho said, “the country was 
divided in those days — T am speaking 
now of 1913 and even 1914 — between 
what were called Unionists and what 
were called Liberals or Radicals. To 
the Liberal all things done or said by 
Unionists wero black, and all things 
said or done by their own leaders were 
white, and vice versa. England was 
really an odd country then. Why, I 
can remember when the present Prime ] 
Minister said the most awful things 
about the very men who aro now hon- 
oured members of his Government.” 

But this was too much for mo. 

“ No, no,” I said. “ Don’t tell mo any 
more. I can’t bear it.” And I began 
to move off. 

“Why, do you know,” ho persisted 
with all the implacable cheerfulness of 
the reminiscent, “ do you know ” 

But the next moment I was out of 
ran go. 


! Don’t forget thvc we marches uy i 

YOU ’LL HE TUI PI* ENG Ul* TIIE TRAMS ! ” 

More Iron Rations. 

From a report of Mr. Maopherson’s 
speech on the Army Estimates : — 

f ‘ The jiim rations alone needed for monthly 
consumption as much steel us was required to 
build a .800- ton ship. They had experimented 
successfully, and were now using for this pur- 
pose wood pulp hoard, instead of steel, sax mg 
150 tons of steel a week."'- - Yorkshire I’ost, 

From a sale catalogue : — 

“Our ‘Blue Bird’ Crepe-de-Chine Night- 
dress. good quality, flesh pink embroidered 
blue bird ami finished blue ribbons. Actual 
value 5/1). White Sale Price 80/ .” 

Well, you couldn’t expect to get all 
these colours in a “ white sale ” without 
paying a bit extra. 

Controlled Weather^ 

From a London Bank’s Yearly 
Review,” just published: — 

“It must not, however, be overlooked that 
in agricultural matters much depends on the 
weather, in most countries floveniment, - 
have not failed to take steps to deal with the 
situation, and have issued decrees with a view 
to increase the output.'* 

The prospect of having our weather 
output increased seems to us to he 
appalling. 
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A RATIONAL EXAMINATION PAPER. 

Wk understand that it has been decided to allot posts in 
tho Oflico of the Foon-CoNTnoTiLKU according to the results 
of an examination, and vve havo been able with great difli- 
culty to secure one of the papers recently set. Wo learn 
with considerable gratification that Lord Rhondda has in 
this matter set an excellent examplo. His Lordship and 
Lady Rhondda at once went in for tho examination, and 
passed brilliantly in every paper. 0 si sic omnes ! Ilero 
is a specimen paper : — 

1. Show by tho application of Grimm’s Law to tho 
Binomial Theorem that tho system of rationing by coupons 
is (//) necessary, ( h ) desirable, (c) simple. Givo in detail tho 
points distinguishing the existing British system from tho 
Gorman and other systems. Do you consider tho British 
system superior? If not, why not? 

2. A City man namod Alfred Adamson travels to London 
from Surbiton by tho 9 a.m. train on a Friday. When he 
reaches Waterloo ho discovers that ho has left Lis ration 
card at home, and telegraphs to his wife requesting her to 
send the gardoner’s boy with tho card to his oflico. State 
what in your view are tho chances (a) of the gardener’s hoy 
reaching tlieollico, (b) of Mr. Adamson getting any luncheon. 
Jf Mr. Adamson had telephoned, would it have made any 
difference? {Note . — In answering this question it is to ho 
assumed that Mr. Adamson’s card has boon entirely lost, 
by being blown out of Mr. Adamson’s dressing-room win- 
dow, and that Mrs. Adamson will send her own card by 
tho gardener’s hoy. Is this lawful? If not, who should 
ho punished, and how ?] 

3. What is tho least common multiple of a half-pound of 
sugar, ono sausage, a quarter-pound of margarine, throe 
oysters, one shepherd’s pie, ono pound of veal, lialf-a-pint 
of butter beans and ono kidney potato? How many meat 
coupons would this roprosent, a liberal allowance being 
mado for returned empties and goods damaged in transit? 

4. A, a butcher in Bucks, stutters violently; B, a grocor 
in tho same county, is cross-eyed ; 0, a solicitor who is regis- 
tered with A, cannot endure stutterers because they make 
him nervous, and I), tho solicitor’s wife, who is registered 
with B, has ail overpowering. dislike to cross-eyed people. 
Suggest an easy remedy for this unfortunate situation, it 
being assumed that all tho other butchers in Bucks are 
cross-eyed and all tho othor grocers are stutterers, except 
one, who is about to join the Army. 

5. Explain and amplify the following sentences: Bis 
lihonddat qui cilo edit; llhonddabunt alii Prof heron; 
lihonddari a llhonddato ; Tihonddnndo ri licit; Arlijieem 
lihonddat opus. [Noth: Latin dictionaries may ho mod 
by candidates who havo had a public school education 
and are aged more than thirty years. | What inferences as 
to Lord Rhondda’s disposition do you draw from these 
sentences ? 

0. Write a memorial ode, containing at least sixteen lines, 
to a mutton chop. 

7. What are the chief points of difference between a 
poached egg and a French rhyme, and betwoen a saute 
potato and a split infinitive? 

Calendar Note. 

February 25///, 1918. — First day of Compulsory Ration- 
ing. Sir G koih.k Cavk refuses the Rolls. 

A suggestion for the programme of tho hand in Trafalgar 
Square : — The overture to Tancrcdi . 

“ Ex imo dirco onmes ” from ono learn all. And let us learn lesions 
from what has passed and is now passing.”— -Vrovinc ial Paper. 

One might begin by learning Latin. 


THE ROAD TO OONOESWARE. 

(.4 Song of the March --with apologies to the Author of 
“Mandalay.”) 

Thrum ’s a village in tho distance, wo ’ll bo getting thoro 
to-night, 

And por’aps wo ’ll ’avo an easy or por’aps wo ’ll ’ave a fight ; 

We don’t know what we’re doing and wo ain’t supposed 
to care, 

Wo only know we’re always on tho road to Oonocswaro — 

On tho road to Oonoesware, and thoro may ho billots 
thero, 

Or there mayn’t, and if thero isn’t there ’ll bo ’caps of 
open air, 

’Eaps of jolly open air ; 

We can bivvy in the Square, 

But our Cooker’s ditched bo’ind us and it 's very ’aid to hear. 

We walks along and wonders what on earth it ’s all about ; 

Wo ’ope that someone savvies, but at times wo 'as our 
doubt, 

When tho Adjutant looks worried and the Colonel seems in 
pain, 

And wo whispers in our sorrow, “Ah, Vs lost ’isself again”; 

Oh, 'o ’sHost us all again; can’t wo take tho blooming 
train? 

The ostaminuys is shutting and it’s coming on to rain — 
On tho road to Oonocswaro, 

'Course it isn’t our affair, 

But I wisli somo gent would tell ’em 'o\v to get to 
Oonocswaro. 

Wo ’alts at level-crossings and 'as a lovely view 

Of ’igh-class trains a-sliunting, hut they ain’t for mo and you ; 

Wo ordy go on railways when there’s dirty work ahead, 

And when wo ride in motors it means we Yo nearly dead — 

Yes, it means you ’re nearly dead, with your body full of 
lead, 

And a ticket on your tummy says, “This man must not 
ho fed ” — 

But tho Colonel sits 'is mare, 

And it don’t seem ’ardly fair 

That wo ’aven’t all got ’orsos on tho road to Oonoesware. 

And whon our backs is breaking and death seems very near 

Wo marches at attention and inspects tho Brigadier; 

’E sees our tin ’ats polished and our ’ipes got up to please, 

But if ’o saw our blisters wo should all ho O.B.E.’s, 

Bloomin’ blistered O.B.E.’s, all a-wobbling at tho knees, 

And first wo sweat like rivers and then wo sit andfroozo, 
On the road to Oonoesware, 

Ah, her voolay , Pest la gair, 

Only this ’oio step they ’re setting is enough to make you 
swear. 

But tho old sun comes out sometimes and tho poplars 
cli ml) tho ’ill 

Like a lot of silly soldiers at extended order drill; 

And thoro ’s bits of woods and scon’ry, and tho ’Uns don’t 
seem so near 

When tl in band plays through tho village and the kid3 come 
out to choor — 

All tho kids come out to cheer and a man feels kind of 
queer, 

And the girls they blow you kisses and* tho mothers 
bring you beer, 

On tho road to Oonoesware, 

Ah, it ain’t all skittles thero, 

But I ’m somo’ow glad I ’m always on the road to 
Oonoesware. A. 1\ H. 
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I'irst Suh. \rntinf/ jftnnr fHistt '). Tirrcsr. pkoim.i: civk vor tiii: ici:al thivi.. Ui:i;i: a shot in m s'u n." 
Srnmcl Sub. “ 1 l SKI.) TO TllJ.Mv SO TOO TILL I (,()T oNK IN MY rOlTKl) SUMMl*.'’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Btf Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

In an admirable introduction to The Lowland Scots Peat- 
men is (Maolfhosf) Sir IIfkhfht Maxwell complains that 
tho War Ollico lias systematically maltreated them for 
many years. It obliged them to adopt a hylnid uniform, 
consisting of Highland doublets and tartan trows, and then 
refused to allow them to garrison their own capital, le^l 
the Southern tourist should be disappointed by the absence 
of philabegs and sporrans. His remedy would bo if) “ take 
tho brooks ott tho Howhuiders and clothe all Scottish 
regiments in the “garb of old Gael.” They would look 
more picturesque, no doubt ; but that they would tight any 
better no one who reads these stirring pages ay i 1 1 be in- 
clined to believe. Very wisely the various authors have 
confined themselves to the doings of the regiments before 
August 1914. Their exploits in the present War will be 
ie corded in another volume — if indeed one will bo sufficient, 
for tho present campaign has furnished abundant evidence 
that tho Lowland Scots of to-day are ono in spirit with 
their gallant forbears. For an example of their discipline 
it is sufficient to quote Wellington’s statement that not 
a single man of tho Scots Guards was brought before a 
general court-martial during the Peninsular War, and (bo 
almost identical tribute that they earned nearly a century 
a ter m the South African campaign. Of their courage 
one story is typical. At Balaclava an excited A.D.C. rode 
P to the Colonel of the Scots Greys and told him that “ ten 
nenwho dare go anywhere and have no fear” were needed 
01 a des P eraie i° b ” Tbo C.O., scarcely turning in his 


saddle, calmly gave the older, “Greys, from your right, 
! number off ten!” It would be ciisy, did space permit, to 
; quote a dozen similar anecdotes regarding the Royal Scots, 
.the Royal Scots Fusiliers, the K.( btt.IVs and the Camcr- 
l onians, whose records are contained in this sumptuous 
volume. My compliments to all concerned in its produc- 
tion, not forgetting Mr. George Kkegeh, wIio.m? pictures 
. in colour of the old uniforms are a pleasant reminder of the 
days before “ the pomp and panoply of war ” bad become 
a meaningless phrase. 

In Marlie. the rncmufuered (Murray) Mrs. Kathleen 
Noams lias chosen a simple and almost commonplace 
theme, tho struggle of an energetic and ambitious girl 
towards self-expression, and made of it a very human and 
moving record. The upward progress of Martie — not in 
worldly prosperity so much as in development of person- 
ality — is no unreal affair of “roses all the way.” From the 
moment when you first meet her, youngest daughter of a 
decayed Californian family, Marl to is tho born lighter. 
Jilted, unworthily mated, threatened with utter ruin, 
bereaved, she struggles on, never more than temporarily 
daunted, to the end that leaves her fighting still, but placed, 
established, tho captain of her soul. I can praise the 
book unreservedly; hut I can do no moro than hint at the 
sense of poise and se r enity behind all tho stress of the 
actual happenings which remains my clearest impression. 
Mrs. Norris is scrupulously fair to her characters. Kven 
tho less worthy are given their share of good, so that they 
all live most humanly and convincingly. Martie is a long 
tale, but I think you will not wish it shorter by a single 
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page ; for observation and selection and (to express it in throughout uncertain, and even amateurish, to an almost 
one word) dignity, I have no hesitation in calling it one of maddening degree, and yet one has further to admit that, 
the bost novels that has come to my notice for a great while, in the words of a celebrated tribute, she “ gets there all the 

— same.” Perhaps this is the reward of sincerity; in part it 

Miss Olive Wadsley’s latest novel, rather quaintly is certainly duo to her feeling for atmosphere. Singing 



and the romantic emotions, all as these were understood Lyndon's visit to hor remarkable relations you may find 
in the piping days of a decade ago. There is a handsome the places more attractive than the plot, the sotting than 
hero, who, on learning that his mother is unmarried, behaves the very unsatisfactory set. Which of course, being precisely 
like a cad to hor; engages himself to and is jilted by a what Miss Fox Smith intonded, is only another proof that, 
smartly objectionable Lady Carolyn ; finally taking up with against every handicap, she has done what I knew she 
a middle-aged woman, who, having counted tho smart would, and reached her objective, 
world well lost for love (how, you may ascertain at first 

hand), gets soundly rated by this unheroic swain and Green and Gay (Lane) is an excellently roadable little 
deserted in hor turn on the last page. Have I mentioned war-comedy that may commend itself to you evon more for 
tho word “ smart,” perhaps more than once ? If so it is the charm of its mise-cn-scene than for the not specially 
because this remains my prevailing impression of Miss original thrills of its intrigue. Tho life at the old Convent 
Wadhlky's well-groomed and slightly waxworky person- of Paix, converted into a war-hospital, is delightfully told; 
ages (at an emotional crisis it struck me as significant that Mr. Lee Holt’s description of the orchards and gardens, 


one of tho heroines 
could take approving 
note of the hero’s hair- 
wash), who all live 
in tho best kinds of 
houses and generally 
seem to enjoy more 
money and time and 
food — oh, but coloss- 
ally rnoro food ! -than 
they knew what to j 
do with. What with 
the Berkeley and tho ! 
Savoy and open-air 
dinner at Panel agh, 
followed by supper 1 
somewhere else, they 
certainly do them- 
selves amazingly well. 
Perhaps this may ' 
make for admiration 
of a wistful kind. 
Personally 1 found it 
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LEGITIMATE DRAMA. 


basking in autumn 
I sunshine, was vivid 
! enough to give one 
! reader at least a 
'nostalgia for mellow 
1 apple-burdened Nor- 
mandy, whoro that 
special kind of wea- 
ther scorned always 
at its best. Tho plot, 
if conventional, is 
suflicient to hold one 
curious about the next 
jehaptor. Partly it con- 
| cerns a mysterious 
'patient at*tho hospi- 
; tal, who has lost both 
speech and memory, 
and oven tu ally turns 
I out to be — well, as 
! he is beloved of tho 
\ ingenue, need 1 add 
! what he turns out to 
affair of spies and secret 
if beginning to 


all very far-off and unreal; but let Miss Wadsley now pen be ? For tho rest wo have an 
a topical sequel, showing all thoso expensive idlers involved caves and submarines, all on lines that 
with the odd half-ounce (bone included) of their meat-cards get a trillo hackneyed (tho petrol-mixtures as before), 
and I will promise her at least one enthusiastic reader. have nob yet quite lost their capacity for stimulating 

— interest. But even hero I feel bound to protest against 

When a novelist is modestly content to label bis or her Mr. Lee Holt’s overwork of the “dropped cluo.” The 
story as “ An Episode,” one must of course admit that way in which his conspirators sprinkle tho ground with 
criticism is to some extent disarmed. At tho same timo their most confidential documents seems to suggest either 
I feel hound to observe that any episode that includes in some lack of invention on the part of the writer, or a 
its tumultuous course a murder, an elopement, a romance, maladrcssc rare even in the records of the German secret 
a desertion, not to specify many other considerable events, service. Also I do wish that be would revise his proofs 
is in some danger of becoming overgrown. All thoso things (of tho novel, not the conspiracy) with greater care, 

happened during a little visit that Lyndon Travess , the Twice in tho first chapter I had to cope with passages of 

heroine of Miss C. Fox Smith’s new story, Singing Sands which the grammatical moaning was at obvious variance 
(1 {odder and Stoughton), paid to some relations who with the writer’s intent — a want of cave that no pleasant 
lived at this spot of tho romantic name. It may save you gardens or creepy caves could make me wholly forgive, 
from tho disillusion that awaited Lyndon and myself to 
say at once that Singing Sands — tho place, not tho story — 
by no means carries out tho exquisite promise of its beauti- 
ful title. As for the book itself, that I must confess has 
put mo into some sort of quandary ; I think I should be 
inclined to compromise by calling it a good talc badly told. 

Miss Fox Smith’s manner seems at times to combine every Scottish or Irish ancestry, to be sold for seed purposes.”— Times. 
possible exasperation ; it is lingering where the matter But don’t all potatoes derive from the ancient family of 


Another Injustice. 

“An Order made by tho Food Controller allows potatoes of tho 
varieties ‘ Myatt’s Ashleaf Kidney,’ Duke of Ydtk,’ 4 Sharp’s 
Express,’ ‘Eclipse,’ ‘British Quoen,’ Royal Kidney,* and 4 King 
Edward,* grown in England or Wales in the year 1917, without 


demands speed, baffling 


is 

where it 


should 


be clear, and Murphy? 
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MAP l \/ adi a Esthonian bourgeoisie aro putting Bol- j ing of tho forthcoming German offon- 

V/ri mvAKIAt sheviks to death. We have felt for < give in the West. In tho absence of 

Captain Amundsf.n announces that some time that sooner or later somo- | gains they will of course still have the 

ho will start for the North Polo in thing serious would happen to the ; alternative of pocketing their pride, 

tho Summer. Gossip has it that Mr. Bolsheviks. * * I 

Philip Snowden is being pressed to 
accompany him. 


* * 


It is rumoured that at a recent im- 
It is all nonsense to say that .Russia port ant gathering of newspaper editors 

Ml I 1.1 L ll. - U’.'ll * A . .. I ■ 1 1 , 1 117 1 


The latest news from Ireland is that. 


will get nothing out of the War. With 
certain reservations wo understand that 


County Clare, which has been showing she will bo allowed to keop tho peace. 
<rrnnfc “self-determination,” lias now do- * * 


it was decided 
day. 


to have a Wklls-Ioss 


great 

cidod on a separate peace with Great 
Britain. * * 

The Ministry of Pood, it is f 
stated, is thinking of eoinman- j 
doering the Now Porest for ; 
pig-breeding. Any loss enter- 
prising department would have j 
boon content with a couple of ' 

West End hotels. 1 

Political neglect of agricul- 
ture, declares Sir C. Bathurst, 

M.P., has added a year to the 
War. His critics are naturally 
asking “ which year.” 

* ’* 
jfc 

It is reported that a certain 
Government Office will shortly 
make an important announce- 
ment on tho question of Tape ! 

Power. * 

* " 

At a luncheon recently given 
by tho American Museum of 
.Natural History in Now York 
the guests were served with 
whale. It was pronounced de- 
licious, and tho success of the 
Californian whitebait industry 
is declared to bo practically 
assured. 5 . ; 

At a benefit recently given 
in honour of the leading tenor 
of Salzburg the donations in- 
cluded a sausage four and a-half 
feet long draped in the Austrian 
Hag. By way of distinction, 
the members of tho operatic 
company wore their ordinary clothes. 


A postman has been lined in Dublin 
for throwing a brick at a wedding 



PYGMALION. 

Maker of artificial delicacies for shop tcimlows , 

WOUI.D ONLY COMM TO LIFK ! ’* 


The Berlin University is advertising 
free instruction in Turkish. This is in 
marked contrast to the expense tho 
Turks have been pub to with 
tho upkeep of their German 
masters. * - 


A certain medical officer has 
applied for a reduction of salary 
on tho ground that he has less 
work to do. No other symp- 
toms have been observed. 

* * 

* 

Chatham magistrates have 
decided that crystallized violets 
aro a sweetmeat. This will 
como as a surprise to those 
who have been taking them as 
an antidote for barber’s rash. 

* * 

* 

“ Indian soldiers in Prance,” 
says a news item, “had over 
fourteen thousand bottles of 
hair oil from tho Indian Sol- 
diers’ Fund last year.” No 
ono will grudge it them, even 
if it does mean an increased 
shortage of margarine. 

* * 

“ Wo won the War in 1916,” 
says The Cologne Gazelle . , “and 
wo won tho War in 1917.” 
They havo only to win it once 
more and it becomes their own 
property. 


THE WAR PIG: A PALINODE. 

Much obloquy was thine in 
days of yore, 

O Porker, and thy scrvico 
manifold 

(Save for a casual mention, curt and 
cold) 


‘Oh, if jt 


couple when leaving the church. There 
‘V 1 ’ is really no excuse for this kind of 

0 *Xk ar ° “ fonn ?i th , at ft 7 ljict T ?“ J hing ’ for ,- h< ? I’ 1 ;! 00 , ° f confetti has Ungratefnl man continue to ignore ; 
oxlMbition at one,of tho London galleries been very little affected by tho paper Nay WOWOi ho (;(;asc( | not ,l a ily to out 
us been covered with a huge shoot of shortage. ... * J J 

brown paper by order of tho Censor. * 1 

“ Tho British woman,” says an es- 
sayist, 44 is a remarkably cicvor woman, 
generally speaking.” 44 Generally speak- 
ing ” is perhaps a little imfortunato. 


Ihero is somo talk of purchasing the 
paper for the nation. 


nd 


The Burgomaster of Vienna has sent 
an urgent message requesting that food- 
stuffs from Ukraine may be sent by rail 

at once. TIlA Goimona ora 


pour 

Abuse upon thy brood, to sneer 
scold, 

Till every porcine trait, in days of old, 
Wo learned to ridicule or to abhor. 


A largo chunk of cliff near Ramsgate 


But now tho days of calumny are past, 
Those cruel innuendoes we disown, 


once. ThS Germans are understood fell into the sea last wook. Thcro is no And epithets designed to blame or blast 

Take oil a new and honorific tone ; 
For England needs thoo, blameless 
Porker, now, 

I And Prothero salutes tho sovereign 


,°, iavo replied that when they have truth in tho rumour that it was deli- 
a ken airthey want the residue will be berately pushed in by a pacifist, 
sent on to Vienna by pigeon-post. *** 

T f *** Wo shall not hesitate to pocket our 

Benin's newspaper states that the gains, " says TJie Cologne Gazette, Hpook- 


V,) L. ( I. IV. 
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LETTERS FROM THE HOME FRONT. 

My dear Reginald, — From certain 
phrases dropped by you on the eve of 
your return from your last leave 1 
gathered that you had formed curious 
misconceptions of the War-conditions 
which wo are enduring at home. “ Well, 
old dear,” ^overheard you say to your 
sister, “ there doesn’t seem to he much 
wrong with Kngland ; I ’ve never known 
her in bettor form.” It seems that your 
friends had given you a champagne 
dinner every night, followed by a revue 
or a dance, or both, with a race-meeting 
and a day or two with tho hounds 
thrown in, and you came to tho unwar- 
rantable conclusion that tho War had 
loft us intact. 

My dear hoy, this is all what you wotdd 
call cam out! ago on our part. We put 
on a bravo face to hido our hearts, for 
fear that wo should unnervo you by 
tho exposure of our trials. Apart from 
the fatigue which wo suffer in the 
servico of tho country wo naturally 
ha vo no tasto for such frivolities and 
self-indulgence ; bub wo sacrifice our 
own inclinations for the sake of the 
dear boys from the Front, who have a 
first claim upon us. This means a 
constant strain, moral and physical, 
for hardly a day passes but what wo 
havo some friend or relative home on 
leavo, for whom wo have to make a 
pretonco of gaioty. 

And this applies not only to Society, 
but to those professions, such as that 
of tho actor or tho jockey, whoso duty 
it is to provide entertainment and ro- 
creation for our fighting men — a duty 
bravely borne hut very .irksomo to those 
who aro aching to ho in tho trenches 
or to tako up some form of work which 
would appear to hoar a more immediate 
relation to tho War. 

I am sending you a photographic 
weekly largely devoted to tho recogni- 
tion of these sacrificial typos. You will 
bo interested in tho full-page portrait 
of your cousin Gladys, in a most attrac- 
tive toa-gown, with tho legend under- 
neath, “A Beautiful Wah- Worker.” 
She is, perhaps, not looking quite her 
best, having over-taxed her strength 
with assisting at charity matinees 
and visiting Homes for Convalescent 
Officers; though, with characteristic 
self-effacement, sho attributed her air 
of fatigue to tho fact that sho had been 
up dancing for six successive nights. I 
happened to hear indirectly, for sho 
would never have confessed it herself, 
that sho had taken upon her this addi- 
tional duty for the sake of a young 
friend in the Household Cavalry who 
was having a briof respite from Divi- 
sional Stall* work and stood in sore 
need of mental relaxation. , 


So you see, my dear Reginald, you 
must not bo misled by disguises which 
wo wear for your sako to keep up your 
fighting spirit. Nor has it over been 
consonant with tho genius of our race 
to advortiso its virtues. Noblesse oblige. 

The food-rostrictions and tho shortage 
of petrol are begining to tell upon my 
figure, a fact to which my tailor drew 
attention tho other day when taking 
my Spring orders. Naturally tho 
obsession of this World- War absorbs 
my mind to tho exclusion of trivial 
matters such as dross ; and it is only 
from motives of oconomy, in viqw of 
tho rising prices of clothing material, 
that i allow myself to renew my ward- 
robe. lb enables me also to dispose of 
my last year's clothes among the de- 
serving poor, a form of charity which 
always attracts me by its intimate 
personal note. 

In consequenco of tho rationing sys- 
tem I am compelled to dine at home 
with regularity, having at a consider- 
able sacrilico contributed my meat- 
coupons to the. family menage. I miss 
my dinner at tho Club and that fellow- 
ship of eongonial spirits of one’s own 
age and way of thinking which is so 
fruitful a source of mutual sustainment 
in thoso dark hours. 

I am averse, as you know, from any 
change of habit ; but the War lias 
compelled many changes, even heavier 
than t his, in tho ordered tenour of one’s 
life. In the circumstances I havo found 
it beneficial to take an extra glass of 
port. It stimulates optimism and en- 
larges ono’s outlook. I am sure you 
will agree with mo that it is tho lirst 
duty of a good citizen to employ every 
means in his power to preservo and 
strengthen his moral. 

In conclusion, l havo forborne to 
dwell upon my personal efforts and 
sacrifices. After all, you havo your own 
responsibilities, scarcely loss exigent 
than ours. By tho time you receive 
this letter you may he engaged in de- 
livering or repelling an offensive on 
which our very existence, yours as well 
as mine, may depend, Tf anything 
that I have said should serve to hearten 
you with tho knowledge of what some 
of us, in our quiet unobtrusive way, 
aro doing on tho homo front for your 
support, 1 am content. 

Your affectionate Guardian, 
O. S. 

“ ‘ Tho Evil that Men Do .’ — Tho truth 

of tho familiar dictum ascribed to Mary 
Antony is vividly illustrated by Bismarck’s 
action in regard to Alsace-Lorraine.” 

Daily Paper. 

We suppose Siiakspeare was mis- 
taken in attributing the “ dictum ” to 
Mark Antony instead of to his clever 
sister Mary. , 


THE SIMPLER LIFE. 

hi. 

Spearmint. 

Our donkey is called Spearmint, after 
the well-known racehorse. I christened 
him this myself, to stir his ambition and 
givo him something to live up to. But 
so far his speed limit appears to be four 
miles per hour forwards, four and a half 
backwards, and live sideways (right or 
left) ; unless you approach him with a 
parsnip or a round of hot buttered toast, 
whon he makes for you like an overdue 
express train. 

As donkeys go, Spearmint is really 
rather a nut. Tho prevailing note of 
his colour schomo is a warm mahogany, 
deepening into old-oak legs. His face 
however is a dead-white from the ears 
downwards, except for tho small jet- 
black moustache which by way of 
piquant contrast covers his upper lip 
and the entrance to his nose. His eyes 
aro dark and brilliant. 

Ono reason why 1 am attached to 
Spearmint is that I am sorry for him. 
1 know (though none of tho others 
does) that lie may at any moment 
ho taken from us. Ho is living on 
tho odgo of a volcano, or perhaps I 
should say all round a volcano. Some 
littlo while ago ho swallowed a bottle 
of rat-poison. Why lie should havo 
done such a thing (unless out of shcor 
bravado), or how ho managed it, I 
cannot explain ; hut tho fact, like the 
bottle, remains. I can vouch for it, 
bocauso I saw him do it. Fortunately 
tho thing was corked and sealed, and 
presumably it is still in tho same con- 
dition. 

I am doing what I can for him. Tho 
obvious tiling is to shako tho bottle as 
little as possible, and so when ho starts 
out of an afternoon with my wife and 
the children my last words to them aro 
always the same, “ Don’t hustle him.” 
In tho execution of this command they 
always havo his loyal assistance. 

So far ho has invariably returned in- 
tact. T am not sure whethor ho realises 
his position, but occasionally, when I 
have taken him out of the trap and 
turned him gently into tho paddock, 
his expression seems very thoughtful 
as ho strolls to the fence and stands 
gazing over it towards tho distant hills. 
Does ho know ? I hope not. 

“Even according to cautious estimates, 
Russia lias now to reckon with a loss of terri- 
tory comprising over a million square millo- 
motros, or double the extent Germany.” 

Evening Times {Glasgow). 

This calculation is, wo are afraid, too 
cautious. According to the latest in- 
formation the extent of Germany is 
considerably over ono square metro. 
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j upside down for the last twenty-four exorcising pigeons. The answer came 
THE MUD LARKS- ' hours it isn’t to bo wondered at,” said back as follows : — 

We wore told off for a job of work iny Troop Sergeant; “blood’s run to “Ask Albert Edward. All I know 
over the bags not long ago. Tho Stall its head, that ’s what.” about ’em is that you mustn’t discharge 

sent us some pigeons with their love, “ Turn it the other way up for a bit birds of opposite) sex together as they 
and expressed the hope that we’d drop and run tho blood back again,” I sug- stop and flirt, 
them a lino from time to time and let gosted. 

them know how tho battle was raging, “Exercise is wlnit it wants,” said 
and where. (Tho Staff live in constant my Sergeant firmly, 
terror that one day tho War will walk “ By all means exercise it, then,” 
completely away from them and some said 1. 

unruly platoon bomb its way up ITnter The carrier demurred. “ Very good, 
don Linden without their knowing ajSir hut how, Sir?” 


thing about it.) 

Next morning we duly pushed off, 
and in the course of time found our- 
selves deep in Boschland holding a 
sketchy lino of outposts • 
and waiting lor the Hun J 
to do the sporting thing i 
and counter. More time | 
passed, and as tho Hun 
showed no signs of get- 
ting a move on wo began 
to look about us and take | 
stock. 

Personally I felt that 
a square meal might do 
something towards cur- 
ing a hollow feeling that | 
was gnawing mo beneath 
tho holt. As I was rum- 
maging through my 
haversack tho pigeon- j 
carrier approached and i 
asked for tho hook of j 
rules. 

Now to thouninitiated, I 
1 have no doubt, pigeon- ; 
flying sounds tho easiest ! 
game in the world. You | 
just take a picture-post- 
card, mark the spot you 
are on with a cross, add 
a few words, such as, 

“Hoping this finds you 
iu the pink, as it leaves 
me at present — I don’t 
think,” insort it in tho faithful fowl’s 
beak, say, “Home, John,” and in a 
few minutes it is rattling into the 
Goncial’s letter-box. This is by no 
means the case. Pigeons are tho kittlcst 
of cattle. If you don’t treat them just 
so 
on 


Ask tho Sergeant, said I. “Ser- 


P.S. — You haven’t got such a thing 
as a bit of cold pudden about you, 
guv’nor, have you ? I ’in all in.” 

I sent the galloper galloping on to 
Albert Edward’s post. 

“ Don’t discharge birds after sunset,” 
ran his reply; “they’re afraid to go 
home in the dark — that ’s all I recollect. 


geant, how do you exercise a pigeon ? ! Ask the skipper. 

Lunge it, or put it through Swedish j P.S. — Got a bit of bully beef going 
monkey motions ? ” i spare V I ’m tucked up something ter- 

rible.” 

1 sighed and sent my 
messenger on to tho 
skipper, inquiring tho 
oilicial method of exer- 
cising pigeons. Half an 
hour later his answer 
reached me — - 

“ Don’t know. Try 
eating *om. That ’s what 
I *rn doing with mine.” 

While on the subject 
of carrier-pigeons,! may 
mention that one winter 
night I was summoned to 
Corps If. Q. Said a Bed 
Hat: “ Wo are going to 
he rude to the Bosch at 
dawn and wo want you 
to go over with tho boys. 
When you roach your ob- 
jectives just drop us a 
pigeon to say so. Here ’s 
a chit, take it to the 
| pigeon-loft and getagood 
! nippy fowl. Good night 
| and good luck.” 
j I found the pigeon-fan- 
! cier inside an old London 
I omnibus which served 
I for a pigeon-loft, si)oon- 
Tho Sergeant rubbed his chin stubble, j feeding a sick bird. A dour Lancastrian, 
“ Can’t say I remember tho official tho fancier studied my chit with a sour 
method, Sir ; one might take it for a oyo, then, grumbling that ho didn’t 
walk at the end of a string, or ” know what the army was coming to 



i jtocLjp 


LITTLE 1’KOliLEMS OF FOREIGN FINANCE. 

Tommy. “Hut look ’err, Marco, ole si 'O ut. Ip twenty-hkvex 

FRANCS EQUAL A ROUND, AND TWO LIRE IK WORTH A ROD, ’OW MANY LIRE 
CHANGE OUGHT I TO \\VE OUT OF A TEN-BOB NOTE AFTER SEEN DIN’ SEVEN 
FRANCS AND TUPPENCE- ’a’r’.NY ? ” 


14 These official pigeons,” I interposed, turning birds out of bed at this hour, ho 

have got to be treated in the official slowly climbed a ladder and, poking 

they will either chuck up the game manner or they won’t work ; their his head through a trap in the roof, 

the spot or hand your note to mechanism becomes deranged. We had addressed himself to the pigeons. 


Hindenlijui. To avoid this a book of 
tho rules is issued to pigeon-carriers, 
giving instruct ions as to when and how 
the creatures should he fed, watered, 
exercised, etc. 

On this occasion I felt through my 
pockets for tho hook of tho rules and 
cl row blank. 14 What ’s tho matter with 
the bird, anyhow?” I asked. 

44 Looks a bit dahn-’earted,” said the 
carrier; 44 dojoctod-liko, as you might 
say," 


pigeon at the Umpteenth Battle of “ That you, Flossie? No, you can’t 
Wipers and upset it somehow. Any- go with them tail feathers missing to the 
way, when we told it to buzz off and Genoral’s cat. Jellicoe— no, you can’t 
fetcli reinforcements, it sat on a tree go neither, you’ve ’ad a ’ard day out 
licking its fluff and singing, and we with them tanks. Nasty cough you ’ve 
had to throw mud at it to get it to got, Gaby; I’ll give you a drop of ’ot 
shift. Where it went to then goodness for it presently. You ’ro breathin’ very 
only knows, for it has never been seen ’eavy, Jo tire ; been over-batin' yourself 
since. 1 am going to do the right thing again, I suppose— couldn’t fly a yard, 
by this bird.” Eustace, you To for it.” 

I thereupon sent a galloper to the Ho backed down the ladder, grasping 
next outpost, occupied by tho Babe and the unfortunate Eustace, stuffed it in a 
tnc 


eoing jou’ve been carrying it Co., asking him tho official recipe for basket and handed it to me. 
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P ELMAN ISM. 

“The Little Grey Books.” 


N O BOOKS have achieved greater popularity during 
the war than “the little grey books/’ as they are 
affectionately called. 

Soldiers pore over them in the trenches; sailors con 
hem in their brief intervals of leisure in the Grand Fleet ; 
business men and women consult them at every possible 
ipportunity ; lawyers, doctors, and students declare them to be 
,n ever-ready source of help, stimulation, and encouragement. 

In fact, everybody is studying these wonderful “ little 
^rey books" in which the principles of Pelmanism are so 
nterestingly explained: “Pelmanism" — that extraordinary 
lew force in modern life — the “cardinal factor of success,” 
o quote TRUTH’S telling phrase. 

If you do not know the “little grey books/’ if you are 
lot a Pelmanist, you should hasten to make up for lost time. 

1 Nobody who has not studied these books,” says an ardent 
’elmanist, “can conceive the immeasurable benefits resulting 
rom them." 

“ A single one of them would be cheap to me at a hundred 
>ounds," declares a solicitor. “ As a direct consequence of 
hem I gained a step in promotion,” writes a Lieut. -General. 

A General writes from France: “ The importance of the 
,’elman Course can hardly be exaggerated. I agree it should 
>c nationalised.” 

Many clerks, shop assistants and salesmen tell how they 
loubled and trebled their incomes as the result of a few weeks’ 
tudy of the Pelrnan Course. Tradesmen tell of “record 
urnover” and ioo per cent, and 200 per cent, increase in 
>rofits. The latest batch of reports from Pel man students 
including men and women of all occupations in life) show 
hat less than one per cent. — not one in a hundred — failed to 
;ain substantial advantages from the Pelrnan Course. 

And all at the price of half an-hour or so a day for a 
evv weeks ! It sounds too good to be true ; but there are 
housands of letters to prove that it is absolutely true. There 
* not a class, not a business or trade or profession in these 
dands in which Pelmanism has not proved itself a wonderful 
elp to success. That is to say, a means of increasing efficiency 
nd developing “ braininess ” to such a degree that promotion 
nd a bigger salary follow as surely as night follows day. 

Women are particularly keen on Pelmanism ; it has 
roved such an enormous help to them in “ getting on ” in 
usiness. Many of them describe it as “the best investment 
ever made 1 " 

Moreover, they find it a truly fascinating study. “ I am 
enuinely sorry the course has finished. I have found it so 
bsorbingly interesting as well as profitable." These are the 
xact words used by students of the Pelrnan Course. 

TRUTH has lately made another report upon the progress 
f Pelmanism amongst various classes, and confesses it would 
»e impossible to name a business, profession, or vocation in 
mich there were not hundreds of Pelrnan students. 

Army and Navy officers are very “keen on Pelrnan"; 
icarly 80 Generals and Admirals, as well as over 20,000 other 
•thcers and men are studying the course. A large number of 
eaders of Puncji and other leading journals have taken it, 
nd have already profited by it in income and position. 

The directors of the Institute have arranged a substantial 
eduction in the fee to enable the readers of Punch to secure 
ne complete course with a minimum outlay. 

. <©* the benefit of this liberal offer application 

made at once by postcard to the address at 
°ot of next column* 


INTERESTING LETTERS. 

From a Director* 

4 1 consider the I’ki.man Course is of the utmost value. It 
teaches one how to observe and to think in the right way, which 
few realise who have not studied it. The great charm to me was 
the realisation of greater power; power to train oneself for more 
and more efficiency. I gained from each lesson right up to the 
end of the Course.* 

From a Doctor* 

4 1 took the Pelman Course because my practice was not in a 
satisfactory condition, and I could not discover the cause. Your 
lessons enabled inc to analyse the trouble, discover the weak 
points, and correct them with most satisfactory results. Your 
Course has proved to be a splendid investment for me. My chief 
regret is that I did not take it at the beginning of my student 
days.’ 

From a Solicitor* 

4 1 have found the Course particularly useful in my business; 
it has helped me to advise far more usefully, and to deal with 
professional work and problems far more efficiently. Altogether 
I have no hesitation whatever in recommending the Pelman 
Course as a wonderful tonic to the mind. No one who practises 
the system perseveringly can possibly fail to receive great 
benefit.* 

From a Clergyman* 

4 It is now twelve months since I used a note of any kind in 
public speaking. I hardly dared to believe that I could so 
completely abandon them. I thought that for special occasions I 
should fall back on notes; but this is not so. This is a great 
satisfaction to me.’ 

From an Architect. 

4 The benefits derived from the Course are inestimable. A 
Pelman student is equipped with a wonderful stock of information 
and devices that cannot fail to help him to get the best out of any 
problem in life. I consider th»* lesson on personality is alone 
worth the whole fee. My position has undoubtedly improved, 
both socially and financially, since I took the Course.’ 


IMMEDIATE BENEFIT. 

“Benefit,” says “Truth,” “ is derived from the very 
first, and this is the general experience of the vast 
majority of the students. Almost before they are 
aware of it the brain is being set methodically to work 
on the lines which will bring out its full capacity*” 

OVER 250,000 MEN AND WOMEN* 

The Pelman Course has already been followed by over 
250,000 men and women. It is directed through the post , and 
is simple to follow. It takes up very little time. It involves 
no hard study. It can be practised anywhere, In the trenches, 
in the office, in the train, in spare minutes during the day. 
And yet in quite a short time it has the effect of developing 
the mind, just as physical exercise develops the muscles, of 
increasing your personal efficiency, and thus doubling your 
all-round capacity and income-earning power. 

A full description of the Pelman Course, with a complete 
synopsis of the lessons, is given in “ Mind and Memory,” a free 
copy of which (together with 44 TRUTH’S” special supplement 
on “ Pelmanism ") will be sent post free to all readers of 
Punch who send a postcard to The Pelman Institute, 
1, Wenharn House, Bloomsbury Street, London, W.C. 1. 
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Take your 

Organisation 

problems 

toM 


A CRITIC of Walter Bagehot 
i \ wrote that he had a genius 
for seeing the obvious facts 
Many organisation problems 
are unsolved because facts that 
stare one in the face go 
unrecognised 

This is very true in connec- 
tion with F iling Everybody 
in the firm, from prin- 
cipal to office boy, han- 
dles papers If the filing 
system is weak, this fact 
lies at the root of delay 
and error 

Bad filing permeates the whole of 
a business 

The solution of the trouble is perfectly 
simple and easily demonstrated By 
adapting to your business that Unit Prin- 
ciple, which is the basis of K & J Filing 
System, we guarantee to put this part of 
your organisation straight 

Call at the nearest K & J Show Room 
and let us talk it over with you 

Get in touch with K &* J 
and Organise for Efficiency 


Firms engaged in 
“ Essential ” War 
Work have the 
first consideration 
“ Turn to K &* J ’* 




London — 


22 St Andrew Street 

Birmingham 20 Temple Street 
Cardiff 5 Church Street 
Leeds 82 Albion Sheet 
Leicester 19 20 Corridor 

Chambers Market Place 
Liverpool SO Castle Street 
Head Office Multigraph Works 
West Bromwich 


Holborn Circus E C 4 
Manchester 7 Blachfriars St 
Newcastle St Nicholas Square 
Sheffield 28 Change Alley 
Swansea 3-5 Goat Street 
Belfast Scottish Provident Bldgs 
Doltegall Square 

Glasgow 166 Buchanan Shed 


Government regulation* do not prevent NEWMAN’S FORTREVIVER being 
told and consumed at all hour*. 

FORTREVIVER 

FORTIFIES and REVIVES 


A 

LIQUEUR 

TONIC 


FRUIT FOOD 
Donble- 
HigMy 
Concentrated 



Entirely 

British 

Made 


Non. 

Alcoholic 


NEWMAN’S FORTH EYIVER 1* composed of the ft neat conoant rated 
fruit Juice* and will be found to be a moat health>gfvlng ton to. It 
contains wonderful Fortifying and Reviving powera and la atrongly 
recommended for all those wishing to retain health and strength. 

Can be taken at all times 

AS AN APPETI8ER— Before Meals. 

A8 A LIQUEUR— After Meals. 

AS A TONIC— Without addition. 

A8 A LONG DRINK— With Soda and a slice of Lemon. 

A8 A STIMULANT- Between Meals. 


Obtainable Everywhere t Large size bottle, 4/8( Smaller size bottle, 9/6* 
Should yon And any difficulty in obtaining Newman's Fortrevivur, apply to 
H. & C. NEWMAN (Dept. E), London Ojtfcc : 41/42, Upper Rnthbonc Place, W. 


Become a GOOD Pianist without constant ‘practising.’ 

My “From Brain to Keyboard** System, recommended and used personally 

by Sir Frederick Bridge, C.V.O., other prominent musicians, and hundreds 
of professional pianists and teachers, applies to all pianists and would-bo 
pianists. No apparatus or special notation. 

The System enables 

The BEQ1NNER to learn pleasantly in a fraction 
of the time usually spent on dreary practising. 

The AVERAGE PLAYER to Improve v 

rapidly, with a smalt amount of practice 

and no drudgery. y*- MOO 

The GOOD FLAYER to fcstR A ^ W SUOOMful 

Pupils. 

SSRg fir IU0STRATE0 BOOK. 
"Light dr Pianoforte Pitying.’ ’ 

# Title Book explains my way of teaching by 

w POSTAL LESSONS, and the fee l charge. Ada >ted to 

pianists of every Grade. Apply for booklet to-day, but do not omit to state w ictber 
average or advanced player, or, 11 a beginner, whether you can or cannot play at 
sight a simple hymn tunc. Send 3d. for part war-time coat and postage. 

y Square, LONDON 

t There Is only ene ‘Front Brain 
to Keyboard * System, the or/. 
ginal one In every sen»e. 


tip a high standard 
and to improve 

without any key- 
board prac- 
tice at all. 




Q. MACDONALD SMITH, Mb, Bloomsbury Square, LONDON, W.O. 1. 

Trom Siam to Reuboard. 


Invalids Enjoy 

Ecnger s Food. Letters from doctors and nurses continually voice the 
gratitude of patients for it. Invalid after invalid writes to say It is the 
one hood of which they never tire.” The case with which 


FOOD 

is digested and absorbed makes it most welcome to patients, and it ranks 
highest among nutritive foods. 

Benger’s forms with milk a dainty cream, which is absorbed with little 
digestive effort. The different method of preparing it (sa directions) is the 
measure of its advantages over other foods. 

Berger’s Food is entirely British in origin, ownership and manufacture. 

It is sold in tins by Chemists, etc., everywhere. 

A most interesting booklet about this most Interesting Food tost free from: 

BENGER'S FOOD LTD., MANCHESTER, Expand. 


Nkw YORK SO, BeekmanSt. 


Branch Office* 

Sydney 117, Pitt St. Depots throughout Canada. 
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The Lady . ‘ On, my valiant lord, how rejoiced I am -io see you sale! Hut think you it was wise to mono home yon 

LOATHLY BEAST? TlIE FOOD-HOARDING ORDER, YOU KNOW ” 


“ I hope this is a good bird,” said I, At length Fuslace’s circulation was I orders to release him when our objee- 
“ nippy and all that ? ” declared restored and the three sot live was readied, and obedience is 

The faucier snorted, “ Good bird? about harnessing themselves for war, second naturo with me. 

Nothing can’t stop *im, barrages, smoke, encasing thoir legs in sandbags, wind- f secured my message fo his leg, 
nothing. \E ’s deserved the V.C. scores ing endless mufflers round their heads wished him luck and tossed him high 
of times over; e ’s the best biid in the and donning innumerable odd overcoats, in the air. A swirl of snow hid him 
army, an’ don't you forget it, Sir.” so that their final appearance was more i from view. 

1 promised not to, caught up the that 6f apple-women than scouts. I didn’t call at II. Q. when l returned, 

basket and fled. Wo then set out for the battle, Bert I went straight homo to bed and stayed 

I reached the neighbourhood of the leading the way towards the barrage there. Ay they did not send for me and 
line at about 2 a.m. It was snowing which was cracking and banging away I heard no more about it 1 conjectured 
hard and the whole front was sugared in yellow flashes over the Bosch lines. that the infallible Fustaco had got back 
over like a wedding-cake, every track Presently we heard a muffled hail to his bus and all was well. Never- 
and landmark obliterated. For some ahead. theless 1 had a sort of uneasy fooling 

hours I groped about seeking Battalion “ Wazzcrmatter, Bert?” Alf shouted, about him. 1 heard no more of it for 

H.Q., tripping over hidden wire, tobog- “They’ve quit — slung their ’ook,” ten days, and then, out walking one 

anning down snow-masked craters into ewe the voice. afternoon, 1 humped into the pigeon- 

icy shell-holes, the inimitable Eustace Tfifty yards brought us bumping tip fancier. There was no way of avoiding 
with mo. Finally I fell head-first into against Bert, who was prodding through the man; the hino was only four feet 
a dug-out inhabited by throe ancient the debris of a Gorman post with the wide, bounded by nine-foot walls with 
warriors, who wero sitting round a point of his bayonet. glass on top. So f hailed opposite him, 

brazier sucking cigarettes. They wore “ So the swines have beat it ? ” said smiled my prettiest and asked after 

Brigade Scouts, they told me, and were Fred. “ Any soovenirs ? ” Eustace. “ So glad he got homo all 

going over presently. They were also “ Nah ! ” said Bert, spitting, “ not a right,” said I ; “ a great bird that.” 
Good Samaritans, one of thorn, Fred, blinkin’ 'am-sandwich.” The fancier glared at mo, his sour 

giving me his seat by the fire and a “Is this really our objective? ” 1 eyes sparkling, his fists opening and 

mug of scalding cocoa, while his col- asked. shutting. I felt that only hitter dis- 

leagues, Messrs. Alf and Bert, attended “ It is, Sir,” Bert replied. “ Best sit cipline stood between them and my 

to Eustace, who needed all the atten- down and keep quiet ; the rest of the throat. 

tion he could get. I caught snatches boys will bo along in a jiffy, and thoy \1 “Ay, Sir,” said he, speaking with 

of their conversation here and there: bomb their own grandmothers when difficulty, “ lie ’s a great bird, hut not 

"Shall us toast ’im over the brazier a they ’re worked up.” the bird he was. lie got home all right 

bit, Alf?” 11 Wonder if a drop o’ rum I put my hand in the basket and yesterday, but very stiff , in the logs 

would ’earten *im?” “Tip it into his dragged Eustaco forth. He didn’t look from walking every step o’ the way.” 

jaws when *o yawns, Bert. up to V.C. form. Still I had explicit Patlandkr. 
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THE MARK IV. LIGHT POCKET 
CIGARETTE CASE. 

It was fcho cvo of my oral examina- 
tion in the Lewis gun. 

I was sitting in my billet with a large 
note-book on my lap, testing myself 
with questions of 44 Mechanism," of 
“ Points after Firing," of 44 General De- 
scription "—in fact with all kinds of 
questions which might in any way ho 
connected with the 44 Light Automatic 
•303 inch Lewis Machine Gun." I was 
trying to practise concentration and 
hardly looked up when the door opened 
and a Staff-Sergeant-Instructor entered 
the room. Ho did not, I think, salute, 
though I am sure that his cap was on, 
but, producing au oblong cigarotte-caso 
(which, now that I como to think of it, 
was, I believe, my own), he arrostcd 
my attention. I had no time to say 
anything, for ho started off with his 
lecture straightaway 

44 ’Ere wo ’ave the Mark IV. Light 
Pocket Cigarette Case. Take it down 
in your note-book, please, Sir, under 
the heading 4 General Description.* It 
is made of aluminium for lightness: 
length, 5 $ inches; broadth, 3 £ inches; 
weight, when empty, 2J ounces, when 
full, 31 ounces. It consists of two 
slightly curved hoblong pans — the 
HU1TEII PAN and the lower pan. The 
hupper pan is convex and the lower 
pan is concave." 

Hero ho paused; then with great 
emphasis he wont on : 44 The reason 
why : in border for the case to come 
flush against the ribs of a mans body. 
The two pans are fastened together by 
a hinge and a iiaxis-pin. The haxis- 
pin may bo removed with the aid of a 
Mark IV. punch by lapping from right 
to left — 50. 

44 At the hopposito side of the lowor 
pan wo ’ave a stud, which protrudes 
through a slot or cut-away portion 
of the lip. It is a matter of hin-differ- 
onco which way you call it. This stud 
is known as tho catch-spring iiaotuat- 
lng-stud, because it haetuates tho 
catch-spring. 

44 In order to hactuato tho catch-spring 
you depress the catch-spring-hactuat- 
ing stud with tho thumb of tho right 
’and — in this manner; and ho sure you 
remember, Sir, on the day of the exam- 
ination, that in border to be a good 
instructor you must illustrate as well 
as demonstrate . 

44 1 now hopon the cigarotte-caso — so 
— and on tho hinsido of tho lip of the 
lower pan wo see the catch -spring, 
which consists of a steel spring rib anti 
a projection which is hundorcut. 

44 Tho spring rib is made of stool for 
strength and is of two pattorns. The 
Mark J. pattern is shortor in length 


than the Mark II. pattern, which wo 
’ave hero, and is *old in position by one 
scrow only. It has now been con- 
demned and i3 only liissuod to the 
Expeditionary Forces, so we will con- 
tent ourselves with tho description of 
tho Mark II. pattern spring-rib which 
is lilted to this case. 

“ It is ’eld in position by two small 
screws, one at hoither end. Tho scrow 
on tho right is known as tho right 

CATCH - SPRING - RIB - FIXING-SCREW, and 

the screw on the left is known as the 

LEFT CATCH-SPRING-RIB- FIXING-SCREW. 

“Each scrow is marked with a num- 
bor. Ono scrow is marked with a one 
and tho other scrow is marked with a 
TWO. The RIGHT C ATCH- SPRING- HIB- 

FrxiNG screw is marked with a " 

Ho paused as though leaving me to 
complete tho limorick. Without look- 
ing up from my note-hook I blurted 
out 44 a ONE." 

41 Wrong and hhicorrect, Sir," ho re- 
plied. “Tho right catch -spring -rib- 
fixing-scrow is marked with a two and 
tho loft catch-spring-rib-fixing-screw is 
marked with a one." 

44 Why on earth didn’t they mark 
them tho other way round?" I pro- 
tested. 

Ilia answer upheld tho oldest tra- 
ditions of tho Army. 

14 Because , Sir," ho said, 44 there was 
a Liberal Guv-or-minfc in powor at tho 
timo. And we will now go on to consider 
tho projection which is hundorcut. It 
is dovetailed into tho stool spring-rib 
and is hundorcut in border to provide 
a llange which springs into a corre- 
sponding clearance or rce- cess on tho 
inside of tho lip of the hupper pan 
when tho pressure of tho thumb of the 
right ’and on tho catch-spring-hactuat- 
ing-stud is released." 

“One minute, Sergeant," I said; 
“what’s that little scratch intended 
for ? ’’ 

He hesitated, and for a moment I 
thought that I had caught him out, 
hut only for a moment. “ That small 
groove , Sir," he replied, with an air of 
finality, “is for tho Harmourer," which 
of courso settled tho question. 

44 The Mark IV. Light Pocket Cigar- 
otto-case,’ 1 ho went on, “contains, when 
full, twenty -eight rounds, fourteen 
rounds in the hupper pan and fourteen 
rounds in tho lowor pan — twenty-eight 
in hall. Each pan is provided with a 
strip of Mark VII. Russian silk elas- 
tic, which holds the rounds in position. 
There are two methods of unloading — 
(a) Deliberate, (b) Rapid. In border 
to give you practice in loading before 
unloading I will now unload according 
to method ( b ). Standard time, three 
seconds." 

IIo gripped the cigarette-case firmly 


in ono hand, holding it opon, and 
started to shake it —gently at first, then 
more and more violently. Apparently 
some of the rounds refused to be shaken 
out, and, losing all control of him- 
self, ho banged the cigarotte-caso on 
the table; even my chair scorned to 
vibrate. 

Then at last I opened my eyes. 
Russell was standing over mo shaking 
my shoulder. 

“You’vo been snoozing, old dear," 
he said. 44 Get a move on or it will be 
midnight before you’ve finished your 
notos. navo a gasper?" 

Ho drew a cigarette-case from his 
pocket as ho spoke. 

44 Thanks," I said, looking at it sus- 
piciously ; 44 1 prefer a pipe." 


THE PLEASURES AND PAINS OF MEMORY. 

The correspondence on 44 Facial 
Memory" in The Spectator seoms to 
havo infected our readers also. At 
least this seems to bo tho only expla- 
nation of tho budget of letters on the 
subject which. Mr. Punch has lately 
received and from which he publishes 
the following selection : — 

The Predominant Feature. 

Much Torch am, Herts. 

Sir, — It is an interesting question in 
connection with facial memory which 
feature impresses itself most deeply on 
the recollection. Personally 1 am in- 
clined to give tho preference to the 
nose. This may he due to tho fact 
that my own family is remarkable for 
tho prominence of that organ. Indeed 
l had an uncle, a well-known entomo- 
logist, whoso nose was so long and sot 
at such a peculiar angle that ho could 
not smoke a cigarette without burning 
the tip. He was a bachelor, a man of 
considerable means, and I never forgot 
him. Tho colour of people’s eyes I. 
rarely notice, but I find a squint a de- 
cided assistance to memory. Thus I 
recognised an old schoolfellow who w r as 
afflicted in this way after an interval of 
upwards of forty years. Rut I ought 
to add that ho also had a pronounced 
nose and a game leg. Voices, again, I 
seldom forgot. Jowktt’s voice, as 1 
havo noticed in my Conversations with 
Celebrities (Vol. III. page 289), was of 
a cheerful chirping timbre that at once 
arrnstod the oar, and his nose too, 
though not pronounced, was character- 
istic (see page ,294). Indeed I cannot 
help thinking that it would bo a safer 
method for our police to tpke impres- 
sions of tho noses of criminals than to 
rely on finger-prints. But as I havo 
dealt exhaustively with this subject in 
my Luminous Lucubrations (Vol. IV. 
page 792) I may content myself hero 




Pucijist Visitor . “ Wkll, little maid, and where is yolk daddy?' 
P. V. “Ah I And what is iie doing there?” 

I\ V. “Dear! dear! And when is he coming home? * 


Small Scots Patriot. “In France. ’* 

S. S. P. (stoutly), “Killing Gf.urmans.” 

S. S.P . (very stoutly). “When he's fkenisiied wi’ them a’.” 


with a brief statement of my convic- 
tion. 

I am, Yours faithfully, 

Lemuel Long mi he. 

A Cruel Contretemps. 

Emperor's Gate , 8. W. 

Sir, — 1 much sympathize with those 
whoso memory for faces plays them 
false, having long suffered from this 
defect. It is not that I forget faces (in 
this respect my momory is truly royal) 
but that I am uuablo to pigeon-hole 
their owners. For example, I romem bor 
meeting a smartly-dressed man in Pall 
Mali years ago whose face was porfoctly 
familiar. As ho showed symptoms of 
recognition I stopped and shook hands 
with him, wlion to my horror it turned 
out that it was my tailor, to whom at 
the time 1 owed a rather heavy bill. I 
am bound (o say that he seemed evon 
more embarrassed than I was ; but I 
don’t think that tailors ought to fre- 
quent Pall Mall during the daylight. 

Yours faithfully, 

“ Noblesse Oblige.” 


A Strange Story. I 

The Oaks , GuUimjhani. 

Sir, This correspondence on the ! 
subject of memory is most interesting. * 
Perhaps you will allow me to contribute 
an experience of my own. As a rule, 
my memory lor names and faces is 
excellent, hut it is subject to occasional 
lapsos. For example a few years ago 
a young man accosted me in the street 
as 1 was leaving my house, reminding 
me that he had onco been in my service 
as a boot-boy. ire knew my name, 
though I had forgotten all about him, . 
and asked my assistance to enable him I 
to pay his railway fare to Gloucester, j 
whore his father was lying dangerously ; 
ill. I lent him a sovereign, which he! 
promised to repay mo; but from that j 
day to this I have never hoard from or 
of him. Strange to say I found that 
he had told a similar story to several 
other residents in the neighbourhood. 
As his narrative was most circumstan- 
tial and his manner convincing, it has 
occurred to me that he was also suffer- 


ing from a lapse of memory, although 
his last words to mo were that he would 
novel* forget iny kindness. 

I am, Sir, yours truly, 

Samuel Swallow. 

“ Lest we Remember.” 

Look-a h cad Instil ute, 

7111, Knujsxcay. 

Sir,— M ost contributors to this corre- 
spondence proceed on the assumption 
that a good momory is a blessing and 
a thing to he cultivated. Personally 1 
am of opinion that it is far more im- 
portant for success in life to cultivate 
the art of judicious oblivion. As the 
poet says, “ ’Tis madness to remem- 
ber, Tis wisdom to forget.” Acting on 
this view 1 have organised a School of 
Scientific Forgetfulness. Full particu- 
lars will bo sent on application to mo 
at tho subjoined address ; but 1 may 
say that my main aim is to disburden 
tho mind of useless knowledge and to 
enable students to concentrate their 
attention on the needs of tho moment. 
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Gratifying results liavo already been 
obtained, and one of my pupils, whom 
I have taught to eliminate all recollec- 
tion of what he had learned at school 
and the University, has been appointed 
to an important post in the new Min- 
istry of Information. 

lam, Sir, yours obediently, 

An mm w Tn uuston. 

The Passing of the Horse. 

“ Fifteen hundred dollars Sausage Making 
Plant at sacrifice or exchange for five passenger 
car (latest ).”— Montreal Daily Star. 

“Tho Premier's wife also visited Hamp- 
stead, where sho was met by 50 ladies in 
national costume,”— Morning Post. 

What exactly is tho national costume of 
the Hampstead Heathens ? 

“Tho United Statos Government wireless 
stations transmit the following mossago from 
Washington: — The Food Commission an- 
nounces that tho meatless days have saved 
140,000,000 pounds of beer in four months." 

Manchester Paper. 

Although it is perhaps unusual to 
reckon beer by the pound, this is indeod 
good news for the members of the 
United Kingdom Alliance. 


THE HOLE. 

Links to a Phospective Tenant. 
This is The Hole ; and hero, my friend, 
Your lossor all hut mot his end, 

Only the gods were good 
When out of heaven swung the bomb, 
Diverting mo a moment from 
My day-long dreams of food. 

Yet, as I organised a queue 
Of such as congregate to view 
Whatever sport 's afoot, 

And heard men saying every minuto 
That “you could put two taxis in it" 
(But I had nono to put) — 

I mostly wondored if you *d mind 
This gaping orifice behind 
Your future kitchen-door; 

Yet fancied you 'd be quite content 
(If anything, 1 felt the rent 
Should ho a little more). 

For think how scarce the croquet-lawns 
In which this kind of crater yawns. 

So beautiful, so deep ; 

In all this suburb, bruised and charred, 
No hole is held in more regard— 

And you can have it cheap. 

Only you must not fill it in, 

But for all time tho Prussians' sin 


Shall he attested bore ; 

Others may mend their premises, 

We 'll keep our wreckage as it is, 

The perfect souvonir. 

Save that around shall yew-trees grow 
And some small tablet let men know 
How nearly I was downed, 

And folk will come in flocks to see 
Who would not visit you or mo 
On any other ground. 

And if your friends’ war-ardour dies, 

Or should your terrier fraternise 
With dachshunds in tho street, 

Show them tho hole and tell them bits 
About tho wickedness of Fritz 
And how ho must be beat. 

Maybo the croquet won’t bo grand, 

But what a hazard lies at band 
For clock-golf, don’t you think? 

Or you may line the thing with tin 
For gold-fish to revolve therein 
Or puppy dogs to drink. 

And since men say no second shell 
Whore ono has fallen over fell, 

And I should like to know, 

When next you hear the Archies roll 
Pleaso put your household in tho hole, 
And see if this is so . A. P, H. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday , March 4 th . — In moving 
that a grant of twenty- five thousand 
pounds bo made to the widow of Sir 
Stanley Maude the Prime Minister 
paid a noble tribute to this very perfect, 
gentle knight who, after deeds that, 
restored the Nation’s faith in itself, fell 
a victim to his own chivalry. The 
motion was approved ncmine coni rad i - 
ccnle, Mr. Snowden being nobody. 

My congratulations to Lieutenant- 
Colonel Wilt* Thorne on his now rank 
and to the 1st Battalion Essex Volun- 
teers on having a C.O. who, in addition 
to other merits, has a voice that should 
be the envy of the sergeants* mess. 

The Minister for Agriculture was 
much heckled regarding the shortage 
of pigs, and when told that not a single 
? sty should be left unfilled, was under- 
istood to say that that depended more 
upon the sows in the country than 
upon the bores at Westminster. The 
House had a further proof of Mr. 
Pkotheuq’h practical knowledge of ; 
farming when, in alluding to the relax- 
ation of local by-laws, he casually re- 
marked that “ no man minds the smell 
of his own pig.” 

Tuesday, March 5th m — Of all the 
Membora of the House the last I should 
have suspected, jprimd facie, of sym- 
pathy with Bolshevism is Mr. Morrell, | 
who is the brother-in-law of a Duke 
and drosses the part to perfection. But 
Pacifism, like Poverty, introduces one to 
strange associates, and Mr. Morrell, 
it appears, has in public meeting 
advised the British proletariat to adopt 
Russian methods. But if he wants to 
ho taken seriously ho must grow a 
heard a la Lenin and eschew clean 
collars and soap. 

It was, of course, very ungenerous of 
Mr. Lynch and Mr. Pringle to com- 
plain that Sir Eric Geodes was read- 
ing his speech, and the Speaker was 
quito right in rebuking them. All the 
same I think the First Lord, who can 
make a very good speech if he cares to, 
would find that his statements of naval 
policy would gain in effectiveness if lie 
trusted more to his memory and less 
to his manuscript. 

For one Parliamentary innovation, 
howovor, he deserves our thanks, and 
that was the exhibition of an minimise 
diagram, illustrating the downward 
tendency of the U-boat depredations. 
There are other orators who might 
with advantage imitate this method. 
In fact there are some whose speeches 
would be more enjoyablo if they were 
all diagrams. 

The best nows that Sir Eric had to 
impart was that tho Allies have at last 
realised the necessity of uniformity in 


naval as well as military policy; tho 
worst was that owing to labour troubles 
(for I didn’t gather that ho attributed 
any blame to Admiralty methods of 
dealing with the shipbuilding trade) our 
output had fallen far below last year’s 
record. 



Tin: Envy ov tiie Sergeants' 
T*t. Coi.. Win. Thorne. 


Wednesday, March Cyth . — Visitors 
who repaired to tho Upper House in 
tho hope of hearing some brilliant 
epigrams from Lord Ribblesdale, who 
sought a return of the Government's 
“ semi-ministerial, semi-dcpartmontal, 
and semiofficial” appointments, had 
first to sit. through a debate on tho 
important hut seldom exhilarating topic 
of foot-and-mouth disease. This de- 



KHIC ; OK, LITTLE BY LITTLE. 

“ There ’s as bad fish in the sea as over came 
out of it.** 

Sir Eiuc Geddes. 


pressing prelude may havo taken the 
sparkle out of Lord Ribblesdale, who 
was not nearly so sprightly as usual. 
In fact tho best joke of the afternoon 
came from Lord Hylton, who on behalf 
of tho Government refused to givo the 
return because it would use up too 
much paper. 

On this subject Parliament is waking 
up. In the Commons complaint was 
m ado that a pamphlet published by the 
Board of Agriculturo contained two 
pages of complimentary matter, and 
Sir R. Winfrey promised that such a 
lapso from official frigidity should not 
occur again. In futuro tho motto of 
tho departments will be that of tho 
Dictionary of National Biograjrfiy, “No 
flowers, by request.” 

Like all popular assemblies tho House 
of Commons passes rapidly from mood 
to mood. Members of all parties wore 
plunged in sadness this afternoon by 
tho untimely death of John Redmond, 
snatched away just when his distracted 
country most needed his moderating 
influence. Of the many tributes paid 
to his memory none was more moving 
than the few simple words in which 
Sir Edward Carson told of a friend- 
ship begun when they went on the 
Leinster circuit together and lasting 
unshattcred by all tho storms of poli- 
tical controversy. 

Within an hour Sir Edward was tho 
centre of a very different scene. Chal- 
lenged to say whether he approved of 
the supersession of Lord Jelliuoe he 
startled the House by the revelation 
that, though a member of tho War 
Cabinet at tho time, he had never been 
consulted on tho subject, and that ho 
considered it“ a national calamity.” Sir 
Charles Seely was not expressing a 
solitary view when he said, “May. I ask 
whether there is any Government? ” 

From Mr. Bon Alt Law we learned 
that there is a Government, but that it 
is not considered nocossary to consult 
it over such trivialities as the appoint- 
ment of tho director of our naval 
strategy. That is a matter solely for 
tho civilian who happens to be First 
Lord, who may, however, and in this 
instance did, take the opinion of an- 
other civilian who happens to bo Prime 
Minister. 

Thursday , March 7th. — Mr. Byrne 
seemed to bo disappointed to learn 
that in Ireland (where Mr. Duke has 
been engaged in teaching the young 
idea not to shoot) no prisoners are now 
being forcibly fed, and that those who 
refuse to take food liavp to take the 
consoquencos instead. He doos not 
approve of those substitutes. 

That indefatigable sleuthhound, Major 
Hunt, scored a notable triumph. His 
discovery that “a large silk raanu- 
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Medical Officer. “Bless me, my lad, wiiat i>o you weigh?" llccruit . “Eigiit-stun-two, including hone, Sir.' 


factory ” in Stafford sliiro had boon pur- 
chased by “a Gorman woman” was 
pronounced by Sir Albert Stanley to 
bo singularly accurate, save that “ tho 
largo silk manufactory ” was a small 
fancy- shop, and that “the German 
woman ” bad boon married to an 
Englishman for fifteen years. 

Even in those days a Voto of Credit 
for six hundred millions is rather a 
large doso to swallow at a singlo gulp, 
but Mr. Bonar Law sugar-coated bis 
pill with tho explanation that it would 
enable tho House to have along holiday 
at Whitsuntide. As he also announced 
a slight but welcome diminution in tho 
daily rate of expenditure, and furnished 
a candid but, on tho whole, encouraging 
account of the position on our numer- 
ous fronts, there was little criticism, 
and tho Vote was carried just in time 
for Members to bo “ marooned ” in the 
Tubes. — 

What our Pro-Consuls have to suffer. 

“To-day is tho Governor’s birthday. His 
Excelloncy's quotation in Lady Bertram's 
Birthday Book is 

Vis consili expers mole ruit sua. 

His Excellency’s career in Coy Ion has 
already vorifiod its truth .” — Ceylon Paper. 

** Thoro wore in the Dominion largo quantities 
r S. P. Hagnum.moss, found to bo suitable 
lor dressing wounds.” 

Taranaki Daily News (New Zealand ). 
Wo welcome the appearance of this now 
scientist. 


APPEALS TO THE YOUNG. 

People who say that there is any 
lack of cntei prise in the thousand-and- 
ono Ministries of economy and propa- 
ganda aro wofully out of it. Energy 
is conspicuous everywhere. An idea 
of the thoroughness with which tho 
Eood-Oontrol authorities aro doing their 
job may bo gathered by a few extracts 
from tho advance proofs of a series of 
now versions of favourite tales for 
children which are about to he issued 
on tho principle that you cannot catch 
the mind too tender. 

Wo do not quote tho stories in full, 
but morely those parts whore the hand 
of tho Food -Controller has fallen 
heaviest. Hero, for oxarnplo, is a vital 
passage from tho revision of 

“ Little Bed Biding -Hood ” : — 

“Now, Riding-Hood, ’’said her mother, 
“I want you to take this basket of eat- 
ables over to your grannie’s." 

“ What have you put into it, mother? ” 
asked tho little girl. 

“ Thoro ’s a pound of butter, a dozen 
eggs and six sausages,” was the reply. 

“ But, my dear mother,” oxclaimed 
the child, “have you not read about 
rations? This is a very unpatriotic and 
dangerous proceeding.” 

“ Nonsense 1 ” said her mother ; “ tho 
only danger is the Wolf.”. 

“ On the contrary,” replied Little Hod 


Hiding-Hood, “I consider the Wolf as 
comparatively negligible. What T fear 
is Lord Rhondda. My conscience also 
forbids me to contravene tho regula- 
tions.” 

“ Bless you, my daughter ! ” said her 
mother. “What a treasure you are! 
I was only testing your character and 
now I am satisfied.” 

And with these words Little Red 
Hiding-Hood was presented with a now 
shilling, a beautiful doll and a packet 
of Lupicidc. 

A somewhat similar motive is to he 
found in tho next extract: — 

From the, new “ Hansel and GrctelF 

Tho two hungry childron were walk- 
ing hand-in-hand in tho dark forest. 
At length they saw in front of thorn a 
clearing among tho trees. 

“ A house ! ” cried Hansel ; and thoy 
both began to run towards it. 

“ Such a curious little cottage,” they 
exclaimed when they came near it. 

In a few minutes they had reached 
it, aud Grotel, struck by something odd 
about tho appoaranco of it, touched tho 
wall with her hand. “ Why, it ’s built 
of cake,” sho cried dolightodly. 

“And tho roof is mado of butter- 
scotch,” said her brother as he broke 
off a pieco. “ And it ’s good too,” he 
added as well as ho could with his 
mouth too full. 

So tho children ato till their hunger 




‘■Is IT VT.UY l'OWKia' , UL?" 

••It is, lady. Foil instance if the hi: wab a Gotha two milks ur it would bring it down to five hundred yards.” 
“And then I surrotus one of oun riflemen would deal with it?” 


left them. Then, being well brought 
up, they began to inflect that perhaps 
they were doing wrong. “ No, littlo 
sister,” said Hansel gravely, “ wo will 
not go to the front-door. This is food- 
hoarding — a crime against the State.” 

“Yos,” said (Irotel, “and peculiarly 
ingonious too, for who would think of 
seeking for hidden comestibles among 
the materials of the very fabric of the 
building?” 

“ Exactly so,” replied Hansel, “ and 
the guilt of the hoarder thus becomes 
the more serious. Let us hasten away 
and find a policeman.” 

So tho two littlo patriots wanderod on, 
although suffering the pangs of greed, 
until their search was ro warded. . . . 

It is generally supposed that the 
story of Blue. Beard illustrates callous 
turpitude to tho full. Hut tho Food 
Department havo a different opinion, 
and in their version of the legend 
other aud even more serious crimes aro 
added to liis account : duplicity and an 
anti-social spirit almost beyond de- 
scription. 

From the new “ Blue Beard." 

After her husband had gone and the 
last sound of his oar had died away the 


wifo of Blue Hoard tiptoed up the stairs 
and came to the door of tho secret 
room. In defiance of all his instruc- 
tions and in breathless haste she tried 
the keys, and at length found one which 
turned in the lock. 

Sho paured and, placing her hand on 
her bosom to still the tumultuous heat- 
ing of her heart, she silently entered and 
closed the door behind her. 

Soino hours later her lord returned 
and found her seated in her boudoir, 
pale hut collected. Gazing into her eyes 
lie said sternly, “ Have you visited the 
secret room in my absence, madam?” 

The colour mounted to her checks 
as sho ran and throw her arms about 
his neck. “ You darling,” she cried, 
tears of joy coursing down her rosy 
cheeks, 11 how kind of you ! — not to lot 
me know! — such heaps of margarine, 
such quantities of sugar, such — 

“ Hush, my dear,” said her dastard 
lord, looking round him with the appre- 
hensive manner peculiar to tho worst 
kind of citizen ; “ remember — the ser- 
vants.” — 

Polyphone for Gramophone. 

“ Parrot, grand talker ; 4 yoars ; will ex- 
change for good Gramophone and Records.” 

, Manchester Paper. 


Shortage. 

A certain young woman of Iloddesdon 
Asked for lunch — aud they gave her a 
modest ’un. 

“ We ’ve no butter or bread 
Or potatoes,” they said, 

“ And all the hsh (oven the cod) is done.” 

Answer to Correspondent. — No, 
Horace, the quotation, “ His fair round 
belly with food-coupons lined,” is not, 
as you supposo, from Bacon's As You 
Like It , but from Rhondda’s Whether 
Yon Like It Or Not . 


“We can honestly recommend those who 
were not there last night to go to-night to 
another performance they are having at tho 
Church of England Institute commencing at 
9.30 and wo feci sure that it will please even 
tho most oxacting. Tho funeral takes place 
this evening .” — Hyderabad Bulletin . 

Tho English take their pleasures sadly 
— even in India. 


“ BANDS OF HOPE, 

43rd annual meeting of union, 

Staggering Possibilities.” 

Local Paper . 

Surely these are just the possibilities 
which Bands of Hope were intended 
to prevent. 
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No. 5. 

Fine Hemstitched and Em- 
broidered Cotton Sheets, for 
Single Beds only. Size 2 by 
3 yards. 

Usual price 14/9 each. 

Sale price 1 1/9 each. 

.^•Xvov 

SOTS 0 0 0 „ 0 • 0 n ° • 
0 0 0 °„ D a °i 

4 p 0 *D°.> a a>. 

■S.'.ViVs- 


WARING & GILLOW’S 

WHITE SALE 

ProceediM ^^ 



0338/ 


No. 10. 

40 dozen Ladies Fancy Wliite 
Embroidered Handker- 
chiefs. Special offer. 
Usual price 9/l 1 

Sale price 7/6 doz to clear 


Handsome exclusive design in Fine 
Hand Woven Irish Double Damask 
Tablecloth. Louis XVI Trellis stvle. 


Size 2 by 2 yds. 
Usual price 35/6 

Sale price 29/6 

Sire 2 by 24 yds. 

Usual price ....42/6 

Sale price 35/6 

Size 2 by 3 yds. 

Usual pric e 49/6 

Sale price 42/6 


Size 24 by 24 yds. 

Usual price 53/- 

Sale price 4«»/6 

Sire 24 by 3 yds. 

Usual price 6.V- 

Salepiice 55/- 

Size 24 by 4 yds. 

Usual price 85'- 

Sale price 75/- 




TABLE NAPKINS to match. 

27 by 27 inches. 

Usual price ...63/6 doz. I Sale price . 55 - doz. 


No. 350R.— Exclusive Adams design in 
Real Irish Double Damask Tabic Cloths. 
Heavy make and a good wearing quality. 

Size 2 by 2 yds.— Usual price 26 9 

,, „ „ Sale price 20/- 

Sizc 2 by 24 yds, — Usual price.... 31 6 

.. m Sale price 25,9 

Size 24 by 3 yds.— U bubI price 37/6 

„ „ ff Sale price 29 6 

TABLE NAPKINS to match. 

27 by 27 inches. 

Usual price ...38 6 doz. | Sale price... 2 9 6 doz. 
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CIGARETTE 
SITUATIONS— No. 5. 

When parting is to-morrow, 
Aristons induce to-night a 
full appreciation of every 
hastening moment’s pleasure 

To make enjoyment fuller, and 
to restore a just perspective — to 
enhance pleasure or to mollify 
discontent — smoke Aristons, 
tho Cigarettes of rich, sweet 
mellowness that is due to 
chance of blending but that 
price cannot buy in any other 
cigarette known. 

O 

A rrange with y our tobacconist to send a regular supply 
to your Naval or Military Friend . Quantities of 200 
are duty free and carriage paid. A riston No. 10—151; 
Ariston Gold Ttpped — 15!-, or Neb-Ka No. 2 — /•?/-• 

Obtainable from all hlfth-class tobacconists or from 
MURATTI'8 Ltd., West End Depot, 28, Piccadilly, London, VV. 


Aria ton No. 10. Large, 
Dubcc. 

xoo— 0/4 50-4 m 

Ar'aton Gold Tipped. 

(aact.) Medium Dubcc. 
ioo-9/4 50—4/S ao— 1/11 


ARISTON 

Cigarettes. 


Ariston Dellcat for those 
who prefer a small cigarette, 
too— 6 10 50-3/5 25-I/8J 

Neb Ka No. Large 

Turkish. 

100—8/4 50 4/2 

20—1/8 10— lod. 


B. MURATTI, SON'. A CO. LTD., Man 'heater. 


London, Paris, New York. 





who values a clean healthy skin should use only 

SAPON Soaps 

These soaps do not leave a scum on basin, sponge 
or skin as all other soaps do. They quickly allay 
skin irritation from whatever cause by extracting the 
dirt from the pores of the skin, and impart a soft velvety 
smoothness to the face and hands, creating a healthy 
and invigorating glow throughout the whole body. 

Entirely Different from ali. other Soaps. 

RUSSIAN TAR SOAP . . 4d. per Tablet 

IDEAL (sweet-scented) SOAP . 3d. „ 

All '* Sapon” Soaps lather freely In any water, hard or soft. 

Obtainable through ,• 

The Civil Service Stores, Hayrnarket, and principal 
Stores in London and Provinces ; also through Boots 
Drug Stores in all the principal cities and towns. Any 
Store, Grocer or Chemist can obtain it for you from 

'SAPON SOAPS, LIMITED 

Sapon House, London Bridge, E.C. 4. 


SAPON Wonderful 



* 

* 

* 

* 


CTAe SENTINEL 

STEAM WACCON 

T HE smart, compact, 
business like appear- 
ance of the Sentinel Steam 
Waggon, attracts customers, 
and the fact that the goods are 
quickly and safely delivered to 
their destination earns the en- 
thusiastic recommendation of 
customers. The Sentinel co- 
operates with its users by saving 
time, money, labour and worry. 
Numerous big firms throughout 
the country have replaced their 
petrol waggons with Sentinel 
steamers. 


THE PROOF 
FOR THE ASKING. 

Alley & MacLellan Ltd, 
Shrewsbury. 


NOTE- 

Only one 
driver is 
required. 



SENTINEL 

THE ECONOMICAL STEAM WACCON 
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DEEDS THAT OUGHT TO WIN THE V.C. 


Tub Suu-T.irutbnant takes the Admikai.’s Queen. 


THE FAMILY MOTTO. 

“ Ab uno disco omncs remarked the 
Adjutant, who had been examining 
some German prisoners and was dis- 
coursing on Iho maimers of the Bosch. 

In the old days, when we despised 
margarine and matches, the Adjutant 
was a classical master at a public school, 
and ho still talks, as the Colonel once 
told him, “like the end pages of tho 
dictionary.” 

“Your knowledge of Latin makes 
you tho best misunderstood man in 
the division,” observed tho Captain. 
“ Yesterday, for example, my orderly 
asked me whore Quoanto was, and what 
it had to do with the War. That 
lloored mo, but on making inquiries I 
found he had heard you remark that 
we seemed to bo fighting now chiefly 
to restore the status quo ante . Ho was 
under the impression that you said tho 
‘State of Quoante/ and thought tho 
place must bo one of the South Ameri- 
can Republics. 

“The Sergeant-Major, by the way, 
seems to think your Latin tags are an 
original form of swearing. It would be 
& revelation to you, old chap, to hear 
him freely interpreting them to de- 
faulters. And you should notice the 
subalterns looking intelligent when you 


are talking like a Homan senator. Re- 
minds me of young Fudge, who hadn’t 
enough Latin to enable him to trans- 
late his family motto. 

“Fudge, in spite of his unhappy 
name, was quite a nice lad, tho son of a 
Midland manufacturer who had adapted 
his plant to make aeroplane parts in- 
stead of household ironmongery ; and 
soon after the youngster joined us as a 
subaltorn his father got a knighthood 
because ho paid such a lot of excess 
profits tax. With the knighthood he 
promptly acquired from tho Collego of I 
Heralds a coat-of-arms and a family 
motto — of the “canting” kind, in 
Latin, of course. 

“ The follow who prepared tho motto 
must have been a bit of a humourist, 
and ho took advantage of old Fudge’s 
ignorance of Latin to explain that its 
meaning was, ‘ Death has no fears for a 
Fudge.' The old chap wroto to his son 
— his stationery was embellished with 
tho new coat-of-arms — urging him to 
memorise tho motto and say it when he 
found himself in a tight corner. Young 
Fudge, as I have said, had no Latin, 
but ho got the family motto by heart, 
and always used it when he was just 
about to go over the top. Tho men of 
his platoon thought it was a prayer or 
that he was cursing Fritz in Greek, and 


some of them even took to shouting it 
themselves as they wont into action. 
Tho Bosches must liavo revised their 
opinion of British cnlturo when they 
heard our men bawling Latin, and they 
usually bolted like rabbits. 

“That motto certainly seemed to 
inspire Fudgo. Ho did well, was twico 
mentioned in despatches, got his second 
pip, and was awarded the M.C. Then 
one night in Mess, when in ail oxpan- 
sivo mood ho quoted his family motto, 
'Melius ftujevo <juam mori' anothor 
man told him that it meant ‘ ’Tis bettor 
to fly than to die ’ ; and poor Fudge 
crumpled up.” 

“ Your moral seems to be that ignor- 
ance of Latin is a good thing,” re- 
marked tho Adjutant. “ But in the 
end it let him down badly.” 

“ Not at all,” responded tho Captain. 
“ When ho recovered from the shock 
ho had an inspiration. Under tho im- 
pression that ' fiujere * indicated flight 
through tho air, ho transferred to the 
Flying Corps, and now flaunts his 
family motto with greater conviction 
than ever.” 

From a patent medicine testimonial : 

“Now I cat whatever I desire. 

Weekly V<rpei\ 

Lord Rhondda must be told about this. 
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THE LAST POT. 

Let others hymn the weariness and pain 
(Or, if they will, the glory and the glamour) 

Of holding fast, from Flanders to Lorraine, 

The thin hrown lino at which tho Germans hammer ; 
My Muse, a more domesticated maid, 

Aspires to sing a song of Marmalade. 

0 Marmalade! — 1 dt> not mean the sort, ^ 

Sweet marrow-pulp, for bahes and maidens fitter, 
But that wherein the golden fishes sport 
. On orange seas (with just a dash of hitter), 

Not falsely coy, but eager to parade 

Their Southern birth —in short, O Marmalade! 

Much have T sacrificed : my happy home, 

My faith in experts’ figures, half my money, 

Tho fortnight that I meant to spend in Home, 

My weekly offort to bo fairly funny ; 

But these aro trifles, light as air when weighed 
Against this other — Breakfast Marmalade. 

Fair was tho porridge in the days of peace, 

And still more fair the cream and sugar taken ; 
Plump wero tho twin poachod eggs, yet not obese, 
Upon their thrones of toast, and crisp the bacon — 

1 face their loss undaunted, unafraid, 

If only I may keep my Marmalade. 

An ovoning press without Calltsthenes ; 

A tabless Staff; immobilised spaghetti; 

A Shaw with whom tho Common Man agrees; 

A Zamhka searching vainly for Nkgretti; 

When spades aro trumps, a baud without a spado- - 
So is my breakfast lacking Marmalade. 

O RnoftDDA (Lord) ! O 1 \ killer! O Dundee! 

O Cuossk and Blackwell, Limited! O Sovillo! 

O orange groves along tho Middle Sea ! 

(O Jaffa, for example ! ) O tho dovil — 

Let Beef and Butter, Rolls and Rabbits fado, 

But give mo hack my love, my Marmalade. 

A.A.M. 

HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

(The 0 human Emperor and the Emperor of Arseni a.) 

The Emperor of Austria. I say, Undo. By the way, 
may 1 call you Uncle? 

The German Emperor. Certainly you may call me Undo 
if you like. But why should you wish to? 

The E. of A. Oh, you’ve been very kind to mo, you 
know, in initiating mo into tho deepest, secrots of state- 
craft, and I felt that wo wero more than merely one Emperor 
to another. Anyhow, a sort of irresistible Uncle feeling 
came over mo. But you ’re quite sure you don’t mind ? 

The G. E. Quito sure. (Aside) What is lie driving at? 
(Aloud) And shall wo now begin our lecturo? 

The E. of A. Yes, Uncle, directly. But first, as your 
dutiful nephew, I want to tell you something which struck 
mo as rather witty. Mind you stop mo if you ’vo heard it. 
The G. E. I own T don’t much care for witty strokes. 
The E. of A. No, I know you don’t. Bub you ’re sure to 
like this one. It’s really funny, and made me laugh a 
good deal. 

The G. E. Well, then, out with it. 

The E. of A. Listen, thon. They are saying in Vienna 
that my glorious predecessor, tho Emperor 
Joseph 

The G. E. A good man if ever there was one. 


TheE. of A. Yes, I know. Well, they say about him 
that he is not really dead. 

The G. E . I wish I could think so. 

The E. of A. You don't quite mean that, do you, Uncle? 
Because, you know, if ho were alive I should not bo where 
I am, and you and I would not be holding swoot converse 
together. 

The G. E. Oh, in that sense of course I did not mean it. 
But proceed with your witty stroke. 

The E. of A. Well, they say in Vienna that our revered 
Francis Joseph is not dead, but that he sold his soul to 
you in order to be young again, and that I, the Emperor 
Charles, am not mysolf but am only a continuation of 
Francis Joseph, and that some day you will fetch mo 
away with an army of little goblins. Ha ! ha 1 But I see 
you don’t laugh. 

ThcG.E. Laugh, indeed! How should a Gorman 
Emperor laugh when ho finds himself compared to Mcphis - 
topheles ? For that is what it comes to. 

The E. of A. How clever of you to see it at once! But 
I am sorry you don’t think it funny. It really means that 
you aro tho devil of a fellow, and that I am only tho slave 
of your will. If I don’t mind I don’t see why you should. 
But some people never got accustomed to our Viennese 
lighthoartodness. 

The G. E. (aside). A strange idea of lightheartedness 
this young man seems to have. (Aloud) I must find out 
if there is any witty story about you in Berlin, so that I 
may tell it to you. ' 

The E. of A . Yes, do. Then wo shall know si tin Allemand 
pent avoir de l* esprit. 

The G. E. (awfully). Young man ! 

The E. of A. Oh, I’m not frightened of you, Undo. I 
used to bo, hut I ’vo got over that. I try to teach myself to 
respect you as a worthy man striving to do what he can in 
a world that is wicked enough to havo almost ceased to 
believe in him. You ought to bo grateful to mo, Uncle. 
If I wore really Francis Joseph you might have found 
things more diflicult, for he know a great deal and was not 
often liable to he deceived. However, let us proceed with 
tho lecturo. What is tho subject to-day? 

The G. E. The subject is, How a Monarch shall earn the 
love of his subjects and the affectionate esteem of the whole 
world. Havo you your notebook ready ? Then we will 
begin. [ Left lecturing. 


Another Impending* Apology. 

“At a mooting of tbo Parks Commitfcco of tho Birmingham City 
Council yesterday, the Administrative Sub-committee expressed the 
opinion that it was in tho interests of food-production that pigs should 
bo kept in some of tbo city parks. .They, accordingly, rocommended 
that the superintendent should be kept in some of tho city parks.” 

Liverpool Evening Express. 

“I AST CRUISERS FOR BRAZIL. 

Buenos Ayres, Friday. 

Congress :s considering a project for increasing tho credit for tho 
fleet by fifty millions of gold pesos (normally £10,000,000), with a view 
to tho construction of fast cruisers, submarines, hydroplanes, mines 
and naval stations .” — Evening Paper. 

Tho self-sacrificing attitude of Argentina towards her former 
naval nval should receive the widest publicity. 

“ General Wanted ; good homo, high wages on munition scale, and 
hardly any work ; uso of piano, bicycle, and drawing-room to enter- 
tain her friends ; mistress will teach maid two modern brngmiges, and 
master will instruct her in conic sections and tho differential cal- 
culus ,” — Sheffield Daily Telegraph. 


Francis Mr. Punch is much obliged to the numerous correspondents 
who have sent him tho above paragraph, but be deprecates 
jocosity on really serious subjects. 
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TIME 19 — 


The . Youngster . “I bci’posk you was somktiiink else A tons you took to soldiering ? " 

The Veteran , “i'ua. When I were A NllTKU I used to sound tiie ‘Alt, clear!’ on raid nioiits in London.' 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Perceiving that Simple Souls (Cassell) was going to 
aniuso me, I said to myself that I would turn down the 
corner of any page that held a specially quotable or enter- 
taining passage a practico, L hasten to add, only permis- 
sible to tho reviewer. Some where towards the end of 
chapter two, however, I abandoned this plan. Moderation, 
even in dog’s-ears, must ho observed. Tho fact is that 
Mr. John Hastings Turner has, as befits a dramatist, an 
aptitude for “ linos ” that makos Simjdc Souls one of the 
most titillating stories that I havo met for a very long 
time. .1 wish I could add that the tale is as credible as it 
is amusing; but I think that oven Mr. Turner can hardly 
havo hoped for many souls so simple as to believe in tho 
idealistic Duke of Wynningham and his quixotic union with 
a daughter of the peoplo to whom ho had once given tea at 
tho Zoological Gardens. But despite this unreality some 
quality of a whimsical fairy-tale beauty in tho drawing of 
tho two chief characters, and, above all, Mr. Turner’s gift 
of fantastic dialogue, givo the book an appeal greater than 
anything that its improbable scheme would suggest. 1 am 
not saying that tho wit, admirable as it is, does not some- 
times get a little in tho way of tho story. The epigrammatic 
facility of allnost overy charactor may prompt a suspicion 
that they aro only Mr. Turner himself in different dis- 
guises ; I say almost every character, for there is one excep- 
tion at least in tho Duchess’s alcoholic father, a tiny portrait 
of admirable fidelity and observation. Now and again tho 
author seems unable to resist “ playing tho lion too,” with 


the result that some wildly audacious mot leaves tho reader 
so dissolved in happy laughter as to ho forgetful of the 
situation. But as an irresponsible entertainment Simple 
Souls remains a notable and indeed brilliant success. 

Though Mulberry Springs (Unwin) is officially, and no 
doubt in fact, a first novel, I believe l am right in saying 
that its author, Miss Margaret Storrs Turner, is no 
novice in publication. She has now proved that she can 
write a very agreeable comedy of intrigue, which would he 
more than twice as good if it were rather less than half as 
long. When Marie Louise was so abruptly deserted by 
her fascinating father, on their way to tho Bnglish home 
that she had never seen, I looked forward (encouraged by 
this excellent start) to a hook full of tho most entertaining 
adventures. But somehow, when tho now impecunious 
heroine had been installed, under an alias, as social 
organizer to the rising health-resort of Mulberry Springs , 
most of the pleasant possibilities of tho situation seemed 
to molt away in lloods of not very interesting talk. To 
ho mistaken first for a princess, then for ati adventuress, 
seemed ail insufficiently distinguished fate for so altogether 
charming a heroine. And by tho time wo passed to more 
strenuous happenings, not without drama, I have to con- 
fess that the verbosity of everyone had begun to get a lif tlo 
on my nerves. “I think you havo tho gift of springing 
straight into the middle of things, without troubling about 
the beginning or thinking of the end,” tho mother of Marie 
Louise said to her. I havo to repeat tho same criticism 
to Miss Turner, with a regret that, once in (ho middle 
of things, sho flings about her such a cloud of words that 
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beginning, middle and end are equally obscured. Wit, how- 
ever, she lias already by nature ; brevity will come by art, 
and fulfil in a second novel (I hope) tho promise of her first. 

If you arc an enthusiast for action untrammelled by the 
probabilities, The Man of Silver Mount (Cassell) is just 
tho book for you. Never, I venture to say, has hero wrung 
from a modest allowance of time and space a tithe of 
tho adventures, hairbreadth escapes, desperate encounters, 
holts from the blue and gods from tho machine that young 
Harry Di.ron, its hero, enjoys. From the moment that 
tho good ship lhtnbar sinks beneath tho wave, leaving him 
at tho mercy of the elements and a couple of blood- 
thirsty Mexicans, life for him may 1)0 described as one 
continuous vaudeville. Far be it from mo to do Mr. Max 
Pemberton tho disservice of telling you how Silver Mount, 
an island of the blest in tho middle of the Atlantic, came to 
ho inhabited by the old Man and his hand of desperados. 
These and tho cockatoos are 
hut a few of the objects of 
interest to bo encountered in 
an island compared with which 
tho locus in (/no of the Swiss 
Family Fob in son was as dull 
as Battersea Park. For one 
thing there is always a fight go- 
ing on somewhere, and Harry 
Dixon finds it every time. lie 
is there when the minions of 
tho Mexican Republic come to 
smoke tho old Man out, and 
when the latter starts to wipo 
the island clean of its Fliza- 
hothnn aborigines Harry is 
still in the thick of it. When 
tho German fleet arrives (sub- 
sequent to August, R)14) and 
prepares to massacre every- 
body, Master Dixon , reinforced 
by an American dotoctivo, re- 
mains in activo eruption. 

Finally, when tho British fleet 
appears and obliterates the 
enemy, ho is to ho found 
assisting at the obsequies. 

And as it is patently impossi- 
ble for anything to happen to 
the British fleet there is no- 
thing left for it but that every- 
thing and everybody should 
end happily, everybody, that is, who hasn't stopped 
something in tho stirring evonts of tho previous few days. 
Our hero returns safely to his native Edinburgh with a 
wife, a fortune and the makings of a reputation for being 
tho biggest liar north of tho Tweed. More than that 
reasonable-minded hero could expect. 

Should you agree with tho publishers you will think 
The Lynwood Affair (Hutchinson) “another of those 
stirring romances which, without being a detective tale, 
has all tho movement of an exciting mystery.” Well, a mys- 
tery it is, but of such an amende kind that very little excite- 
ment is to ho had out of it. Lady Lynwood , who for sub- 
stantial reasons was unpopular with the family into which 
she had married, died suddenly in her bed about 3.30 a r.r., 
and on tho samo dato and with equal abruptness her hus- 
band died in a railway carriage at 3.45 a.m. Hence com- 
plications familiar to the Law. In this case Syd Bond , Lady 
Lynwood's brother, sought to prove that the baronet had 


predeceased his wife ; but ho failed — to my great satisfaction, 
for he really was a prince of bounders. Still I have a 
grievance against Miss Silberrad for making me more 
interested in Syd's failure than in anyone^ success. And 
that in a book of this genre is not quito right. Where, as 
always, Miss Silberrad triumphs is in the drawing of 
character and in easy natural dialogue. I wish she would 
leave mysteries to writers of less distinction. 


Dixon Scott already has an enduring memorial in his 
posthumous volume of brilliant studies of Men of Letters^ 
to which tho versatile and appreciative Max contributed a 
preface. Follows a friond— Mr. Bertram Smith — with a 
sheaf of the young soldier-journalist’s thoughts on A Number 
of Things (Foulis). This handsome book betrays the fact 
that for all his skill in the handling of words he was better 
journalist than essayist. His essays seem to miss the calm 
I reflective mood. They are restless, crammed full of good 

things, bo it admitted, but still 
crammed, uneasy and ovor- 
elaborato. But a too vivid im- 
agination is a fault rare enough 
to count as a very considerable 
I virtue, and it is here found in 
j conjunction with a capacity 
for taking exquisite pains. 
And Scott could sec. Perhaps 
tho best instance of this powor 
is the uncannily perceptive 
1 Motoringby Night” — though 
I would hazard that this would 
ho by no means his own fav- 
mrite. Howould nodoubt have 
j preferred those studies of the 
I country by the ecstatic towns- 
man which seem a little unreal. 

I wish to treat Problems of 
the Peace (Allen and Unwin) 
with scrupulous fairness, but 1 
confess that it contains hardly 
an argument that does not 
leave me violently uncon- 
vinced. Tho writer, William 
Harmjtt Dawson, is an ex- 
ponent of the “concessional” 
school at ([ should suppose) 
its highest development. Be- 
ginning with somo admirable 
generalities about the world’s 
need of a peace, founded, not on treaties, but ideals, he 
proceeds to elaborate this theory into a policy that in- 
volves tho concession to Germany of practically all tho 
points at issue. If, therefore, you retain any lingering 
hopes of punishment for brutal aggression you must pre- 
pare, under Mr. Dawson’s tuition, to shed them now, or else 
leave the book severely alone. When a writer heads almost 
all his chapters with a quotation from Richard Cobden it 
can hardly astonisn anyono to find the contents of those 
chapters iiercel) antagonistic to tho “ economic weapon.” 
The author happens also to bo gently impartial on the sub- 
ject of Alsace-Lorraine, and sympathetic towards the Impe- 
rial aims of all Empires but our own. I hopo I am not unfair, 
for example, in taking Mr. Dawson’s attitude” towards tho 
German Colonies, which he would, of course, return practi- 
cally en bloc , as typical of a policy that would not only 
hasten to “ grasp the blood-stained hand,” but tactfully 
press into it a substantial honorarium. It is, I confess, 
an ideal that astounds mo. 



S.O.S. AT SUBURBAN PICTURES. 

[Th cases of emergency affecting any of tho audience messages 
are sometimes thrown on tho screen by tho courtesy of the 
management.] 



Ami* 3„ 1918.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


209 


CHARIVAR1A. 

The Haunted Gallery at Hampton 
Court was opened to the public last 
Saturday. The spectre has not yet 
appeared, and a rumour is going about 
that there has been a hitch in respect 
to its food-card. 


At Hove eight hundred 
dogs are said to be un- ! 
licensed. It is believed : 
that they elude arrest by 
going into Brighton and , 
posing as Russian tripe- j 
hounds. ... * 

Now that the speed of 
express trains is to be re- j 
duced it is hoped that pas- 
sengers will not attempt 
to pluck cabbages from: 
rail-side allotments while 1 

the train is in motion. | 
* * 

* 

What might have proved 
an awkward incident was , 
avoided at the Zoo the 
other day by the prompt 
action of an attendant. It 
appears that a dear old 
lady, not knowing it was : 
a meatless day, offered the 
biggest lion a caterpillar. ■ 

* * I 

. * i 

Surplices, we are told, 
were worn on Sunday by 
the Egham parish church 
choir for the first time in , 
fifty years. J t is not known 
who mislaid them. 

* * 


We read of an American journalist 
who started work sixteon years ago and 
is now said to be worth 200,000 dollars.. 
His frugality, good habits, total abstin- 
ence and the fact that an uncle left 
him 199,999 dollars brought about this 
result. 



Tim Hero-Womhijipcr. " Tiiujik <; Mas. 

ONK OF THE OLD 4 CONTKMVT1BLES.’ ” 

The Cijnid. “All 'ukbands is contempliblks ! ’ 


According to a witness 
at Lowes, gallons of beer arc thrown A South London housewifo has won 
clown drains overy day in many brew- four tea services at four consecutive 
eries. A correspondent writes to say whist drives. All that is now neoes- 
that ho often wondered how they got sary is to win one war and then she 
rid of the stuff. * ... 


IMvate Ivey Cleveland, of the 
United States Army, who takes size 
fifteen in foot-gear, has been discharged 
owing to the difficulty of getting mili- 
tary hoots to fit him. The possibility 
of his being transferred to the Navy 
and served out with a pair of battle 
cruisers seems to have been overlooked. 


NOTICE. 

PUNCH AND PAPER SHORTAGE. 

Owing to the further drastic 
reduction in the supplies of paper, 
no return of unsold copies will 
be allowed after the Number to 
be dated April 17. 

Readers who desire to continue 
to receive Punch regularly should 
at once place a definite order with 
their news-agents. 


economies of this kind that the Ger- 
man Navy is really seen at its best. 

An alarming falling-off in the birth- 
rate at Mannheim is reported by the 
Berliner Tayehlatt. It seems that sitice 
the Allied air-raids on the town many 
| Germans positively rofuse 
to he horn. , { ... 


“Lord Riiondda,'* says a 
j news item, “ lias protested 
to the ITnifcod Dairies, 
Limited, against the de- 
livery of milk by motor- 
car.” It could hardly be ex- 
pected that an up-fco date 
Company would stick to 
the old-fashioned method 
of delivering milk by cow. 
* * 

* 

A Spaniard, discovered 
in Paris with a wireless 
apparatus installed on his 
roof, informed the police 
that ho merely used it to 
get the correct time from 
jtho Eiffel Tower. It is 
thought that henceforth 
| ho may have to do his 
: own time. ; . * 

' Railway companies are 
j considering the question of 
I doing away with the old 
1 first- class three - seats - a - 
|sido carriages. Several 
; prominent profiteers, it is 
j understood, have com- 
plained that tho ami - 
rests prevent them from 
occupying more than one 
scat at a time. 


1 My favourite month for marriage,” 
says Miss Ella Shields in a weekly 
paper, “is June.” Nothing is said of 
her opinion as to the best month for 
resuming one’s maiden name. ( 


It appears doubtful whether tho War 
has improved our manners. Only the 
other day a Battersea motor lorry 
dashed into a house at Hither Green 

sat- dawn in the drawing-room will probably have the nucleus of a 
without remeving its bonnet. cup of tea. * * 

jCi 

A lamb had been bom at Welton A Hull skipper reporta that a torpedo 
with five legs, but we* understand that which missed his ship made a circular 
a recount has been demanded by jeal- movement and returned towards the 
ous farmers in the neighbourhood. ~ 


“CONCRKTIO SirilTdJJLDlNG AT 
BAKRONV.” 

Xcu’xjHifM.’r Headline. 

Better than all the abstract shipbuild- 
ing elsewhere. 

“A Car. still in active service, lias a 

mileage record of 27,000 miles. This car has 
travelled a distance equal to more than ten 
times around the world.” 

I Barbados Advocate. 

How the world has shrunk ! Rations, 
we suppose. 


“United States citizenship papers have 
been refused by a Supreme Court Justice to 
Roberto Piccinini, an upholsterer, of New j 
York, because in the spelling tost he spelled , 
‘ eat * with a ‘ k.* ” — Daily l'J.rpress. j 

Hard lines, Roberto, that they did not ’ 


submarine which fired it. It is in little try you with “ kitten.” 


vol. cliv. 
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“THE SOUL OF A NATION.” 

The litfclo things of which we lately chattered— 

Tho dearth of taxis or tho dawn of spring; 

Thornes wo discussod as though they really mattered, 
Like rationed moat or raidors on tho wing;— 

How thin it seems to-day, this vacant prattle, 
Drowned by tho thunder rolling in the West, 

Voice of tho great arbitrament of battle 
That puts our tompor to tho final test. 

Thither our eyes aro turned, our hearts are straining, 
Whero those wo love, whoso courage laughs at fear,- 

Amid tho storm of steel around them raining, 

Go to their death for all we hold most dear. 

New-born of this supremest hour of trial, 

In quiet confidence shall bo our strength, 

Fixed on a faith that will not take denial 

Nor doubt that wo liavo found our soul at length. 

0 England, staunch of nervo and strong of sinew, 
Best when you faco tho odds and stand at bay, 

Now show a watching world what stuff is in you! 
Now mako your soldiers proud of you to-day ! 

March 28th. 0. S. 

A BRIEF ROMANCE. 

“The return of tho prodigal ! ” cried Pofcor as my manly 
form darkened tho entrance to the dug-out. “ But we shall 
not kill tho fatted calf at prosent. Luckily for Tony.” 

Tony looked up from tho fervent pages of Love Tri- 
umphant. 

** Why luckily for Tony ? ” he asked. 

“ Becauso of his curious resemblance to tho fatted calf. 
There might bo some unfortunate mistake. But come in, 
old son,” Peter went on, addressing mo— “come in and 
sing us songs of Kensington, and tales of far Mayfair.” 

1 was, as you will guoss, nowly returned from leave, 
and, with a reminiscent sigh, I sottlod myself in tho 
corner. 

11 For fourteen glorious days I have lain upon silken 
divans,” I began, “ whilo iovoiy maidens danced before mo 
or brought nectar in golden goblets.” 

“Very unwholesome. I don’t care for tho sound of it,” 
said Peter. “ I want something pastoral — something with 
fields in it and hedges and simple farming folk and cool 
dairies and — and all that.” 

But Tony protested. 11 Nonsonso,” lie said ; “ wo have 
pastoral pleasures onough and to spare. Mo for tho divans, 
as our good Allies would say.” 

“ I have one story,” I said, “ which will combine both 
and thus suit tho tastes of all my patrons. Jt is tho story 
of Mirabcllo.” 

“ Mirabcllo ! ” murmured Tony with his eyos closed, and 
there rose beforo his mind — this is pure conjecture, of 
course, but I feel confident of its truth — there roso beforo 
his mind tho picture of a resplendent figure, all green sequins 
and bare arms and raven tresses and diamond tiaras. 

11 Mirabcllo 1 ” murmured Peter, aud thoro rose before his 
mind— pure conjecture again— the picture of a slim land- 
worker in smock and corduroy breeches, hacked by a thick- 
sot hedge, and all about hor tho scent of tho good brown 
earth. 

“ Mirabello,” I said, “loves tho country.” Hero Potor 
smiled an appreciative smile. “ But she lives in London.” 

“ Good girl,” said Tony. 

“ She lives in London in a house not a hundred miles 
from Grosvonor Square.” 


«■ No house in London Tony began, but I went 
straight on. 

“ Mirabcllo is tho most enchanting person in the world.” 

“ Dark or fair? ” asked Tony. 

“ Both. Dark oyes and fair hair. If you know hor you 
wouldn’t wondor that on my arrival, as soon as I ’d 
cleaned up, I went oil to see hor. She received me with 
acclamation.” 

“ With a what?” they both asked. 

“Acclamation. Loud sounds of joy. « Hurrah 1* and 
that kind of thing.” 

“ I ’ve guessed it,” said Peter. “ It ’s going to be a dog 
or a rabbit.” 

“Yes, or a parrot,” said Tony. “You remember it said 
‘Hurrah!’ Or tho Australian mynah at tho Zoo. That 
talks, and tho Zoo isn’t a hundred miles from Grosvenor 
Square.” 

“ You ’re quite wrong,” 1 said. 

“ Well, what is it ? ” 

“ It ’s a human girl. Why not ? ” 

“And she said ‘Hurrah!’ wlion she saw you? Oil, 
well, we must take your word for it,” said Tony. 

“ You must,” I said. “ And you must take rny word 
for it that she got off early from her hospital most days, 
so that she could play about with me, thinking it right 
that soldiers on leavo from Franco should have special 
privileges. We had a topping time. Mirabolie enjoys 
everything and looks so nice whilo she’s enjoying it. I 
told her about you, Peter.” 

“ Did you, though?” 

“ Yos. And she said she’d like to meet you, and when 
were you coming on leavo?” 

“ I say, did she really ? I believe wo should got on rather 
well togothor. You say sho likes the country? ” 

“ Yos. I told her about you too, Tony, and sho asked 
when you wore coming on leavo.” 

“ How ripping of hor 1” 

“ I expect you ’d fall in lovo with her at onco.” 

“ I 'vo done so already,” said Tony. 

“It’s no good,” said Peter. “I’m first for leave, and 
I’vo practically made up my mind to propose to hor.” 

“ Oh, no, you can’t do that. I spoke first,” said Tony. 
And they began an argumont which became so heated that 
I was obliged to intorvono. 

“ I ’d bettor settle this at once,” I said. “ Under dif- 
ferent circumstances sho would no doubt havo been pleasod 
to accept either of you fine handsome young officers, but 
as it is she cannot.” 

“ And why ? ” 

“ Because I am engaged to her myself.” I said it quito 
quietly and casually, but I was unable to keep from my 
faco a smile which I fear must have appeared idiotic. 

“ And this is your cruel way of breaking it to us,” said 
Toter rather bitterly. 

But Tony was utterly dejected. 

“ To think,” said lie, “ that tho romance of my life should 
havo onded like this.” 

Aeroplanes are Cheap To-day. 

“ Business Men’s Wook in Kendal and district produced a total of 
War Bond subscriptions which was boyotid tho highest expectations. 
Tho coinmitteo specially elected to conduct tho arrangements set tho 
district tho task, at tho behest of tho Government, of raising £45,000 
for 28,000 aoroplanos .” — Westmorland Gazette. * 

“Caesar’s opera, ‘Omnia Romo,* 14G9, a capital copy of tho first 
odition, went for £480, against £G00 in 1914.”— Scot sman. 

This, no doubt, is the composition whioh caused such a 
furore at the Coliseum — in Borne. 





‘What was it, exactly, that yoi u son l»ot hi., mkdai. for? ' 

'* W KLI'i, AS FAR AS I CAN BRK, M\’AM, IT WAS ’iM AND THE ENEMY— ’l\I OR T ’M, AND IT ’AI'PKNK!) TO Hi; *iM. ’ 


UNHAPPY RETURNS. 

This Captain awl tho Lieutenant sat 
on opposito sides of tho table in tho duM- 
ont and regarded each other gloomily by 
tho light of a remnant of candle stuck 
on tho crown of tho Captain’s steel 
helmet where it lay on tho tabic. Tho 
Captain sat with his hands in his 
pockets and sucked ropollently at an 
empty pipe. The Lieutenant withdrew 


began the mud, which extended as far 
as and a good deal farther than the eye 
could see in all directions. Ttwas the 
very best kind of mud, soft, liquid, de- 
ceptive inuil, and one wondered, looking 
at its evil exterior, how many unsus- 
pecting souls bad met their end beneath 
its surface. 

“ llations ought to he up soon,’’ said 
tho Lioutcnant. “ Good luck to ’em.” 

“ To-day,” observed the Captain, 


day?” asked tho Captain querulously 
as he warmed to his subject. “No. 
And again, No.” 

“ I think I shall,” said the Lieutenant. 

“To-day will he exactly like yester- 
day and exactly like to-morrow, as far 
as 1 am concerned,” wont on the 
Captain, moodily hurling Lis revolver 
at a rat of mammoth proportions that 
was seeking to drown its sorrows in a 
pool of rain-water on the floor. “ Where 


his gaze from the depressing spectacle 
of his companion-in-arms and let his 
eyes wander round the walls of the 
dug-out, decorated with fungus-covered 
photographs, culled from the leading 
weeklies, of ladies high in tho theatrical 
world, in strange attitudes and stranger 
apparel. 

“Happy days,” said the Captain 
suddenly and with great bitterness. 
“ Listen to it.” 

Outside (and in one or two places 
inside also) tho rain fell steadily, just 
as it bad boon falling for tho greater 
part of a week. At the door there 
began a duck- board track, which wound 
away into the gloom of the evening, its 
progress apparently governed by no 
law save its own fancy and untrani- 
m oiled by any necessity of over arriving 
anywhere. On each side of tho track 


with the air of one for whom death 
cannot possibly have any sting, “is my 
birthday. Twenty-six years ago the 
little old-world country village was 
electrified by the nows that I had been 
born. Flags wero hung out, bells were 
rung, the verger bought a clean collar, 
and my father debated with the Vicar 
at some length on t-hp rival merits of 
For civ ul and Krasmus as namos for the 
future Prime Minister.” 

“Ay, grandad,” interposed the Lieu- 
tenant. 

“ And now,” pursued the Captain, 
“ here I sit, a palsied hulk, tho wreck 
of a man that once was wont to cause 
fair ladies to turn in the street to gaze 
after him.” 

“ Your hack-view is the best,” mur- 
mured the Lieutenant. 

“ Will anyone romember my birth- 


are the costly gifts? Echo answers, 
Search mo. No one will send mo the 
silver- backed brushes, the trouser-press 
mounted in platinum, tho silk pyjamas 
or tho last year’s calendar. These 
things aro not for me. I am forgotten ; 
«nd hero T lie, passed over by the 
hurrying throng, a mildewed wreck.” 

“Oh, is that mildew?” asked the 
Lieutenant with interest. “ I just 
thought you hadn’t shaved for a wook.” 

At this point the candle expired 
abruptly, and tho Lieutenant, after 
vainly striking nine matches, lighted a 
second fragment. “ Those rations ought 
to bo up by now 7 ,” he said. • 

Even as he spoke there arose in the 
distance a tumult of voices, obviously 
proceeding from some little distance 
down the duck-board track. “That 
sounds liko ’em,” said the Lieutenant. 
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VALET” 


A l ouch adjusts it. 



Auto^pop 

Safety Razor ' 



/ 0 seconds strops it 



The Complete Oulfil ; still One Guinea. 



This razor has won the premier 
position in the world s markets 
and in the Navy and Army as the 
only razor that “ strops itself.” 
To this unique feature is now 
added the advantage of instant 
adjustability. By a touch on the 
adjusting lug you can vary the 
distance between the blade and 
the guard with supreme precision 
and accuracy, adapting the setting 
according to the toughness of 
your beard or the tenderness 
of your skin. 

A superkeen blade and the meant of automatically 
stropping it — a well-finished razor frame which has 
no loose parts and can be cleaned by just a rinse and 
a wipe — these features, combined with adjustability 
of the blade, produce the nearest possible approach 
to perfection in the present “Valet” razor. 


THE STANDARD SET 

consists of heavily silver - plated 
self - stropping “ Valet " Safety 
Razor, twelve genuine “Valet” 
blades, anti “Valet” strop; the 
whole in handsome case Ot / 
complete 

Of all high-class dealers 
throughout the world. 

The AutoStrop Safety Razor 
Co., Ltd., 

Gi, New Oxfo.-tl St., London, W.C. t. 
Aii.l aKo nt New Yoik, Paris, Milan, 
Sydney, Dublin, Toronto, &c. 


The word *' Valet” on Razors, Strops, and Blades indicates the genuine product 
of the AutoStrop Safety Razor Co., Ltd., 6t , New Oxford Street , London, fV.C. / . 
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KHAKI SHIRTS 

For Practical Value — Healthful, 
Durable, Non-Irritant & Unshrinkable. 


lj you at c unable to obtain, write to the 
Manti/th turers for name of suitable Retailer : — 

Wm. Hollins & Co., I. til. {Trade only). t:4, Viyolln House, Newgate St., I.oihIoii, l..( . I 



There is economy in buying with the 
" DU RO " guarantee : — 

Duro Cambrie ** Garment replaced if Duro. . Piqua 
colour fades. 99 


»1" - for smart 
froc Ini a n <1 
blouses. in novel 
stripes, fine line 
cheeks. -mil plain 
white • 2,6 a >d. 


T IIF'KK is now so inucli choir o 
in the “ Duro” fabrics that you 
can find exactly what you want in these 
absolutely fadeless cloths whether you 
are looking tor something for tin 
smart costume or dainty frock or for 
the material that must defy wash and 
hardest wear. 



40- 

aml c cal. 

with coin .I 
stripe II 

3.11 a yd. 


Duro 6ingham 

4(j" — for nurses’ 
and general 
wuar in a splen* 
did range of 
plain colours, 
stripes n n >1 
checks tlil a yd. 


UfcA 


Tobacco 

Aroma 


The Aroma of Tobacco is r.ot 
to be confused with its Bouquet, 
Bouquet is perceived bv the nose, 
aroma bv the palate. 

Test flic aroma of “ Bond of 
Union ” by allowing the smoke to 
remain for a moment on the back 
of the palate. You will then 
distinguish its delicious natural 
charm. 

The intense rays of the sun 
have developed the aroma in the 
ripe leaves of which alone “ Bond 
of Union ” is comprised. 



Mild, 9 °' oz. ; Medium and Full, S ^ 0 or.. 

FOR THE FRONT. — We will post "Rond of Union" 
to Soldiers at the brant, specially packed, at 4/2 p^r lb., 
duty free . Minimum order %lb. Postage {extra) 
i/- /or £ lb . up to l\lb, and 1/4 up to 4lb, Order 
through your tobacconist or send remittance direct to us. 

COPE BROS. & CO., LTD.. LIVERPOOL. 
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The voices drew nearer, and it be- 


came plain that they proceeded from 
two persons engaged in heated converse 
as they walked. The occupants of the 
dug-out listened with interest to tho 
peculiar squelching noises that marked 
the progress of the procession, which 
pursued its way until apparently within 
some forty yards of tho dug-out. 

Even the face of tho Captain had 
begun to show traces of faint interest, 
when on a sudden came a quick sliding 
sound, a thick oily splash, one hurried 
but forciblo remark, and then silence, 
lhit not for long. In a few seconds 
the evening air was rent and ripped by 
tho most masterly and inspired flow of 
language that it had ever been the ! 
Captain's privilege to listen to. On | 
and on it went, rising to undreamed-of j 
heights of eloqtienco for over a minute, | 
and then faltered, died down and finally 
ceased, to he followed by an urgent 
demand for assistance. The other voice 
now joined the anthem, and the sounds 
that followed indicated to tho relieved i 
listeners that some wretched man was 
being saved from a horrible end. 

Presently there came a knock at tho 
ent rance to the dug-out ; the waterproof 
sheet which served as a door was thrust 
aside, and a face, round, heated and mud- 
besmeared, appeared at tho opening. 

“ Good evenin’, Sir,” said the face. 

“Good evening, Quartermaster Ser- 
geant,” said the Captain ; “ and why 
have you shed the light of your pre- 
sence upon us in this wise? Come 
inside and narrate to us of your adven- 
tures upon the road.” 

Thus adjured, tho face entered, 
followed by what at lirst sight tho 
Lieutenant took to bo a section of the 
hank of the Thames at Wapping at low 
water, hut which on closer investiga- 
tion proved to he t lie remainder of the 
Quartermaster-Sergeant. 

“ Foil orf them perishin’ hoards, Sir,” 
said the warrior. “ And there ’s a parcel 
for you near as big as this dug- ah t, 
which 1 thought as'ow I’d hotter bring 
up myself, seeing as ’ow I was passin’ 
this way.” 



The Vicar, "This is indeed a most deed. inn n cn* ok 

Hostess . “Yks; Poely made it. Siie has oiieatly impkonld since she went to 

THAT (iOVEHNMENT OFFICE.’* 


The Captain started, glanced at the 
Lieutenant, and, pouring some whisky 
into an aluminium cup, handed it to 
the muddy Mercury. 

“ Thank ’oe, Sir,” said the latter, 
and, wiping his moustache on the back 
his hand, thrust his head through 
the doorway and hailed some person 
unseen. Whereupon there staggered 
ui a small rotund private, tottering 
under the weight of an enormous sack, 
entirely covered with mud, which he 
lot fall on the floor with a crash. This, 
when opened, disgorged a very largo 
parcel, securely bound in canvas and 
fastened with stout cord. 


“Good night, Sir,” said the Thames 
at Wapping, and with his satellite took 
his departure, their voices rising and 
falling and dying away down the duck- 
boards. 

“Now, palsied hulk, what of it?” 
inquired the Lieutenant, producing a 
large knife. 

“ No,” observed tho Captain, “let us 
first of all gloat for a space and con- 
jecture as 1o tho contents of this won- 
derful thing. Observe tho contour of 
the cake in the right-hand corner by 
your foot. Verily a sturdy cake. Down 
the side I would draw your attention to 
tho thick roll of magazines of recent 


date, whereby our hard-earned leisure 
shall for a while he rendered tolerable. 
Note also the small hard knobs denot- 
ing footstuffs in various forms. You 
may ask, how do I know all this? In- 
stinct, is the reply. Moreover, what 
else hut food for body and mind would 
anyone send to our gallant lads at the 
Front? What else would ho so ap- 
preciated at the present crisis in our 
affairs ? Therefore I say again, food it 
is. Truly, Allah is great, and we will 
have such a meal this night, good 
Master Ridley, that the consequences 
shall not leave us for many a long 
year.” 
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14 If you have finished tho preliminary 
address,” said the Lieutenant, 44 what 
about revealing the glories that lie hid 
beneath that calm exterior ? ” 

The Captain cut the cord and empt ied 
the contents of the parcel out on to 
tho table. Lor a second there was 
utter silence in tho dug-out, and then 
two loud gasps, as the Captain and tho 
Lieutenant regarded with protruding 
oyos ono steel body-shield (warranted 
to turn a bullet at fifty yards), fivo 
tins of antiseptic tooth paste, one largo 
box - periscope, seventeen Oxo - cubes, 
three copies of The, Church Times, and, 
wrapped in cotton wool, a largo framed 
photograph of a stout old gentleman 
with long white whiskers and a bene- 
volent smile. 

With a shaking hand tho Lieutenant 
picked up a small card that lurked 
henoath a tin of tooth-paste, glanced 
at it and handed it to tho Captain, who 
had sunk back into Ids seat and was 
reaching fovorishly for his revolver, 
forgetting that it lay on tho corpse of the 
gigantic rat in tho pool of rainwater. 

Tho Captain took tho card and re- 
garded it with tho expression of ono 
who sees a snake in his hath. On it was 
inscribed in a clear round hand : — 

41 With birthday greetings from Uncle 
Jaspor.” 

WAR-TIME ECONOMICS. 

Wm had boon to tho mooting of tho 
local Food Vigilance Socioty, and when 
wo left tho hall it was raining. My 
wife said sho was glad that sho had 
married a man who always carriod an 
umbrella. 

It did not take mo a minute to put 
it up ; it is a peculiar umbrella, but 1 
am used to it. 

“ Hut why do you carry a thing like 
that ? ” sho asked, as sho took my arm. 

“ That, my dear, is your fault,” L said. 

,1 have always boon unfortunate with 
umbrellas. My average is about four a 
year, but l rather spoilt it last summer 
when 1 lost throe in two months. 

The third was a birthday present 
from my wife. It was a gorgeous thing 
in green silk, with a gold waistband 
and a tortoiseshell handle. I prefer 
thorn plain. Tho third time I took it 
out I loft it in the train. When I told 
iny wife about it sho said it was time 
I economised, and 1 promised to do so. 

Accordingly I went to my umbrella 
shop, and told tho proprietor, who had 
come forward with tho afTahlo smile ho 
reserved for his best customers, that I 
wanted a cheap umbrella. 

IIo said ho quite understood, and 
with a lightning liap he opened one. 

44 A plain serviceable article like this,” 
he said. “Quite a good silk at tho 
price — a guinea.” 


44 A cheap one,” I repeated. 

Ilis smile fell ten degrees. He said 
the host was the cheapest in tho long run. 

“ Hut it won’t havo a long run,” I 
said. “ An umbrella lasts mo barely 
three weeks.” 

“In that case this might suit you.” 
Ho unrolled another. 44 A good strong 
mixture. Twelvo-and-sixpenco.” 

“Tho choaposfc you havo,” I said. 

IIo savagely produced another. 
44 Seven-and-sixpence,” ho said. 

“ You have nothing cheaper than 
that, I suppose ? ” 

“Oh, yes, wo have,” ho said, with a 
sneer. “An umbrella wo keep for 
people who s ay they only want ono to 
go home with. Cotton. Five-and-six.” 

I took il. T could afford to loso ten 
of these a year and yet save money; and 
also gain a reputation for independence 
of character and common sense, liko 
(x Gorge Withers. Half tho respect wo 
have for George is due to his umbrella. 
It is a family heirloom, with a whale- 
bono frame ; and the stick is a weighty 
oak sapling. Wo joko about it, but we 
are almost as proud of it as he is. 

No one joked about my umbrella. 1 
noticed one or two furtive glances as I 
placed it in the rack; and afterwards 
1 saw people trying not to look at it. 
I attempted ono or two jokos myself, 
but they fell tlat. It looked what it 
was — a cheap umbrella. Novor mind, 
I should soon loso it. 

It was neither ornamental nor useful. 
Quite early two of tho ribs came out 
of their sockets and had to ho replaced 
each time I opened it. Then tho stick 
warped, and it was difficult to put the 
thing up. Nor would it stay up. The 
spring catch refused to act. 1 had to 
brace the handle against my back and 
bold the framo in position while I 
lished for tho spring. 

Of course I did not leave that um- 
brella in the train. I simply could not 
forget it, try as I would. You may 
forget to remember a thing, but you 
cannot remember to forget it. Not if 
you play tho game, as 1 did with that 
umbrella. 

Once 1 nearly succeeded. I was 
talking eagerly to a friend as I loft the 
train, but an ollicious person ran after 
mo with tho thing. 

Several times when the light was 
had in tho hall I managed to lend it to 
friends, but they always S'*nt it back 
the next day. 

And I found that while saving on 
umbrellas I had to spend more on 
oilier things. My friends could afford 
to wear old clothes, but I could not 
while carrying that umbrella. 

As with bent heads we struggled 
homewards against the rain I summod 
up tho result of my war-timo oconomy. 


“ A summer suit which I could have 
done without ; a new overcoat — my old 
ono is still good— -at least threo pairs 
of gloves, and two hats — one way or 
another that umbrella has cost me ” 

“ Mind ! ” cried my wife. 

Too late ! Another umbrella crashed 
into us. Mine got the worst of tho 
collision : it collapsed— an utter wreck. 

The stranger hastily apologised ; said 
it was entirely his fault, and he could 
not allow a lady to suffer through his 
clumsiness; thrust his umbrella into 
my hand, seized what was left of mine, 
and disappeared. 

The umbrella ho left with mo was a 
very superior article. It had a silk 
cover, an ebony stick mounted in silver, 
with a malachite ball at the top ; and 
it had a tassel. 

J lost it next day. 

THE GIRL HE OUCHT TO HAVE LEFT 
BEHIND HIM. 

Private Williams, the Marine, 

Is the tallest man I ’ve seen 
(Though 1 ’d tell him, were ho smaller, 
That his talcs are even taller). 

Once “ on loaf ” he wont ashore, 

Drank one glass of ale — no inoro 
(That’s what all defaulters do, 

One glass, yes ! but never two) ; 
l r el, alas, there ’s more to come, 

Lor he got the maximum. 

Header, wait until you ’ve heard 
His account of what occurred ; 

How it was ho canto to make 
Such a ludicrous mistake, 

Such a lamentable slip - 
Brought his gal off to tho ship, 

Got himself into a mess 

Just through absent-mindedness. 

After several hours ashore 
IIo forgot that “ leaf ” was o’er 
Till he saw the “Liborty 
Boat ” about to put to sea. 

That was quite a sad mishap, 

For his gal was on Ids lap 
(Gal just after William’s heart, 

“ Small, )er know, but proper smart ”), 
Sitting restful-like quite near, 

Not a cable from tho pier. 

Private Williams, at the sight, 

Calling out with all his might, 

“ ’Ang on, mates ! I ’m on me way ! ” 
Snatched his matches and his clay, 
Parcels, pouch and other gear, 

Bay’net, bottle (ginger-beer), 

But forgot — tho careless chap — 

What was sitting on his lap, 

And, while running for the boat, 
Crammed the lot inside his coat ; 

Then, on duty so intont, 

Clean forgot tho incident. 

Such tho simple tale lie tolls. 

Sentence; Fourteen days in “cells.’' 
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Old Lady (newcomer to district). “And could you rossiHLY let me hayr some fish heads? ” 
Harassed Fishmonger, “ \V k don't sell no ftsh-’JSADS TO new fkjks.” 


THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

XI. 

Conversation on Chapter LXXXIV. 

(}eori)e. Was it not in this time that 
thorn was tho great dispute about edu- 
cation V 

Mrs. M. Disputes about tho host form 
of education were of long standing, but 
in this period thoy became more acute 
than ever, owing to tho quarrels be- 
tween the men of science anti the 
humanists, or supporters of letters and 
tho arts. A great scandal arose when 
it appeared that a well-known Chan- 
cellor of tho Exchequer did not know 
what decimals woro and irreverently 
alluded to them as “ dots,” prefixing an 
epithet which 1 cannot bring myself to 
repeat. 1 1 was also alleged that another 
eminent Minister confessed that until 
tho age of sixty ho was under tho im- 
pression that a hydraulic ram was 
an animal. On tho other hand, Hie 
scientists were charged with equally 
gross ignorance, and a famous Professor 
of Biology seems to liavo confused 
Auciusti’s John with one of tho Homan 
Emperors. Ultimately, as 1 think 1 told 
you, Greek and Latin woro abolished at 
all schools and universities. 

Richard. But how is it* that I have 
to learn thorn now ? 

M vs. M. Because of tho second .Re- 
storation of Learning. Men of science, 
and doctors in particular, continued to 
uso technical terms which wore chiefly 
based on Latin and Greek, and it became 
necessary for students and patients to 


ro-learn those tongues privily in order 
to understand what they were study- 
ing, or what diseases thoy wore suffer- 
ing from. Secret schools for tho classics | 
sprang up all over tho country, and it 
became so difficult and so unpopular to 
enforce the penalties prescribed in what 
was known as tho Wells Act, from 
the name of its proposer, that it was j 
modified and linally removed from tho 
Statute Book. Wo have good reason in j 
our family to ho thankful for this merei- ! 
ful change, as your groat-grandfather, ! 
Dr. Thcophilus Markham, had been | 
actually sentenced to death for possess- 1 
ing a copy of tho works of Homer, hut 
was granted a free pardon and subse- 
quently compiled an excellent Greek 
grammar. Slightingly as you may 
think, Richard, of his “poor old gram- 
mar,” it was considered when it was 
written to ho a most valuable work, 
and Cardinal Belloc condescended to 
write a preface for it. 

Richard. Then I will treat it with 
all tho respect I can, for tho sako of 
tho Cardinal. All tho same I wish tho 
G rooks could have done without meg 
ular verbs. 

Mis. M. Irregularity — ilu ivs ex- 
eluding morals — lends interest to life. 
At the period of which 1 am speaking, 


| State pronunciation pleased nobody ; 

| Lancashire and Yorkshire absolutely 
refused to recognize aspirates, and at 
one time there wore el oven competing 
systems of standardised spelling in 
England alone. Scotland, Ireland and 
Wales were exempted from tho Act, and 
this only added to the confusion. 

Mari/. Still it must have been rather 
nico to spell as you liked.. 

M rs. !\f. That is just exactly what did 
not happen. You had to spell as other 
people liked. And whon it came to 
altering the spelling of family names, 
and our revered patronymic was de- 
graded to Markum, a reaction set in 
and the troublo ended in a return to 
the old system. 

“ The population of IVtrograd arc starving, 
tortured and harassed by tho bolsheviks, 
who seem to bo completely indifferent to 
Reuter’s Special Service.” — Egyptian Gazette. 

They prefer Wolff’s Bureau. 

“‘If it is not worth while going on with the 
raco it is not worth while going on with the 
| race it is not wortli while going on with with 
! the race,’ commented Dr. Saleoby.” 

Manchester Evening Chronicle. 

He needn’t have rubbed it in like that. 
We quite understand. 


a great, and for a while successful, 
attempt was made to simplify spelling 
and write words as they wore sounded. 
“Phonetic spelling” was legally en- 
forced in hooks and newspapers, but, 
instead of producing uniformity, it led to 
reater variety and even chaos, for the 1 


‘ A Contention lias been sitting, seeking 
to settle the Homo Rulo' controversy on 
satisfactory lines, but it has not "bocn 
successful.” 

Daily Gleaner (Kingston, Jamaica). 

Wo trust that the Convention will have 
bettor luck. 



THE DEATH-LORD. 


The Kaiser (on 
IIOHENZOLLERNS 


reading the appalling 

SURVIVE?” 


tale of German losses). -WHAT MATTER, SO WE 
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TRIALS OF OUR AIRMEN. 

Stolid IJiyhUuuh r. "Hah yb Miokk ^ mi mauiini,?' 


A GALLOP THROUGH AMERICA. 

Hv AN ILU'STKTOUS LAWYKK. 
J. — The Trotting Ostrich. 


. my speeches with such success that in 
: all the campaign T never repealed a 
j single sentence. Nitlli sccundus. j 

I J 1 1. — Stern New York. I 


I persuaded him to stay, especially 
as wo were assured that St. Louis, one 
of the cities on our list, was still im- 
penitent. Ad astm. 


With so much to prepaie and occupy 
my mind for my programme included 
three months of continuous oratory, 
broken only by luncheons, dinners, 
suppers, Turkish baths, train journeys 
and visits to remarkable men — l don’t 
know how 1 could have endured the 
voyage but for the trotting ostrich. 
At first there was t he novelty of the de- 
parture, as we sailed on, the destroyers 
on each side, puissant symbols of the 
ancient son-power of Great Britain, our 
own vessel ploughing a majestic course 
through the purple sea, the enchanting 
coastline of Ireland on our boam, and 
tho shimmering airhoats glittering in 
the \vintr\ sun. Having strained my 
eyes through my hold-glasses, a parting 
gift from dear Bf.a\ l-uumooK, for a last 
view of the Convention, 1 hastened io 
the gymnasium and, carefully selecting 
tho same saddle as that used by Mr. 
Balfour, I mounted the trotting os- 
trich and never left his hack — I mean 
voluntarily until Sandy 1 look appeared 
in sight. Try as 1 would, however, I 
could never induce him to break into 
a gallop. Thus occupied I composed 


| Of New York in the grip of the real- 
j it.es of war 1 say nothing. But I saw 
! much. Let me indeed state that but 
! for its eminent men, its beautiful 

I actresses, iu dances and its supper- 
; rooms, such as Sherry’s and the 
, Coeoanut Grove, New York might Lave 

been too depressing. The members 
! of tho Nouthcliffe Mission, chief of 
whom was .Mi*. Geoffrey Butler, who 
organised so wonderfully all our travel- 
ling, had, however, paved the way, and 
, nothing that could be done to make a 
simple English traveller bear up was 
omitted. Never shall I forget the 
charm of Miss Maxine Elliott or the 
graceful convolutions of one of the 
Spanish ladies. 

; After a Turkish bath I made my first 
, speech at a lunch at the Millionaires’ 

; Club. 1 was on my feet for three 
i hours, and the spirit shown by all the 
! listeners was admirable. That w*as, 
however, the only spirit present, for 
America is gradually falling to Prohi- 
bition. To me it made little difference, 
but my secretaries were far from pleased. 

I I ahold even threatened to return ; but 


VI. — Colonel House. 
j I now quote occasionally from my 
I diary : — Dec. 27M, 1917. — To-day saw 
| Colonel House. lie really is a very 
| remarkable man. I could sco that he 
! was pleased when as I left I pressed his 
| band and said, “ You are more, Sir, than 
ja House; you are a Terraco.” In re- 
sponse bo said very kindly that he 
looked forward with despair to tho time 
when, after my departure, there would 
be only Smithless days. 

To-night was the night for the ban- 
j quet at Sherry’s. It certainly was a 
most amazing assembly if measured 
by the importance of the guests, who, 
numbering ninety-two, sat around the 
vnsfc table, and represented I know not 
how much wealth, learning and im- 
portance. Their kindness and enthus- 
iasm were so great as quite to carry 
one away. They stood up several 
times, cheered loudly in thq course of a 
speech I made and altogether showed 
so much warmth that I was deeply 
affected. Tears sprang to my eyes. 
No jury could have resisted me. Never 
before had I so realised how emotional 
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war can make one. Nothing but the 
blank looks of my secretaries at a side 
table, unable to procure any but tee- 
total beverages, brought me back to 
earth. Harold later went so far as to 
say that because the country was dry 
there was no need for my speeches to 
be; but I attributed that merely to 
brotherly affection. Arcades amby. 

XI II. — Mu. Secretary Lansing. 

1 

December 31 st, 1917. — This being New j 
Year’s Eve my secretaries were ,natur- > 
ally anxious to celebrate it, but no facili- 
ties being at band I wont instead to seo 
Mr. Secretary Lansing. We discussed 
foreign policy for some seconds, and 1 
left him greatly impressed, lie is a 
very remarkable man. Like everyone 
else that I mot in ibis hospitable coun- 
try bo gave me lotters of introduction 
to a Judge, it is an American habit. 
Cedant anna toga \ 

On leaving Mr. Secretary Lansing 1 
lunched off gold plate with the Morgan 
Partners, to whom I mado one of my 
lighter speeches — only two hours -and 
gave incidentally some valuablo finan- 
cial advico. Among loading Americans 
present was Senator B. Kellogg, who 
was delighted to boar of bis cousin I 
Shirley’s success in London. 1 have 
just mailed him an extract from her , 
theatre programme, stating that her 
return to* rovuo was at once the 
“bravest” and “ finost thing” that 
“any actress lias ever done in the 
history of the modern stage.” This 
will, I know, give the Senator pleasure. 
L\ir nobiscum. 

XV 11. — C INC 1 nnati . 

January 1st , 1918. — After a delight- 
ful evening in the enormous house of 
the proprietor of The Washington Dost, 
where two hundred guests dined and 
four hundred danced, wo left for Cin- 
cinnati, where my real work was to 
begin, and in duo courso for St. Louis. 
Hut wo had to wait three hours at tho 
station in the cold. Tho train was late. 
Butler had at last failed us. But I 
managed to get my Turkish hath and 
ho in time lor lunch at ono of the 



Manager {engaging office-boy). “ You ’vn got to he alive in this hum— quick, alert 

—we’re ALL MOVE ItS HERE.” 

Uo g . “That's me, too. I never stop more ’n a month or two in any job.” 


our old, far-away election days. As a In tho evening I spoke for several 
result 1 was offered tho famous Lincoln hours at a dinner given by the American 


Hotary Clubs which have become such 
a feature of American business and 
national life. They are so called from 
the fact that, in order to circulate, the 
members keep on moving their soats, 
as in the tea-party in Lewis Carroll. 
Although I must have addressed a dozen 
of those clubs ! never quite got over 
n, y feeling of dizziness. Nisi 
In the ewning I spoko at a mass 
meeting. Ifc was my first real oration 
and lasted for live hours. The friendli- 
ness of tho audience towards us ex- 
ceeded belief. I have not seen more 
enthusiasm at any public meeting since 


statue by Barnard, over which there 
has been so much discussion, and which 
is situated in this city, hut I declined 
to deprive them of it. The foot arc too 
big. Ex pede Hcrculcm. 

XXI.— St. Louis. 

' January 5th, 1918. — St, Louis at 
last ! My secretaries- immediately dis- 
appeared, I was taken to a club where 
the best cocktail-mixer in America is 
to bo found, and he gave me free his 
little monograph on that fascinating 
scienco. St. Louis, however, may not be 
wet much longer. Proximus Ucalegm. 


Bar Association. 

XX11I— Chicago and Tay Pay. 

January Gth, 1918. — Wo arrived at 
Chicago in a torriblo snowstorm, which 
I must speak to Butler about., as it was 
much colder than I like. Not oven 
Mr. Insull, with all his influence, could 
abate it. Insull is an Englishman who 
is nowonoof Chicago’s kingsof industry. 
Although business affairs have forced 
him to become an American citizen I 10 
is true bluo. Still, I feel that it is a 
dofcct to he so incapable of tomporing 
tho wind to tho travelling Bar-lamb. 
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KNTKRI’KISING JEWELLER DOES A LITTLE SPRING PROPAGANDA IN LOCAL WOOLS. 


One result was that T. I*. O’Connor, 
who is also doing wonderful federating 
work here, could not come to dinner. 
Nil desperamhun. Ho came, however, 
to lunch the next day, and his hospitable 
snuff-box made mo feel at homo. With 
perfect tact ho refrained from any 
allusion to galloping. Not a bene. 
XL1X. — Tun Return. 

The expedition being over I sailed 
for home on February 23rd, after having 
spoken on an average seven hours a 
day. Nothing could exceed the enthusi- 
asm of my meetings and I shall think 
kindly of America as long as 1 live. 
And America, I fancy, will not forget 
mo. Finis corona t opus. 

From a letter received by a subaltern 
from his tailors : — 

“ Wo arc in receipt, uf \our favour to hand, 
and bog to state that our charge for turning 
a Rritish War is approximately 45/-.” 

The Chancellor of the Kxchkqukr 
ought to fuul out how they do it. 

“ People inclined to disbelief in tlie existence 
of a gun firing from such a distance may he 
reminded that the difference between To miles 
and the greatest previously- recorded range of 
about 25 miles is less than the difference be- 
tween the maximum range of our naval guns 
and those of Nelson’s day .” — The Globe . 

The fact that Nelson’s guns had ap- 
parently a range of minus twenty miles 
or so explains his preference for board- 
ing-tactics. 


INTELLIGENCE WORK. 

“I w \s the hero,” said William, ‘-of 
a rather moving little drama yesterday 
morning.” 

“ Release the episode,” said l. 

“You know the four cross-roads on 
tho way from the hospital to the town ? ” 

“Two cross ones, William, and two 
nice quiet ones with tall hedges. I 
know.” 

“Well, 1 've been meeting the Radio 
there every morning at almost exactly 
the same time. ‘Shoulder better?’ he 
shouts. 4 Yes, thanks,’ I say; ‘sermon 
easier, i hope,’ and wo pass on with 
mutual esteem. Hut about a week ago 
ho pulled a little black hook out of his 
pocket and asked mo to write my name 
in it and quote a line or two of poetry 
opposite the date of my birthday. 
‘Frightfully sorry, Padre,’ f said nest 
day, ‘but i only remembered it once 
when 1 was depositing some moie over- 
draft in the hank and there was too 
much nap on tho nibs to suit mo. You 
shall have it to-morrow.' 

“Next morning I awoke with tho 
sense of something terrible impending, 
but I couldn’t think what on earth it 
was until I was two hundred yards 
from tho hospital. There was only one 
thing to do then and I did it. I doubled 
smartly down to the cross-roads, beat 
him by about two minutes, and took a 
roundabout way into the town. That 


dodge lasted ino for four days. Yester- 
day, to my consternation, 1 saw him 
already at tho cross-roads when 1 was 
half-way there. Fortunately I am a 
pretty cool hand in a crisis. I jumped 
over the threo-foob wall on the right, 
lay down flat on my front and bit tho 
«nvss. 

“ Talk about barrages ! 1 don’t think 
I can over have bad the wind up worse 
than T had as I listened to the thud- 
thud of his footsteps coining nearer aud 
nearer. They came right up to me, and 
then tho worst happened. IIo stopped. 
All my past life Hashed before me like 
The Exploits of Elaine and my heart 
heat eighteen ounces to tho pound. J3ut 
nothing happened. After a bit I very 
slowly turned my face round and looked 
upwards. You’ll hardly believe mo, 
but I ’m blest if be wasn’t sitting on the 
wall sixteen inches away, with bis back 
to me, making notes in an A.B. 153 
with a fountain-pen. I fancy ho was 
doing a turn of scout-work about the 
lambs and daffodils for Sunday morn- 
ing. 1 don’t blame him. It was a 
pleasant balmy sort of day to sit about 
in, you romember, but a bit damp under 
face. 

“ I lay like a log and wished to good- 
ness 1 ’d been wearing a sniper’s suit 
with buttercups and bluebells painted 
on it. After a while a curious thing 
happonod. The Padre stopped scrib- 
bling, dumped his writing equipment 
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T HE world is waiting for the great creative 
Artists. Will you lead the way in Art ? 


I g 1 Artists. Will you lead the way in Art ? 

1 II you are on Active Service, think how 

2 V your mind trained to invent and your hand to 

f create will assist promotion ; or how for your 

-mjr own pleasure you can make imperishable 

J j records of the great War. 

If you are at home you know the value of 
originality ; the worth of ideas. You know 
fL the power it gives a man to be able to put 

these things on paper, to give them concrete 

ttOWTIONS? \ torm ‘. . 

It is just these things that Mr. Hassall 

Copy this sketch for my teaches. He shows you how to lead the way 

free personal criticism. in Art — and in Life. He does not teach you 

to imitate, but to invent. He trains your 
imagination to conceive and your hand to create. In every profession, be it 
in Peace or War, a knowledge of Art, as Mr. Hassall teaches it, will help a 
man to climb to the position which he deserves. 

Whatever your ambition, whether it be to make a success in your profession or to 
create new values in Art itself, Mr. Hassall will help you with his insight, his inspiration, 
and his personal criticism. 

You can work through these vivid postal courses in your spare time, whether on Service 
or at home, and you will find a new power grow beneath your hand, and a new pleasure 
opening in life. 

Send some work for Mr. Hassall’s opinion to-day. 


Artists like “ Fish ” of the “ Tatlerf Gladys Peto, 
A. E. Horne, Vernon Hill, C. Bryant, Hawley 
Morgan, Harry Low and many others who have 
worked under me are drawing big incomes to-day. 

It does not matter where you live ; whether you 
ore a beginner or an advanced student ; whether 
you wish merely to get pleasure from sketching 
or to become a highly-paid commercial artist, 
John Hassatt can show you the way to success. 


POST THIS COUPON TO-DAY. 

To Mr. JOHN HASSALL, 

The John Hat sail Correspondence Art School, Lid., 

7, Stratford Studios, Kensington, W. H. 

1 enclose you a Drawing for your personal criticism. Please send 
me free of all cost full particulars of how to become a Mveossful artist, 
and your illustrated book "THE JOHN HASSALL WAY. ’ 

Name . . 

A ddvess 

P. 3 4.18. 
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POOLING INSURANCE For Selected Risks 

Non-Mutual except in respect of Profits* which are distributed 
Annually amongst the Policy-Holders. 

Under this Scheme are given — 

“The Pool Comprehensive Family Policy” 

at 4/6 per cent. Covering amongst other risks Fire, Burglary and War. 

“The Pool Comprehensive Shopkeepers’ Policy” 

Which similarly covers all risks to Ihe shopkeeper at rates according to trade, but .always 

lower than obtainable elsewhere. 

POLICY 
PREMIUM 
RENEWAL 

The LICENSES & GENERAL INSURANCE Co. Ltd. 

24, MOORCATE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 2 


One {! 


ALL 

THE LATEST 
Gramophone Records 

SENT BY POST 

A T 91 Regent Sheet you will 
(itul the most complete and 
perfectly-equipped Audition 
Salons in London foi hearing the 
latest “His Master's Voioc" Re- 
cords. \Vc keep every Record in 
slock, and hold the largest stock 
In Ili itain. Our Reiv cc Is prompt 
and e flie i« ut. You can hear the 
Recotds at case and in comfort, 
and, if you are unable to take 
advantage of vailing, wc will dis- 
patch record within six hours 
after receipt of jour oidcr. We 
shall, of com sc, be pleased to send 
J.hts of Ri-cntils post five on re- 
quest. Wc invite your patronage. 

& 

\ GKg west end 

I'fl CRAMOPHONE SUPPLY CO LTD 


Cl 'JhfZrrvj 

ejjo&f aMLtfa, (tray 



Listen ! 

It's that last chorus they 
heard on the l)ec.ca. And 
the singing and the anticipa- 
tion of more ' Decca' entertainment 
to follow, puts new life into them. What 
a boon the Decca has been! Easy to 
carry and ready immediately opened, the Decca is 
truly the ideal gtamophone for Active Service. 



In Le.it hci Cloth. 

£6 15 O 


Compressed Fibre. 

£7 17 6 


< if ll.irrniN. A tiny and Navy Stores, 
WliilHiVs. Felfridge's. Gam.igo's, and 
all k-ailui^ Stilt ea ami Mui.il Dealcts. 




©ECCV 

PORTABLE GRAMOPHONE 


Illustrated Folder, ,m>l n.imo of 
nearest agent, fu-e on application 
to the Manufacturer!.— 

THE DEuCA CO , 

86, WORSHIP Sf., LONDON, E.C.2. 


BULMER’S 


CHAMPAGNE 

CIDER, 

DELICIOUS 

TO THE LAST DROP. 

WARDS OFF 

GOUT AND RHEUMATISM. 

Write for Illustrated Booklet to 

H. P. BULKIER & CO., Hereford. 

Wholesale London & Export Agents: 
Findlater, Mackio, Todd & Co., Ltd , 
London Bridge, S.K. i. 


(t'lopi let »r> : UxkNKTT SAM US L & Sons, Ltd.) 


The linlc with home ' gift 

ft. 



Style speci- 
ally recoin- 
meudoui for Active 
Service, being extra s, 
strong and largo: 

No. 44 (Safety), SO/- 
Of Stationers and 
Jewellers 
everywhere. 

LG. SLOAN. Ltd. 
Cheapen Corner 
Kingsway, London, W.C.2, 


[aterman’stJWRuniainPen 


T IIIS type of the world-famous Waterman's 
Ideal can be carried, with perfect safety, 
in any position. It is, therefore, ideally the 
Soldier’s pen. Being a Waterman’s Ideal it 
writes smoothly, easily and reliably when- 
ever and wherever required. Every pen is 
guaranteed, and there are nibs to suit 
all hands. 


DO YOU WANT TO BUY, 
SELL, OR EXCHANGE? 

YjjT/E are Agents for all the leading Manufacturers, and 
™ can supply almost all makes of New Cameras and 
Apparatus from stock. No one can sell cheaper than 
we do — and we are willing to take any apparatus in 
exchange or part payment. 

We also pay cash for disused Apparatus, and 
guarantee satisfaction. We offer the highest possible 
prices, and pay for goods by 
return of post. Finally, if 

our offer is not acceptable, ^^JLTSONS] 

we send your Apparatus back i 3 

immediately, carriage paid. Sheffield* 
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on tbe wall, and began to do a sort of 
reverie stunt with his head in his hands. 
Immediately a bright thought came to 
mo. I wriggled the birthday-book out 
of my pocket, reached up ever so cauti- 
ously (with my game arm too) and 
collared the ink-grenade. I got my 
name down all right, though it was a 
bit wobbly, and then for some extra- 
ordinary reason the poetry engine mis- 
15 red. You know how it is when you ’re 
trying to write a message for B.1I.Q. 
in the middle of a mud wallow. Posi- 
tively I could only remember two com- 
binations of verso in the whole code- 
book. One was — 

‘ Full many a gem of purest ray serene 

The dark unfat homed caves of ocean hear,’ 

which struck me as a bit fulsome, and 
the othor — 

‘ The mules, my lord, will not be here this 
hour,' 

which seemed to require a map refer- 
ence to the dump to complete it. 

“Then I had a sudden inspiration, 
got it down with one rapid ink-burst, 
and roturnod his weapon to the wall. 

“The worst part of the programme 
of course was still to do. . I gave the 
thing several minutes to dry, and then 
began to wriggle backwards vory slowly 
and quietly through the grass. Even 
with two perfectly good arms it would 
have been worse than a night patrol in 
front of the wire. I hardly dared to 
breathe ; I had my heart and a ration 
or so of cowslips in my mout h, and l 
made about two yards a minute, with the 
buckle of my Sam Browne strafing the | 
worms all the way. At last ! got back j 
to a gap in the wall by a pretty thick 
hawthorn bush, crawled out, got up 
and straightened myself, and came as 
jauntily as I could down the path. 

“ 1 Hallo, Padre/ l said. ‘ Day-dream- 
|ing?’ 

Isn't it glorious weather?’ he 
said. ‘ Have you noticed how the 
flowers are coining up in the fields? ’ 

“‘No; are they really?’ [ said, 
brushing the unexpended portion of 
greenery out of my moustache. ‘ By 
the way, I ’ve been wanting to meet 
you for days. I ’ve got your docket 
signed.’ 

“ He thanked me and turned to tho 
place. ‘ But I see you didn’t get a very 
good pen after ail/ he murmured, look? 
mg rather sadly at the areas under ink. 

“‘I’m sorry, Padre/ I said, ‘but 
it was the best I could find.’ Then I 
waved farewell and left him." 

“Thank you* William/’ I said, “ but 
you haven’t told mo yet what your 
Imui quotation was.” 

“‘Lest we forget/” replied William 
w ith much feeling. “ ‘ Lest we forget. ” 

Evok. 



titotit Latly ytrho has returned from London after assislimj at an lit-rald then:}. “And 


OU, MARY, IF X COULD HAVE HID MYSELF IN 

A FOOD FADDIST IN WAR-TIME 

In infancy L made the welkin ring 
If any bottle was not quite the thing. 

Later in life i simply hunger-struck 
When I was faced by uncongenial tuck 

And always won, however much reviled, 
Being that pearl of price— an only 
child. 

But War a vast and wondrous change 
has wrought — 

I tackle anything that can be bought. 

Edibles once considered far from nice 
I leap at and demolish in a trice. 

For instance, take the case of rabbit-pie, 
A dish that used to make me want to 
die; 

Do I refuse it now ? Do I refuse * 

I simply wolf it, oven though it mews. 


A WINKLE, I WOULD.” 

Diplomatic Delays. 

‘ Relations between Spain and (Jermanyave 
I critical, Spain, through her Ambassador in 
j Beilin, demanding reparation for tins torpe- 
doing of tho (liralda, and requesting a reply 
j within 48 year**.*’ Canadian Paper. 

“ ft has bet'll irpt aledly stated that the 
(.lovcniincut entered into a special arrangement 
with the Amalgamated Society of Engineers, 
but that statement must be made in gicnarne- 
h toeaotffcm f wy psh rd u ! . M — L i rerj wol l *a per. 

Home outlying locality (possibly Welsh) 
with which wo are not acquainted. 

From a list of Easter holidays at the 
public schools : — ^ Begin. End. 

“ Dulwich .... April 4 May l 2 

Durham , 4 ., d 

Eastbourne 8 .,8 

Eton 40 ,, 1 

( il(dn' . 

Several small hoys, on reading this, 
have requested thoir parents to put- 
down their names for Eastbourne in 
preference to Eton. 
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THE SIMPLER LIFE. 

IV. 

Tin: Milk .Problem. 

“ How delightful it will be,” my wife 
had said, “ to got our milk straight 
from the cow.” 

“ Delightful,” I had echoed. 

Previously t > entering tho cottage 
wo had reckoned on being supplied with 
milk by our landlord, a man with a 
passion for hooping cows, of which ho 
owns a very large number, fn tho bold 
adjoining our paddock, for instance, he 
was, when wo arrived, camping out 
forty-six. As a rule I cannot count 
cows or sheep in the mass ; there never 
scorns to he any definite point at which 
one can begin or loavo off. Put in the 
present instance 1 had no difficulty. 
Anxious to establish friendly relations, 
1 presented one of them across the 
paddock fence with an ounce of porno 
tobacco which iny sister had sent me 
the year before as a birthday gift. The 
look of gratitude in tho lady’s eyes as 
she rapturously chewed tho quid amply 
compensated mo for the sacrifice 1 was 
making. Next morning there was an 
orderly queue of forty-six expectant 
cows ranged along tho fence. 1 shall 
never forget the moan of disappoint- 
ment with which they turned away 
when L explained that I was out of 
tobacco offal. 

It was rather a shock to us when 
aftor our arrival our landlord told us 
ho could not sparo us more than a pint 
of milk a day, and that wo should have 
to fetch that ourselves. Our normal 
consumption is tw r o quarts. 

“ Ncvor mind,” said my w'ifo ; “ there 
are two milkmen in tho village. M 

It is always a difficult thing to catch 
a milkman at homo, unless one calls 
boforo dawn ; and wo were a mile and 
a half from the village. But I had tho 
luck to run into both of them on their 
morning rounds. Number One had 
halted at a garden gate and was stand- 
ing in the road bohind his cart reaching 
for a half-pint measure. 

“ Can you supply mo with milk? ” I 
asked politely. 

Apparently ho did not hear my ques- 
tion. I repeated it. He turned and 
wavod to a femalo figuro at the other 
end of the gardou path. 

“Coming, Miss, coming,” ho called, 
and without a glance in my direction 
ho hurried in through the gate. 

A fow r minutes later I inado tho same 
request of Number Two. Ho was com- 
ing from a kitchon-door to his cart. 

“ Can you supply me with milk ? ” 

lie paused and looked at mo curi- 
ously. 

“ Milk? ” ho said. 

“ Milk,” I repeated. 


“ Milk! ” he exclaimed in a tone half 
of pity, half of contompt, and climbed 
into his cart and drove rapidly away. 
As I walked homo every field I passed 
seemed full of cows. 

To my wife, who wopt over my 
failure, J offered bravo words of solace. 
“The tide will turn,” I said hopofully. 
I am not sure that this is tho right 
ph rase to use about milk. 

During tho next fortnight I went 
every day on my bicycle to tho dairy 
which had supplied us in tho pre- 
cottage era. If took me just the whole 
morning to get lliero and hack. And 
then, as I had prophesied, tho tide 
turned. It was tho postman who res- 
cued us, a very affablo man with far- 
away eyes. Ho had heard, ho said, of 
our ditliculty with tho landlord and the 
milkmen. As luck would have it he 
had a brother-in-law in the trado, from 
whom he thought ho could procure 
what wo wanted. It was too far for 
his rolativo to deliver, hut ho himself 
could bring us the milk with tho letters. 
The only question was the price. Of 
course it was a long way. 

“Tho usual price is sixpence a quart,” 
said my w ife. 

Tho look in tho postman’s eyes grow 
yet 1 1 loro remote as ho gazed dreamily 
over her shoulder up the valley. “ This 
would ho a shilling,” he murmured. 

Wo closed with tho oiler. 

I have since learnt by a side wind 
that his brother-in-law is tho Number 
Two milkman. 

THE NEW LANGUAGE. 

Scene.— L'.F.C. Chib . 

Time. — Kvery Time. 

1 si Vilnt. Why, it’s Brown-JonesJ 

lud Pilot. Hullo, old thjng! What 
aro you doing now ? 

I.s7 7\ Oil, 1 ’in down at Puddlemarsh 
teaching linns— monoavros, pups and 
dolphins. 

2 nd P. J ’m on the same game, down 
at Mudbank —sop- two-seaters and 
camels. We Vo got an old tinside, too, 
for jo) -riding. 

Is/ I\ You Vo given up the rumpety, 
then ? 

hid P. Yes. I was getting ham- 
handed and mutton-listed, flapping the 
old things every day ; felt I wanted to 
stunt about a hit. 

B/ P. Have you over butted up 
against Kobinson-Smith at Mudbank? 
lie w as an ack-eo-o, hut became a liun. 

hid P. Yes, lie crashed a few r days 
ago— on his first solo flip, taking off — 
tried to zoom, engine konked, bus 
stalled— sideslip — nose-dive. Not hurt, 
though. Wliat ’s become of Smitli- 
J ones ? Do you know ? 


1st P . Oli, yes. He ’s on quirks and 
ack-ws. He tried spads, but got wind 
up. 1 lave you soon tho new ? 

2nd P. Yes, it’s a dud bus — only 
does seventy-five on the ceiling. Too 
much stagger, and prop slops on a spin. 
Besides I never did care for rotaries. 
Full of gadgets too. 

B7 V. Well, I must tootle off now. 
1 'm flapping from Northbolt at dawn 
if my old airship’s ready — came down 
there with a konking engine— plug 
trouble. 

2 ml P. Well, cheerio, old thing-— 
weather looks dud- -you’re going to 
have it humpy in the morning, if 
you Vo on a pup. 

I.s7 P. Bye-bye, you cheery old bean. 

[Kreunt. 


THE PRINCE OF WIED. 

(The Prince of Wjkd , formerly Mprrt 
of Albania , has been heard of at the 
K ats fu’s head -quarters.) 

There ’s many a thing that a man may 
w r ant 

In this work-a-day world of ours: — 
A feather-bed, or a christening font, 

Or a coupon’s value in flowers ; 

But not in tho pinch of his utmost need 
Will ho pine for William, Prince of 
Wild, 

The hardly potential, 
Consequential 
William, Prince of Winn. 

He was once on a time a sort of King 
And sat on a purple throne, 

With a national anthem hard to sing 
And a Court that was all his own ; 
And he ruled as.be could a mountain- 
breed 

Who cared not a jot for the Prince of 
WlKll, 

The non-Albanian, 
Most'Germanian 
William, Prince of Wikli. 

And now, wherever the Kaiser loots, 
lie \s willing to loot there too, 

And, lo, ho 's licking tho Kaiser’s hoots, 
Ifo 's kissing tho Kaiser’s shoe ; 

But no one anywhere seems to heed 
That most forgettable Prince of Wimp, 
That come-and-tickle us, 
Quite lidickletis 
William, Prince of Wild. 

Our Helpful Contemporaries. 

He the “ mystery gun ” : — 

“It is also suggested that tho shell may be 
propelled by the application of tho well-known 
electrical principle that certain metals aro 
refilled by a magnetic coal instead of being 
attracted . Evening Payer. 

“The solemn old coppor-beach at tlio corner 
of the lawn.” — London Opinion. 

\Yo should rather have expected to find 
it near the silver strand. 



April 3 , 1918 .] 


PUNCH, OR THIS LONDON CHARIVARI. 



The Photographer, “ You liku that style ? That's A 

BROMIDE ENLARGEMENT OF PeSKOVITGH, TUB FAMOUS PESSI- 
MIST PIANIST. BY A SriiClAL ARRANGEMENT OF MY OWN I 
CAN GUARANTEE TO MAKE A PORTRAIT OF YOU CONVEYING 
THE SAME ROMANTIC AIR OF MELANCHOLY." 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch* s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Where England Sets Her Feet (Collins) is, as indeed 
you might supposo from tho title, a staunchly imperialistic 
tale, set in the spacious days of tho Virgin Queen, and 
containing much pleasant if rather disjointed adventuring, 
and one very attractively-drawn character. Not tho horo, 
though he is pleasant onough in a colourless way ; and 
certainly not the horoine, who is throughout practically an 
absentee (after her boy-and-girl love-scenos with the hero 
she fades ontirely out of tho story till its finish) ; tho great 
creation of tho story, upon whom Mr. Bernard Capes has 
lavished both art and obvious affection, is Master Glerivault , 
the “ dear fantastic ” patriotic worshipper of that England 
whose son it was his wish to be thought ; dreamer, brag- 
gart and Empire-builder in one. Most of Master ClcrivauWs 
speeches have an excellent ring, though that about lands 
whore English blood is shed becoming fiefs to England, 
“ for there each grave becomes a plat of English mould," 
struck me as a halting paraphrase of certain lines in which 
the same thought has boen more nobly expressed. As for tho 
actual story, that, as I have said, is an affair of episodes ; 
of Brion's upbringing in the lonely house, his introduction 
(very prettily done) to Romance; his encounter with my 
Lord of Leicester, whoso natural son he was ; thereafter 
some voyaging to the Spanish main, and tho rediscovery of 
the heroine in the nick of time to round off the tale. Truth 
to tell, picturesque as all this is, I found the pace of tho 
author’s palfrey rather jog-trot for adventuro of such 
quality ; the book throughout is at its best in the quieter 
passages, and especially those that introduce the admirable 
Glerivault , as aforesaid. One final complaint: surely the 
“rose of pudency ” (Mr. Capes’s term for his heroine’s 
blush) is a rather ugly flower of speech. 



Tho Photographer. “An I Keep that expression. 
Excellent!” 


The author of The Foundations of Permanent Peace 
(Grant Richards) is Mr. August Schvan, who says of 
himself that “ lie happens to have been born in the capital 
of Sweden." It is plain that ho wishes us to understand 
that lie assumes no responsibility for this fact, and I may 
as well assure him at once that I don’t dream of blaming 
him for being a Swede. Had ho been consulted lie might 
perhaps havo arranged matters differently, lb is quito 
certain that he numbers amongst his ancestresses tho late 
Cassandra, for a large part of his life has been spent in 
prophesying true things which nobody believed until they 
had unfortunately happened. Ifo also gavo good advico to 
those who refused to take it. “ Only four months before tho 
outbreak of tho War the author told a well-known Conser- 
vative and Military Club in London that the British Army 
was totally inadequate to moot tho Gorman Army." It is 
also to be noted that “ho had takon occasion to publish an 
article on Scandinavia in The Nineteenth Century magazine 
which was so true that it made tho King of Sweden doprivo 
tho author of his title of Chamberlain." This, however, 
has not prevented him from dovoloping his plan for ensur- 
ing peace. The State, according to him, is tho universal 
enemy and must bo abolished, so that men may live under 
a system of “ Super national Law," nations boing considered 
“ as autonomous administrative subdivisions of humanity, 
and armed forces being limited to those necessary for 
maintaining law and order." Mr. Schvan is in deadly 
earnest and has a detestation of the Kaiser and his people 
which is most refreshing. 

Dr. W. J. Dawson is an engaging and transparently sin- 
cere rather than a skilful story-teller. His hero, Robert 
Shenstonc (Lane), was a disappointed schoolmaster’s son 
who had the ambition to be a poet but followed his father’s 
difficult trade in an “Academy" of a typo which is now 
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happily extinct. When it deservedly failed ho did in fact lute barrage of kisses. There was, I must mention, a secret 
write with a drunken friend a shocking bad play for the in Max's life about which I mean to be as reticent as he 
Old Surrey. His next effort was accepted by Irving for was. When Diana married him she was well aware that 
the Lyceum on a sight of the unfinished MS., and this I fool ho could not disclose this secret to her, but all tho same 
must have been one of the great man’s errors. However, sho was soon suffering from a very reasonable jealousy. 
F do not grudge Hobart his unlikely success, as lie was an Tho conditions offered peculiar encouragement to an emo- 
-an liable if somewhat colourless young man with a love of a tional atmosphere. Diana had one of the most superb 
London that still had its Holywell Street, apparently voices in tho world ; Max was a distinguished playwright 
(kovi soil) Hobart's favourite resort. The thing I liked and wrote his plays for Adrienne de Germis, who was a star- 
best about him was his shrewd dragon of an aunt., Tuhitha actress and — bub that is tho sccrot. It is a high tributo to 
Shank ) /. II y tho way, I feol called upon to set him right Mrs. Margaret Pedler that she compels one to believe in 


on a matter of history. There is no evidence whatever that 
tho Baiba on whom ho so much insists ever built a wall. 
All authorities agree that it was entirely tho work of her 


the beauty of Diana's voico, and indeed hor picture of musical 
life in London, if rather highly coloured, is really well- 
drawn. A passing word of praise is also due to tho minor 


brother. Lot mo add that this hook is a fair specimen of the J characters, who fit satisfactorily into tho back-seats allotted 


old-fashioned rigmarolo school 
of domesticated romance with 
tho shadow of a rather un- 
intelligible and unnecessary 
crime in the background. And 
Aunt Tahitha is certainly 
worth knowing. 

As a story The (Hearn (Long) 
tonds to bo rambling and in- 
consequent, and tho major 
characters, tho heroine in par- 
ticular, are invested with an 
atmosphere of unreality which 
prevents tho reader from bo- 
coming deeply concerned about 
their welfare. This perhaps is 
just as well, because, although 
their fortunes lead them into 
some hair-raising advonturos 
in Mexico, they eventually pur- 
sue a rather tame existence in 
tho South of England. They 
aro not oven married, though, 
as they liavo acquired a small 
fortune between them as the 
result of their excursion in the 
wilds of Yucatan, there appears ! 
to bo nothing to hinder it (as 
tho Scotchman said when hej 
was shown Niagara). Woj 
leave the hero on crutches J 
watching England go lo war 
in August, 1914. Like a good 
many othor people ho thinks 
tho War is going to last for six months and i 



Colonel X uuvrun.ii who is pkiu bctly well, 

re” '10 REMIND 1IIMSELF OF T 1 IE OOOI) OLD TOE- WAR DAYS. 


to them. Bub Max's secret 
never seemed to me to deserve 
all the fuss that was made 
about it. 

T wonder what, after all, is 
tho fact about tho public’s atti- 
tude to short-story volumes. 
Of late years one might fairly 
say that these have been pour- 
ing from the Press. Yet not 
an author in tho host but pro- 
claims, and apparently believos 
it, that ho himself is the soli- 
tary leader of a forlorn and 
desperate hope against the 
ramparts of prejudice. Tho 
latest of them is Mr. John 
Ayhcouuh (whose French 
Windows so much pleased mo 
a little time ago), and lie has 
given to his volume an admir- 
able title, The Tideway (Long). 
For the most part tho stories 
themselves aro also admirable, 
with never, or hardly ever, 
ft commonplace among the 
collection. Most of them, too, 
are of rather greater substance 
than the ordinary commercial 
article, so that it is with them, 
as with Viola in tho play, as a 
squash is before’tis a peasetd, 
or a conte when it is almost 
novel. Such certainly are 


eating his “ Tho Sacristans ” and •* Tho Lady of the Duneshore,” the 
heart out. in disappointment at his temporary unfitness. We latter a well- written hut rather too spun-out study of the 
know now that ho need not have worried. It is not as a problem of what a lady should do whoso husband has 
weaver of plots that Mr. Alfred E. Carey has already oil- i deliberately saved his own life at what might have been, 
deared hirnsolf to a considerable public, hut as an observer j for all he knew, the expense of hors. I suppose I need 
of nature and a commentator on tho pageant of mankind. As j hardly tell you that ( ho solution judged correct is that she 
a student of the South Country he is not to he surpassed, should wait till tho author has done with the husband, 
and as w’o read page affcor page of gossip and philosophy, and then marry tho hero. In tine you will light hero upon 
every lino of which reveals the kindly and imaginative a pleasant assemblage uf half-hour stories, told by a writer 
country lover, but has nothing whatever to do with tho who has generally something worth while to say, and 
story, we quite forgive the inconsequence of tho plot ;md the always a distinguished manner of saying it — or coucealing 
curious facility with which its unscholarly subjects quote j the deficiency. = 
delightful passages from Mr. Carey’s favourite authors. 1 

To be loved by Max En iiujton, the hero of The Splendid ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ _ 

Folly (Mills and Boon), was not exactly a restful occu- situation to-day after nearly four year^o! horrors wrought b^this 
pation. But as ho contracted a habit of saving Diana man’s misdeeds.”- Daily Express. " 

Quentin from difficult and dangerous situations ho had, Our contemporary owos an apology to Mr. Chappell, 
more right than most pooplo to bombard her with an abso- j whoso conduct has always been above reproach. 
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Advice to those who use saccharine in their tea: Avoid ihe fuuitye manner, \s it may ee\d to voir intentions rkim. 

MISUNDERSTOOD. 

“NOW THEN NONE OF YOU II SUIC1DINO Jir.HH!” 


CHARIVARIA. 

“Germans,” says a contemporary, 
“ put thoir clocks back a month ago.” 
It is definitely known, however, that 
the Crown Prince has not put any of 
his French ones back. 

“ The change to British Summer 
Time ” — so ran a recent Southern 
Command Order — “will take place at 
2 a.m. oil the 24th of March, 1918. 
Should an air-] aid be in progress at 
2 a.m. on March 24th, the change to 
British Summer Time will be post- 
poned until the raid is over.” In 
this way the possibility of having the 
same raid occur twice over was skil- 
fully avoided. * ... 

“Khaki, khaki, khaki everywhere,” 
says an evening paper— what can it 
really mean ? ” The best opinion is 
that it is duo to the fact that there is a 
war on. ... 

The police are said to bo closely 
interested in the question whether a 
kitchen is a placo of entertain mont 
within the meauing of the Night Light 
Order. * 5le 

The Food Ministry, it is announced, 
is working out a scheme for the control 
of eggs. Lor 4 Riiondda 1 lopes, how- 
ever, that the disappearing egg will not 
be laid at his door. 

* , * 

London’s temperature has been as 
high as sixty-two. Among the enemy 


tli is is regarded as supporting the 
cautious assertion of the German Press 
that “ the moral objectives of the offen- 
sive have already boon attained.” 

Dartmoor Conscientious Objectors 
are appealing for instruments for a brass 
hand. They have already made a start 
with Mr. Philip Snowden’s penny 
whistle. * ■. 

Dr. Ronald Maitii: has written a 
book which ho calls The Art of Keep uuj 

NOTICE. 

PUNCH AND PAPER SHORTAGE. 

Owing to the further drastic 
reduction in the supplies of paper, 
no return of unsold copies will 
be allowed after the Number to 
be dated April 17. 

Readers who desire to continue 
to receive Ptinch regularly should 
at once place a definite order with 
their news-agents. 

Well, and it is reported that a strong 
| group of medical men is about to issue 
ia counterblast under the title, Win) 
Keep Well / 

A woman at Tottenham police court 
said that the language used by another 
woman made her dog drop his ears, 
put his tail between his logs and run 
away. Enemy propaganda is already 
making use of the incident to show that 
even the British clog is losing his nerve. 


The Berliner Taijeblntt now daily 
excuses the apparent breakdown of the 
original German offensive. But, after 
all, if it had not boon for the Allied 
forces it would have been an unqualified 
succors. * ... 

T" 

While running a train in the North 
of England an onginc-dri#r was lired 
at with a revolver. It was in order 
to obviate this rather hasty method of 
attracting the driver's attention that 
the communication cord was first 
introduced. 

“(Sole and Rvnde Finding. 

A limn who has played a lot of golf could 
stand in a first line trench and tell, almost to 
tlio year, just how far the enemy’s trenches 
were away ." — The Standard (Montreal). 

But golfers will say anything. We 
have met some who were prepared to 
predict, almost to a yard, the duration 
of tlio War. 

‘•Somme. One of the Iirge.t risers in 
France. Jt Hows from the coast at Ahheville 
through Amiens and on to I’cronnc and St. 
(Quentin.” 

The Post Sunday Sjterial (< ilasjoir). 

*• Once again the encmv was reckless u| 
life, and always his tide of men ebbed for- 
ward.” — Manchester Guardian. 

The Germans appear io have taken as 
their motto, “ When you are on the 
Somme, do as the Somme duos.” 

“It is important to remember that the 
butcher or retailer must detach the coupon . 
and not tlie customer ." — Holton Kvenuuj Xeir s. 
j Some butchers arc so careless with their 
1 choppers. 


CLIV. 
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THE KAISER GIVEN AWAY. 

It wax a little awkward, you must own. 

.Just, as your sabre started off to rattle 

Prior to carving up the enemy /one 

In wluit was boomed as William’s battle; 

lust as you told us how you bated war, 

How you, whoso heart all bloodshod tends to harrow, 

Obvious victim of the lust for goro 
That permeates the British marrow, 

Proposed (and hero your eyes with warm tears ran 
Such ns the boasts of Nilo exude with unction) 

To end the grisly fight which Gkey began 
Whoso perfidy know no compunction ; 

It was unfortunate (wo all sec that) 

When, at an hour ill-timed for truth’s exposure, 

Out of the Envoy’s bag emerged the cat 
And on your legends clapped Iho closure. 

For now from German lips the world may know 
Facts that should want some skill for their con- 
founding — - 

How Potsdam forced alike on friend and foo 
A war of Potsdam’s solo compounding; 

IIow you, who itched to see the bright sword lunged, 
Still bloating peace like innocent lambs in clover, 

In all that bloody business you were plunged 
Up to your neck, and something over. 

And, having fed on little else hut lies, 

Your people, with the hollow place grown larger 

Now that the truth lias cut off these supplies, 

May want your head upon a charger. O. S. 

THE RIGHT COLOUR. 

The argument began in a trench somewhere on the Cam- 
brai Front. It might still liavo been proceeding but for 
tho fact that a few hundred thousand Bosches came over to 
argue a bigger point, and made it necessary for Jock Fraser 
and Alf Hayes, to sny nothing of tho rest of tho //th Fusi- 
liers, to retire under protest — very violent protost. 

Jock started it. Jock delights in theological disputes, 
and boing a Glasgow man regards himself as an authority 
on most subjects. When therefore, during one of tho peri- 
odical discussions regarding tho finding of Mokes in the 
bulrushes, Alf recklessly roferrod to tho Prophet as a “black 
baby,” Jock pounced upon him instantly. 

“ Yo needna show yer ignorance,” he said in pitying 
tones. “ Auld Moses wasna black, Alf. lie wis as while 
as you an’ mo.” 

“Garni Wot d’you know abahtit?” retorted Alf ag- 
gressively. “ Egyptians is black ; leastways, nob exactly 
black like niggers, hut a kinder coffee-colour. You can’t 
tell me nothin' abaht tho colour of Gippies, my lad. I ’vo 
served in Egypt an’ seen ’em.” 

Although lie is only twenty-six, ;yf proudly terms him- 
self “ an old sweat,” and is inclined to pose as a patriarch 
because ho has seven years’ service to his credit and was 
soldiering in tho East when the War started. 

“ Moses wasna an Egyptian, yo fulo,” Jock explained. 
“Moses wis a Hebrew, and Hebrews are no’ niggers.” 

“Egyptian ’Kbrows is black, I toll yer, and a pal o’ mine 
wot ’s m Palestine says the Jews there are nearly black, so 
you can’t kid mo Moses was whito.” 

“Ho wad bo kind o’ tanned, maybe, but ho wis as white 
as I am, I 7u tellin’ yo.” 


Jock had not washed for four days, but Alf failed to notico 
the opportunity this presented, although he did make several 
impolite remarks concerning Jock’s personal appearance, 
habits and ancestry. 

“ I toll yer Moses was an Egyptian, and Gippies is 
browny- black,” bo reiterated. 

Tho argumont became heated, and most of the men of 
the platoon joinod in and took sides. Home of them 
strongly supported Alf’s view, for tho fact that Alf had been 
in Egypt carried weight. For an hour the voice of Jock 
Fraser could be heard raised in protest, and lie was still 
vainly striving to convince Alf of the whiteness of Moses 
when tho Germans came their way. 

For a time iho colour of tho Hebrew Prophet became 
of secondary importance, blit Jock was determined not 
to let the matter drop. As he hurled bombs among the 
masses of grey men ho could seo through tho mist he 
thought of a new argument which would, ho believed, con- 
vince Alf. 

It was in the ovening, after tho regiment had withdrawn 
to a new position, that Jock suddenly discovered Alf was 
missing, and he began to make agitated inquiries. A man 
had noticed Alf drop out in tho open and mentioned tho fact 
wearily. 

“I’m going hack to find him,” Jock announced. “I 
canna let auld Alf die wi’oot convincing him that Moses 
wasna black.” 

They called him fool and other namos, tried to dissiuulo 
him and pointed out tho hopelessness of litiding Alf, even 
if he was still alive; but Jock would not listen and even 
ignored tho Sergeant’s commands. 

Nearly an hour later ho crawled hack, shot through tho 
left arm and tho right leg, hut dragging with him Alf, who 
was badly wounded, unconscious, but still living. Then 
Jock collapsed, after muttering something incoherent about 
tho infant Moses. 

Tho bearers took him and Alfaway to the same clearing- 
station, and eventually they woro sent down together to 
the base hospital, and happened to bo placed in the same 
ward. When Alf recovered enough to Lako notice, it was 
to find Jock sifting up in the next hod. 

“it was you wot brought mo in, Jock, wasn’t it?” 
inquired Alf. “ You lugged ’old o’ me just as them two big 
Fritx.cs was coinin’ to get me? ” 

“Ay, I shot them,” Jock answered in matter-of-fact 
tones. “ Noo, Alf, aboot Moses. I 'in wantin' to convince 
ye that Moses wis as whito as me.” 

“ 1 reckon you know move abaht Moses than I do, old 
chum,” said Alf. “ And if he was like you he was a whito 
man — all through.” Anti ho held out his hand. 

Jock, pleased more by tho concession than by tho com- 
pliment, leant across and with a shamefaced grin shook 
hands. 

Tho New Gretna Green. 

Tho following letter has been received from a Boys’ 
Football Club by the Commanding Officer of a Home 
Battalion : — 

“Oil helialf of the above football club wo arc requested to ask if wo 
could uso your Football (bound for practico in the evenings, as our 
ground is now used for olupmciits, and at present no other grounds 
arc available for this purpose.” 

“ They [tho gunners] have trudged back over tho battlefields, urging 
on their slow going caterpillars and encouraging tluqmon.” 

Mr. I' h\lip Gibbs, in “ Daily Telegraph 

Wo understand that most siege batteries now liavo a 
subaltern especially trained to walk in front of tho fauna, 
making a noise like a young lettuce; others simply suspend 
a tin of petrol in front of their heads. 




AMEEICA TO THE FEONT. 


{In view of the present needs of the Allies, America has not waited to complete the independent organisation of her Army, but 
has sent her troops forward to be brigaded with British and French units.] 
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_ TU|r M pio-disli , lay the remains of a steak- j the Senior Supply Officer, lie returned 
KIDNEYS FOR THE MESS. ami-kidney pie. to the office, signed a location report 

Ok all the General Staff* Officors Fearful of being denounced as a food upside down, and wont sick. 

Third Grade that had recently boon spy of the baser sort and of being done * * * 

created, Pink William was the nicest away with secretly in consequence, he Left alone the senior members of the 
and the ruddiest. He presented such rushed back to headquarters and let j Moss did the proper thing as a matter 
a picture when, flushed and a little loose the sleuth-hounds of war. Recoil j of course. They held a conference, 
timid, ho first arrived in the No. 2 Moss noitring parlies which investigated the ‘This/’ began the representative of 
of tho Division that they made him wilds of hack areas presently brought j the General Stall* as usual, “is obviously 
Mess President on tho spot, a post hack tho jo\ ful news that without doubt ! a ‘ Q ’ matter.” 

which ho accepted gracefully, there kidneys irae in tho country; that in “ On the contrary,” said “ Q ” firmly, 
being no other course open to him. certain cases sheep had left the base “ as a question of supply it might possi- 
Horrificd at first at the dissatisfaction with the organ in question intact. bly be 4 Q,’ but as a question of policy 

openly expressed at a Mess which any The joyful news came only just in it is obviously ‘G.’ If, on tho other 
regimental officer would envy, he never- time, for the agony of having to face a hand, it is considered a matter of tlis- 
theless put heart and soul into his task ; barrage of eyes bawling “ Kidneys ” at cipline, it is obviously ‘ A.’ 1 
and in a very short tiino achieved won- 1 every breakfast was beginning to tell | “ On the contrary,” said “ A,” “ this 

ders. Yet in spite of all his efforts 1 upon hi? health. That night, again j is a question of diet, and should there- 
Pink William could not but ho aware ' over tho second jilass of port, ho off’- 1 fore ho referred to tho Director of 


that behind all tho nods and j 
expressions of approval ho re- j 
ceived, there was a peculiar J 
clement of reserve, lie know ! 
it — ho felt it. Yet, rack his , 
brains as ho might, this inde- j 
finable something eluded him 
completely. In despair, one 
night after his second glass of . 
port, ho surprised the Great i 
Ones present by breaking down j 
utterly and demanding to be 
told at once what more could ! 
be expected of him. Had they j 
not fish, flesh, fowl, seventeen ! 
kinds of drinks and real lump 
sugar? What was the elusive 
something ? 

And the answer came, short 
and incisive, “ Kidneys! ” 

With His second glass of 
port still in his head ho crept 
away from the Mess, abashed 
at his thoughtlessness, and 
ragged his pillow throughout 
a sleepless night. 

Morning brought determination. 
Sheep were in tho country and sheep 
had kidneys; enjo tho long-felt want 
could easily he supplied. Alas for his 
untimely optimism, a visit to tho 
Senior Supply Officer 
hopos to the ground. 


M edical Servicos.” 

“On tho contrary,” said the 
. A.D.M.S., “ as it has reference 
to animals in particular, I 
think the advice of tho Veterin- 
ary Service should ho sought.” 
j The D.A.D.V.S. could not 
see it. It seemed to him that 
| the matter involved questions 
of traffic control and should ho 
1 referred to tho A.P.M. 

The Ordnance Officer sat 
: tight, wondering how on earth 
| they were going to shift it on 
! to 1 1 im . 

The Area Commandant, a 
Brigadier (graded for pay as a 
Stall - Lieutenant), who was 
present, as guest of tho evening, 
suggested that tho question 
was one which obviously 
affected all brandies — and 
here ho pointedly included tho 
Ordnance Officer. 

“ And I think,” said tho Gen- 
loaded tho story of his vicissitudes upon j oral Staff* impressively, 11 this is a ques- 
tho astonished members of the :\ I ess. ( t ion of operations on a small scale, and 

it would bo as well to lay down a policy 
at once, and at tho samo time issue the 
necessary warning order.” 

Tho Genoral Staff* was going to func- 
tion ! The others hold their breath. 

“ The Supply Officer/’ lie said, “will 
be duly warned that we consider the 



Tnu'iUcr. “ IV you m:i: that this hew German shell is 
REPORTED TO TRAVEL SEVENTY MILKS IN SIX MINUTES?” 

Motorist (bitterly. “And I’ll bet my life the magistrate 

BELIEVED IT. TlioKE l'OLIC E TItAPB AllE T11E SAME ALL OVER 
THE WOULD.” 


administration of supplies to be inade- 
quate and incomplete. If, after due 


Ho gave them a moving picture of his 
discovery in the outhouse. Patrols 
had, he explained, reported a suspected 
kidtioy-dutnp in this vicinity, but cross 
dashed all his observation by special observers had 

“Kidneys?” He failed to obtain tho necessary confirm- 

poured cold scorn upon him; seemed ation. Number 1 Section Kiduey- 

indoed to take it as a personal affront. Detectors (a branch of tho Sound- 

“ Kidneys? Ha !” he laughed hollowly Ranging section) wore also at a loss, 

at him. Army sheep didn’t have while tho Fifty-first Sub-section of the warning, tho article of food in question 

kidneys. Tenth Messenger Dog Company, after is not forthcoming, there is,” went on 

gotling hot on tho trail, had dashed all tho General Staff with a Napoleonic 

his newhom hopes to the ground by flash of the eye — “ there is but one way 

wantonly destroying tho evidence in a to bring our enemy to his knees. We 

spasm of greed. But the vitally im- must strike at tho most vulnerable part 

portant consideration which he wished of his armour. Now what is the ten- 

tratiug into tho purlieus of a large farm to lay before the Mess was that kidneys derest spot in a Supply Officer ? ” 
standing well back from the road in its were in the country, and lie begged The question was met with silence, 
own midden, came upon an outhouse that tho question might he gone into Nobody had thought of such things iji 
of the kitchen department, occupied sympathetically. connection with Supply Officers, 

by Mess cooks and bottlewashors, and Having thus unburdened himself of “ The efficiency of his unit 1 ” c ried 
there — there in tho broad light of tho res v and made a special the General Staff triumphantly. **There 

day, adhering to the sides of a brown point o the contemptuous conduct of \ is no luxury, no perquisite he would not 


Well, how did they get on without 
kidneys ? Why, just as British oysters 
got on without pearls. 

Discouraged beyond measure Pink 
William made his way back, and, pono- 
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A superkeen 
blade and the 
means of automatically 
stropping it— a well -finished 
razor frame which has no loose parts 
and can be cleaned by just a rinse and a 
wipe— these features, combined with adjustability of the 
blade, produce the nearest possible approach to perfection 
the latest 


m 


VALET 

Aufco'Sttnyp 

Safety Razor ' 



THE STANDARD SET consists 
of heavily silver-plated self-strop- 
ping “ Valet " Safety Razor, twelve 
genuine “ Valet ” Blades, and 
14 Valet ” strop ; the whole Oil 
in handsome case complete « * I® 

Of all high-class dealers 
throughout the world . 

The AutoStrop Safety Razor Co., Ltd., 
61, New Oxford Street, London, W.C. c. 

And also at New York, Paris, Milan, Sydney, Dul’in, 
Toronto, 8cc. 


The word** V alet ” on Razors , Strops , and Blades indicates the genuine product of the AutoStrop Safety Razor Co., Ltd., 

61 , New Oxford Street, London, W.C.l . 
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WELL-KNOWN M .P, ON “PELMANISM” 

81 Admirals and Generals now Enrolled. 75 Enrolments in One Firm. 


ELMAN ISM” continues its extraordinary progress 
amongst all classes and sections of the community. 

To the many notable endorsements of the System which 
have been already published there is now added an important 
pronouncement by a well-known M. IV Sir James Yoxall, 
whose eminence, both as an educationalist and as a Parliament- 
arian, gives additional weight to his carefully considered 
opinion. 

“The more I think about it,” says Sir James Yoxall, “the 
more 1 feel that Pelmanism is the name of something much 
required by myriads of people to-day." 

He adds: I suspected Pelmanism; when it began to be heard 
of 1 thought it was quackery. Now I wish I had taken it up when 
I heard of it first.” 

This is very plain speaking; but plain speech is the 
keynote of tlu* entire article. Thus one of the greatest national 
authorities upon the subject of education adds his valuable and 
independent testimony to that of the many distinguished men 
and women who have expressed their enthusiasm im the new 
movement. 

8 1 Admirals and Generals are now Pelmanists, and over 
20,000 of all ranks of the Navy and Army. The legal and 
medical professions arc also displaying a quickened interest in 
the System — indeed, every professional class and every grade 
of business men and women are enrolling in increasingly large 
numbers. 

Several prominent firms have paid for the enrolment of eight, 
ten, or a dozen members of their staffs, and one well 'known house has 
just arranged for the enrolment of 75 of the staff 

With such facts before him, every reader of Punch should 
write to the address given below for a copy (gratis and post free) 
of “ Mind and Memory, ” in which the Pel man Course is fully 
described and explained, together with a special supplement 
dealing with “ Pelmanism as an Intellectual and Social Factor,” 
and a full reprint of “Truth’s” remarkable Report on the work 
of the Pel man Institut e. 

A DOCTOR’S RE MARKA BLE ADMISSION. 

Fascination of the “Little Grey Books.” 

Within the past few weeks several M. P.’s, many members 
of the aristocracy, and two Royal personages, as well as a very 
large number of officers in II.M. Navy and Army, have added 
their names to the Reiman registers. 

One of the most interesting letters received lately comes 
from a lady in the Midlands. Being 55 years of age and being 
very delicate, she had her doubts as to whether she should take 
a Pelman Course. She consulted her son, a medical prac- 
titioner, who at first laughed at the idea, but promised to make 
inquiries. The outcome was a letter in which the Doctor wrote: 

Pelmanism* has got hold of me. I have worked through 
the first lesson and ... I am enthusiastic.” 

His experience tallies exactly with that of Sir James Yoxall, 
M.P., Mr. George R. Sims, and a host of other professional 
men (doctors, solicitors, barristers, etc.), who have admitted 
that their initial scepticism was quickly changed into enthusiasm. 

“Truth's” Dictum. 

“Truth” puts the whole matter in a nutshell in his famous 
Report on the work of the Pelman Institute: 

“ The Pelman Course is • . . valuable to the well-educated, 
and still more valuable to the half-educated or the superficially 
educated. One might go much farther and declare that the 
work of the Pelman Institute is of national importance, for 
there are few people indeed who would not find themselves 
mentally stronger, more efficient, and better equipped for the 
battle of life by a course of Pelman training." 

Easily Followed by Post 

“ Pelmanism ” is not an occult science ; it is free from 
mysticism ; it is as sound, as sober, and as practical as the most 
hard-headed “common-sense” business man could desire. And 


as to its results, they follow with the same certainty with which 
muscular development follows physical exercise. 

It is nowhere pretended, and the inquirer is nowhere led 
to suppose, that the promised benefits are gained “ magically,” 
by learning certain formulae or by the cursory reading of a 
printed book. The position is precisely the same, again, as 
with physical culture. No sane person expects to develop 
muscle by reading a book; he knows he must practise the 
physical exercises. Similarly the Pelmanist knows he must 
practise mental exercise. 

“The Finest Mental Recreation.” 

“Exercises,” in some ears, sounds tedious; but every 
Pelmanist will bear out the statement that there is nothing 
tedious or exacting about the Pelman exercises. Indeed, it is 
no exaggeration to say that an overwhelming proportion of 
Pelmanists describe the exercises as “fascinating,” “delightful,” 
“the finest mental recreation 1 have known.” 

There are thousands of people of all classes who would in- 
stantly enrol for a Pelman Course at any cost if they only real- 
ised a tithe of the benefits accruing. I fere, again, a Pelmanist 
may be cited in evidence: “ If people only know f lie says, “ the 
doors of the Institute would be literally besieged by eager applicants .” 

The Course is founded upon scientific facts; that goes 
without saying. But it presents those facts in a practical 
everyday fashion, which enables the student to apply, for his 
own aims and purposes, those facts without “fagging” at the 
hundreds of scientific works which he might otherwise read 
without gaining a fraction of the practical information and 
guidance secured from a week’s study of Pelmanism. 

A system which can evoke voluntary testimony from every 
class of the community is well worth investigation. Who can 
afford to hold aloof from a movement which is steadily gaining 
the support of all the ambitious and progressive elements in the 
Empire ? In two consecutive days recently two M.IVs and a 
member of the Upper House enrolled. Run through the 
current Pelman Register, and therein you will find British 
Consuls, H.M. Judges, War Office, Admiralty, and other 
Government Officials, University Graduates, Students, Tutors, 
Headmasters, Scientists, Clergymen, Architects, Doctors, 
Solicitors, Barristers, Authors, Editors, Journalists, Artists, 
Actors, Accountants, Business Directors and Managers, 
Bankers, Financiers, Peers, Peeresses, and men and women of 
wealth and leisure, as well as Salesmen, Clerks, Typists, 
Tradesmen, Engineers, Artisans, Farmers, and others of the 
rank-and-file of the nation. If ever the well-worn phrase, 
“from peer to peasant,” had a real meaning, it is when applied 
to Pelmanism. 

Over 250,000 Men and Women. 

The Pelman Course has already been followed by over 
•250,000 men and women. It is directed through the post, and is 
simple to follow, it takes up very little time. It involves no 
hard study. It can be practised anywhere, in the trenches, in the 
office, in the train, in spare minutes during the day. And yet 
in quite a short time it has the effect of developing the mind, 
just as physical exercise develops the muscles, of increasing 
your personal efficiency, and thus doubling your all-round 
capacity and income-earning power. 

The improvement begins with the first lesson, and con- 
tinues, increasingly, right up to the final lesson of the course. 
Individual instruction is given through the post, and the student 
receives the utmost assistance from the large expert staff of 
instructors at the Institute in solving particular personal 
difficulties and problems. 

“ Pelmanism ” is fully explained and described in “ Mind 
and Memory,” which, with a copy of “Truth’s” remarkable 
Report on the work of the fi||ftan Institute, will be sent t gratis 
and post free, to any reader yKKnch, who addresses the Pelman 
Institute, i,Wenham HouseyBloomsbury Street, London, W.C.i 
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DEEDS THAT OUGHT TO WIN THE V.C. 

THB PRIVATE (tllOWS A 1IETTKU MOVSTACTIK TlfAN THU SERGEANT. 


forgo rather than lot the efficiency of 
his unit be impaired. If wo threaten 
him with that wo shall strike at his 
moral." 

“We will! Wo will!” cried the 
whole assembly, and tho port bottle 
was rushed round a third time. 

“ To assist in this operation,” went 
on the General Staff, “ all branches will 
be required to co-operate as follows— 
this is the second phase : — 

“ 1. The Assistant-Director of Medi- 
cal Services will undertake to evacuate 
the Supply Officor’s best men at the 
slightest provocation. This will be a 
serious matter for him. 

“ 2. Tho A.P.M. will crime all the 
Supply Officer’s men, and thus the dis- 
cipline of his unit will be questioned. 

“3. The Medical Officer (through 
A.D.M.S.) will condemn all his sani- 
tary arrangements continually . That 
would annoy any Supply Officer. 

“4. The Deputy-Assistant Director 
of Veterinary Services will evacuate all 
Lis best horses. 

“5. The Area Commandant will, I am 
sure, obligo by withdrawing all his best 
billets to make room for a Labour batta- 
lion. This will cut him to the quick. 


“ G. ‘Q’ will put a Paper Barrage! 
down on the usual night linos, and, 
like the fellow in Skaksi'EARe, he shall 
‘ sleep no more.* ” 

Loud was tho applause, tho port 
rushed round tho table again, tho con- 
ference broke up and the members went 
their way to carryout the tasks allotted 
to them ; all except the General Staff, 
of course, who had already functioned 
and could sit over his port in ease. 

“ Why,” complained a mem her of 
the Mess peevishly a fortnight later — 
“why do wo have kidneys for every 
meal now ? ” 

“ Social Architects. 

“Before us lays the tusk of re-building 
Society.’ 1 — South Wnles Argus, 

Quite right. But why break up the 
English language first ? 

“It is estimated that the total assets owned 
by Australians is £14 ,0G0, 000,000, an average 
of £350 per person.” The Times. 

If tho Kaiser had known before the 
War that there were forty million Aus- 
tralians it is believed he would never 
have started it. 


PET AVERSIONS. 

| A development of Lord Clai'D Hamilton's 
suggestion that pet dogs should he made into 
pies because they “ are a nuisance.” j 

Mvv nuisances bo slain to give 
Now meats in lieu of old ? 

Then let your futile Fido live, 

My fancy is more bold : - 

Though stintod of tho flesh of homes 
t pass more lap-dogs by ; 

A choicer dish my mind conceives — 
A monster Pringle pie ! 

Let others cravo the salmon steak, 
To toothsome turbot cling, 

I want a lavish lunch to make 
For once on kippered Kino. 

Ham, bacon, sausage Hic-o arc 
crimes 

In breakfast’s catalogue, 

But give me, as I road my Times, 
Some safely potted I loom :. 

For England's joy, fur I Yulias 
grief, 

Now here, now there, 1 11 swoop, 
Take Snowden for aperitif, 

Put Outhwaite in tho soup. 
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‘TUSSUP ” 

Joan is two to-day, and I think it is 
quite time she begun to take life more 
seriously. Until recently she lias occu- 
pied a position of splendid isolation, 
hut last week her noso was suddenly 
and violently dislocated, and she is now 
only my elder daughter. Since the 
arrival of the interloper, in another 
place, .loan and .1 have been left to our 
own devices at home, and it has be- 
come her regular habit to call mo in the 
morning, to watch me eat my break- 
fast and to hustle mo off thereafter, 
“ in puff-puff,” on route for my White- 
hall desk. 

So she has had unlimited opportunity 
for unburdening her soul to me at 
leisure, and debate has often waxed hot 
between us. But, much as I appreciate 
the unburdening of her soul, I really 
have to draw the line at her emptying 
armfuls of dolls all over mo, particularly 
Tussups. I really dislike Tussups now. 
To save further mystification 1 may 
explain that “Tussup” is Joanese for 
“ Cuthbert,” which is tho name of a 
certain typo of rabbit-doll. This doll is 

an ofligy of , but 1 needn't labour 

it; tho fact is I am, broadly speak- 
ing, a “Tussup” myself, for tho reason 
that I am of military ago and at the 
same time tied by the leg to a Govern- 
ment desk. Now I don’t pretend that 
my dislike for this particular typo of 
doll springs from a guilty and craven 
conscience, because it doesn’t. When 
I first saw ono in a shop window my 
sense of the fitness of things was tickled, 
and I straightway purchased ono and 
bore it homo in triumph to Joan. 

But unfortunately some waggish re- 
lative also happened on this same typo 
of doll in a shop soon afterwards, and 
a second Tussup arrived to swell Joan’s 
family. 1 think it was this reduplica- 
tion which first aroused her interest in 
tho Tussup species, for she and the 
two of them became inseparable. 

This last week it lias been nothin 
but Tussups at every turn — on my 
pillow in tho morning, on my lap at 
breakfast, in my chair in the evening ; 
and I have got surfeited with Tussups. 
It was tho occasion of Joan’s birthday 
that gave rise in mo to hopes of divert- 
ing her tastes elsowhero. 

Yesterday a most ongaging present 
came for her from her grandpapa — a 
doll baby in a largo cot, all cornpleto. 
Joan was thrilled to the marrow, and 
the Tussups were cast to tho winds. 
Whereupon I impounded tho unholy 
pair and buried them away privily. 
The cot was a groat attraction, and 
Joan would not be parted from it all 
day. This morning, too, though she 
soomod to miss the brethren for a 


moment, the sight of the cot made her 
perfectly happy. In fact it only seemed 
to require one other really now and 
exciting toy, to tako turn-about with 
tho baby and the cot, to make her com- 
pletely forgot her old loves. I was 
wondering what I could do about it in 
town to-day, when the post arrived 
and with it. a letter for Joan’s Mummy, 
which seemed quite providential. 

“My dear Winnie,” it ran, “I be- 
lieve to-morrow is my goddaughter’s 
birthday, so .1 have bestirred myself 
and sent her an offering. I fancy it is 
rat her a good lino. It is very original 
— a character from Alice in Wonder- 
land. . . .” 

This, I thought, will be tho very 
tiling ; probably tho Mock Turtle or tho 
Duchess, and Joan will dote on it.. An 
hour later the parcel came and was 
handed to Joan with becoming cere- 
mony. Palpitating and jigging with 
excitement, she bore it off* to a chair 
and rent it. open. I watched her sym- 
pathetically. “ Well,” I asked, “ what 
about it?” Tho inner wrapper yielded 
with a splutter of tissue-paper, and I 
saw Joan’s countenance irradiated with 
a sudden ecstasy. 

“Tussup!” she screamed. I leapt 
up in honor even as she brandished it 
in the air. It was an unmistakable 
Tussup, with his exemption badge and 
his hateful little cane, just like the 
other two. Character from Alice in 
Wonderland, indeed ! 

Joan rushed and planted it on my 
knee. “Daddy hah it!” she offered 
with her usual generosity. 

After that it was no good. The cot 
has taken a hack seat and the two old 
Tussups have resumod their front ones. 
Joan is devoted to the three of them, 
and I daresay by tho end of the War 
there will ho thirty of them. 

There is only ono consolation left to 
mo. Some day, I supposo — if wo can 
believe what wo are told — Joan will 
say to me, “ And what did you do in 
the Great War, Father?” Then my 
hour of triumph will have come. I 
shall draw myself up to my full height 
and say, “My child, modesty lias 
always been my foremost virtue ; hut I 
cannot tell a lie. In tho Great War 1 
was a Tussup.” 

And if Joan is consistent she will 
think far more of mo than if \ had laid 
claim to a hundred doughty deeds. 

“ On Monday tho new Beer (Prices) Order 
enters every public bar in tho kingdom. 
Strong beers— that is, drink with a gravity of 
over 1034 degrees — can bo sold at 2s. 6d. a glass 
or a penny a pint. There is no limit cither 
way. ’ ’ — -Event tig Paper. 

We shall certainly order pints. 


CAPTURING A HUN. 

“Youa neighbour has been tolling me 
all about the prisoners ho has taken,” 
said the visitor, sitting down by the bed. 
“It was so interesting.” 

Bunny Higgins sniffed. 

“ Somo chaps,” ho said, “make sech 
a darn fuss abaht ’ow many pris’ners 
they ’ve tooje. Jes’ as if it weren’t as 
easy as easy.” 

“ Oli, have you taken many? ” 

“ Yes, Miss, l 'avo. Leastways I Vo 
took one.” His tono was slightly aggress- 
ive. 

“ Do tell mo about it,” begged tho 
visitor, and, mollified by her appoar- 
anco of interest, Bunny settled himself 
on the pillow and began. 

“I don’t mind ownin’ as it woro a 
hit of a surprise, as you might say, an’ 
I didn’t go for to do it in a manner of 
speak in’. 

“ It was way hack in last December. 
We ’ad a little orficer hoy as was very 
bravo an’ always doin' fool’ardy things. 
Ono mnrnin’ abaht four ’o starts out ter 
visit the outposts, an’ calls mo to accom- 
pany ’im. \E orfon took mo fer them 
sorter jobs, mo being that small I could 
get abaht unperceivod, ’e said. 

“ Well, wo done tho raound pretty 
quick until we come ter ono wot was 
’id among the chimneys on tho roof of 
an ’alf-ruinod farm’ouse. There mo 
orficer goes up an* loaves mo ter wait 
dahn below. It was cruel cold, so I 
walks abaht under cover of tho farm. 
I dursn’t go beyond tho wall, so I does 
a kinder sentry-go up an’ dahn, an’ 
once, wjhen 1 gets ter tho end of the 
wall an’ turns to como hack, 1 gets the 
shock of mo life, for there, quite close 
to mo, was tho 'Un. W’en ’o meets me 
eye ’o starts, ’oldin’ up ’is ’ands an’ say- 
in' 4 Katnerad l ’ I was fair took aback, 
but 1 pulls mosolf together, an’ I 
says, pointin’ to tho German linos, 

4 Get aht of ’ore, an’ go right hack 
where you came from’; an’ I tries ter 
look like sergeant pointin’ aht a messy 
tunic. 

44 An’ ’o answers mo in puflic English, 
’most as good as wot I speaks meself, 
an’ *o says, * I am your pris’ner.' 

“ 4 Pris’ner be bio wed,’ I says ; 1 1 ’in 
not ’livin' any this rnornin’.’ 

44 But ’o wasn’t goiri’ ter bo put off so 
easy. ’E looks at me kinder threatenin’ 
like, an’ ’e says, ‘ I give myself up. I 
am your pris’ner ; and you gotfcer tako 
me.’ 

“ At last I loses me temper, an’ I 
says, 4 None o’ your lip. You tako an’ 
get back to your blinkin’ lines.^ 

“An’ would you believe it, Miss, ’o 
outs wiv a revolver an’ says, ‘ You take 
me pris’nor or I ’ll blow your silly 
brains out.’” 




'wiffX 

w 
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THE BLACK FLOCK OF A BLAMELESS LIFE. 

Nurse . “My pet, my pet! Don’t cuy. It’s not the sweep; it’s the milleu.’ 


SIKES— A TRAGEDY. 

The old man safe within tho inglenook, 

Old William Sikes, and bit a droary 
bun, 

And now aud then a sup of cocoa 
took, 

Aud mused on Time: for much time 
had ho done. 

Ho watched his sons wife playing with 
her child, 

And sorrow tinged his jowl a deeper 
blue; 

Small blame to him if ho was feeling 
riled, 

For all his lifo-long dreams were now 

UU-pOO , 

Oft had he boasted thus : “When fortune 
strikes 

The father down, the son succoeds 
him still ; 

There bain’fc no day without a William 
Sikes ; 

The lantern passes on from Bill to 
Bill.” 


But, married whilst on leave, had got u My father burgled honest, broke the 
this boy, law 

Fulfilment of a grandsiro’s longfolt And used the dynamite and centrebit; 
want, But when ho sloshed a party in tho jaw 

And the young mother questioned, wild lie preached no canting gospel over it. 
with joy, mi , . , 

What should she say to parson at " ^ 16 liaG1G William is for over 
the font? cursojl ; 

It smells of tyranny and lies and 
At last the old man cleared his throat grease.” 

and said, He paused ; and then as if his heart 

“ This blinking warfare alters all our would burst, 

ways ; “ Lot him bo Charles, in memory of 

I 'll heap no troubles on an infant’s Peace 1 ” Evok. 

head, 

Hairless as mine was in the Dartmoor „ NEW TypK ()K FTKIiD riUN VSKD 

( a y S * BY THE GERMANS 


v • r , . -l T “NEW TYPE OF FTEED GUN USED 

Lor all his lifo-iong dreams were now clays. DY THK 

na poo, .« blessings on the child ; and may Low-Bpii/t 7*7mm. Cannon Which Accom- 

Oft had he boasted thus: “When fortune he crack panics Infantry Advance.’’ 

strikes Unnumbered cribs, and agoless p my a mot. 

The father down, the son succoeds laurels win ; ea s 100 eis 

him still; . Bestow new gloiy 011 the mask of “Baroness Paul Jeszauak, a prominent 

There baill’fc no day without a William black society novelist in Budapest, has been forcibly 

Sikes; And never let no coppers run him placed in a lunatic asylum. She had fallen in 

The lantern passes on from Bill to in ! lovc with the IliBbo P of Stuhlweisseuberg.” 

23m ,1 1 My Paper. 

“ But the old lino must end. He must Nothing is said of the destination of 
And now his Bill bad taken to the bad, not boar the Bishop. 

Enlisted, dailed to some outlandish The name that all his fathers found 

shore, so sweet; “Regular orders for new laid wan tel 

Become, instead of burgling like his The boys would shout at him and say, by officer's (regular) wife.”-- ihe Gentlewoman . 

dad, 1 There *s Horr We assume that the eggs will be regu- 

A simple private in the Salvage Von William Sikes a-coming down lar too, and not “ tompy ” or “ on pro- 
Coras: the street I * bation.” 


And now his Bill had taken to the bad, 
Enlisted, dailed to some outlandish 
shore. 





THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

xir. 

Conversation on Chapter LXXXV. 

Richard. You have said nothin" of 
fclio philosophers of this timo. Wore 
there no philosophers ? 

Mrs. M. On tho contrary there wore 
a considerable number. Perhaps tho 
most notable was Mr. Balfour, who 
in spito of his attainments as a thinker 
roso to tho highest ollices of state. 

Richard . All, Mamma, I have heard 
of Mr. Balfour, and I should like, when 
: I am a man, to ho just such another. 

Mrs. M. My highest ambition for 
you, my dear boy, could not go further, 
for he was a very interesting and re- 
markable man, though not without 
some peculiarities. For oxample, it was 
said of him, some people say by him, 
that he never read the newspapers. 
And some people went so far as to say 
that this more than anything else was 
a proof of his greatnoss. Tho news- 
papers wero always saying that he 
must go, and ho did not want to stay, 
but the country did not seem ablo to 
do without him. His extremo modesty 
and gentlonoss of tempor wore perhaps 
more extraordinary than even his talents 
and acquirements. 


George. Were not there any groat 
orators in this reign? 

Mrs. M. Certainly. There was Mr. 
Lloyd Georoe, who could he eloquent 
in two languages, and Mr. Winston 
Churchill, who found it impossible to 
ho silont in any language at all. It 
was of him that tho poet wrote: — 

A man so various that ho hoc mod to bo 

Not 0110, but all mankind's epitome, 

Stilt in opinion, often in the wrong, 

Was even thing by starts and nothing long. 

Mary. What a funny man! 

Mrs. M. No, my dear, there you are 
wrong. He took himself most seriously, 
and many serious people took him at 
his own valuation. Thus for many 
years he represented a Scotch consti- 
tuency — Dundee. Somo people, how- 
over, explained this on the ground that 
Dundee was famous for the manufacture 
of marmalade, and ho know all about 
Blenheim oranges. But that was in 
the days before marmalade was made 
from turnips and glyoerine. 

Richard. It seems to mo that thero 
wore very curious things as well as 
curious persons in this period. I should 
much like to soo a collection of them. 

Mrs. M. That you may easily do 
when you go to London. Up till quite 
recently there was a living curiosity of 


this reign to he seen in the gardens of 
Southmount House. It was a parrot 
which had belonged to Lord South- 
mount and had been taught to say with 
great vehemence, “ Balfour Must Go." 
In tho Museum I am speaking of you 
will also see other curiosities, such as 
barrel-organs and kilts. 

George. What is a kilt ? 

Mrs. M. A kilt is a sort of petticoat 
formerly worn by the Highlanders, a 
primitive race of Scotsmen. Thero aro 
various accounts of its origin, hut the 
most authentic attributes it to the phy- 
sical conformation of tho ancient Piets, 
tho ancestors of the Highlanders. It 
is said that their foot wore so large 
that when trousers came into fashion 
they tried to put them on ovor their 
heads, and, becoming entangled in the 
process, were obliged in self-defence to 
resort to tho kilt. 

Mary . But what did they wear before 
trousers came into fashion ? 

Mrs. M. There, my dear child, you 
are allowing your thirst for information 
to outrun your diserotioh. Tho pro- 
trousor ago takes us into the region of 
prehistoric legend, and my aim is to 
feed you not on legend but on fact. 
Besides I think the tea-bell has already 
rung. 
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Official (to applicant for post). “I'm sorry. Miss Smith, but as your father was not in any Government department I’m 
AFRAID YOU WILL NEED SOME INTELLECTUAL QUALIFICATION.” 


FOR LOVE OF FRANCE. 

1 was shown tho other day a now 
kind of map of Franco —the pleasant 
land of Franco that is being so cruelly 
maimed and scourged. Instead of the 
names of towns it had merely tho few 
great cities, tho Departments, and nine 
hundred tiny red dots. 1 did not count 
them — life is short — but I was assured 
that that was tho number, and that 
each represents a place where there is 
a hospital, or hospitals, whoso stores of 
tho necessaries of healing and of comfort 
have been enriched by tho French War 
Emergency Fund, an English associa- 
tion whose solo purpose is tho ameliora- 
tion of tho lot of our nearest Ally. 1 
had heard already much of this Fund 
and of tho thoroughness and thought- 
fulness with which it has been ad- 
ministered, but tho oxtent of its activity 
had never been made so vividly realis- 
able. 

Those dots, then, indicate hospital 
sites whore French soldiers, broken in 
tho task of defending their beautiful 
suffering country, lie or creep about. 
The Fund has also its civilian minis- 
trations, which evdry day grow in range 
and usefulness : to rebuild or make 
habitable the cottages which tho enemy 


has destroyed, to re-establish the cot- 
tagers and provide them with cooking 
utensils, clothing, food, blankets and 
seeds. That this is work of the greatest 
importance we in England, ovon with 
no experience of invasion, must agree. 
Although wo have some first-hand 
knowledge of tho horrors of war, it is 
mercifully incomplete; tho Germans 
are not within sixty miles of London, 
as they are of Paris ; none of our square 
miles has been laid waste. No one 
who lias not witnessed it has more than 
a vague idea of the utter desolation 
that can follow in the enemy’s wake: 
far greater than France, with all her 
genius for rapid smiling reorganisation, 
has at this tragic and fateful moment 
time to handle. 

Such until a little while ago were 
tho two main linos of neighbourly help 
fulness along which the Fund worked, 
and this map is ovidence enough that 
thoroughness has not beon wanting. 
But now, at tho request of the French 
Government, which lias again and again 
expressed its appreciation of the Fund’s 
assistance and gratitude for it, the 
provision of canteens at the railway 
stations where wounded detrain, and 
of canteens and recreation rooms wher- 
ever they are most urgently needed 


is to ho added to its responsibilities. 
The hospitals of France unhappily do 
not decrease either in number or in 
the need of accommodation — since for 
every wounded man who comes in a 
healed man does not, alas, go out ; but 
as the patients improve in health there 
is the more need for tho moans of be- 
guiling their time. Canteens in the 
grounds for tho supply of refresh moots, 
and rooms where papers and books may 
bo road, games played and gramophones 
listened to, are therefore desirable. A 
few of these have already been erected 
or adaptod by the Fund ; as many more 
as possible are to follow, all of which 
will have to be furnished and fitted, at, 
of courso (and tho cloven hoof of the 
| mendicant now obtrudes!), a certain 
expense. 

Every contribution that reaches the 
Furd is of value, especially just now, 
when there are so many travelling 
wounded to be succoured, and the 
appeal cannot be too wide ; and yet 
as I looked at this very interesting 
map and was told tho names of some 
of the nine hundred places for whioh 
the red dots stood, it was borne in upon 
mo that if only those English people 
who have made holiday in France and 
have loitered delectably among her 
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serene and hospitable pleasaunccs were 
approached hat in hand —only those ! - 
a magnificent revenue would result, 
Love of France would unfold so many 
cheque-books, open so many purses 
the effect of tho happy memories which 
this list of nine hundred towns re- 
kindled would bo irresistible. Pari 
alone should suffice ; but with Nor- 
mandy and Brittany, Provence am 
Touraino, the Soine and the Loire, the 
Riviera and tho Cevctmcs to lend their 
influence to tho iinpulso of generosity 
(or gratitude), such a torrent of votive 
offerings would llow as would render 
all further begging needless. 

For pure “ love of lovely words ” and 
at the risk of being made too “ home- 
sick, M I am tempted to quote from the 
list down to date — March 21st, 1918 — 
just before the great battle broko out 
which, by so dosporatoly increasing 
tho work of French hospital staffs aud 
adding to tho privations of tho civilians, 
must spur tho Fund to now offorts. If 
[ mention but tho first town under 
each letter you will realise both what 
[ moan and liow widely flung are tho 
fund’s ministrations : Abbarotz (Loire 
Inferioure), Bacquoville (Seine Infih’i- 
eure), Cabourg (Calvados), Danne- 
marie (Alsace Fran^aise), Eaubonne 
(Seine ot Oise), Falaise (Calvados), 
G ai lion ( Eure), Ilado l (Vosges), L’lle- 
de-Noe (Gers), Jan so (I lie et Yilaino), 
Lagny (Seine et Marne), Macon (Saono 
ot Loire), Nancy (Meurthe et Mo- 
selle), Ognati-par-Barb^ry (Oise), Paim- 
bceuf (Loiro Inferioure), Querquoville 
(Manche), Le Rainey (Soino et Oiso), 
Sable (Sartlie), Tain (Dr6me), Uriago 
(Is£ro), Vadelaincourt (Meuse), Wessor- 
ling (Alsace lfran^aise), Yssingeaux 
(1 1 to. Loire), Zuydccoote (Nord). 

Should the authorities of the French 
War Emergency Fund find it necos- 
sary to issue a four -lined financial 
whip, as 1 fear is inovitablo, I commend 
to their notice tho wisdom of adding 
this list to it. Poetry is not too com- 
mon ; the reanimation of old joys is 
not too easy in these bittor times. Per- 
sonally I should ho unable to withstand 
such an appeal, and, apart from love of 
France in general, I should associate 
niy own contribution with the green- 
and -white village of Barbizon, in tho 
forest of Fontainebleau, and the little 
walled town erf Moret, where the nuns 
made barloy-sugar before ambition and 
capacity blasted the world. 

All contributions should be sent to 
the Hon. Treasurer, Sir David Erskinjc, 
K.C.V.O., Frdncli War Emergency 
b’und, 44, Lowndes Square, S.W.l. 

E.Y.L. 

Our Blasts Critics. 

, ^ “Miss proved as popular as ever with 

. ier inevitable songs." — Provincial Paper. 



THE TRAFFIC PROBLEM. 

Mrs. Tooting Tierk. “Where’s the paper? Haven’t you drought an evening paper?” 

Mr. Tooting JJcck. “ Sorry, DEAR, 1UT I COUJiDN’T GET IT INTO THE THUN; THERE 
WASN’T ROOM." 


Our Helpful Contemporaries Again. 

More about tho “ mystery gun ” : — 

“Tho gun is probably of about the same 
length of range obtained isiif the shell itself — 
ii its or range obtained is in tho shell itself —in 
ts shape, and in tho position of the centre of 
gravity in it .” — Evening Paper. 

“Tho Marquis of Lincolnshire said Viscount 
ihaplin in formulating his questions had 
fluttered about like a bird not knowing which 
branch to scsttle upon, in tho end, lie had 
bovrilised his original questions.” 

Liverpool Paper. 

No doubt an adaptation of Lord 
Rhondda’s process for turning coupons 
nto meat. 


“Pigeon that jhd Pi, own from Mons 
Killed. 

Action for its death by a cat at (hit •dp’iul.” 

Newcastle P iper. 

Wo cannot help thinking this a very 
crafty plot on tho prosecuting cat’s part 
to divert suspicion from herself. 

Another glimpso of tho obvious : - 

“It is expected that tho shortening of (he 
time in which artificial light may be used in 
hotels, restaurants, and places of entertain- 
ment will lead to reduction ot the evening 
services on tho London railways. In any ease, 
howovor, it is not likely that the last trains 
will be taken off.” ■ Morning Paper. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Tim Prime Minister.” 

I have moved ho little in the society 
of enemy aliens that I cannot say with 


“By Pigeon Post.” 

I must say I prefer my spy plays 
with rather a stronger dash of credi- 
bility than Mr. Austin Page’s By 


person of little Miss Vesta Sylva, of one 
of the most charming children I have 
over met on the stage. And you will see 
Miss Ethel Irving taking all her emo- 
tional clninccs with a nice restraint and a 

confidence how a German family re- courage nohly proof against the general Pigeon Post displays. And if -any 
siding in Soho would conduct itself in improbability of things. And you will French officer ever sees this diverting 
t he domestic circle at the outbreak of bo treated to an air-raid (without bombs) j piece will he please take it from me 
another war between England and the and an “ All Clear ” bugle, and Christ- j that iny countrymen do not share the 
Fatherland. But if their behaviour mas Bells and Peace (with Victory) on author’s morbid viows as to the typo of 
corresponded at all to the picture of the Earth- -all of them “ off'.” But 1 can- brain that runs the French Intelligence 
Schiller family, as seriously presented not promise you much edification, unless Service? Fortheir use a pigeon-post and 
by Mr. Hall Caine (relying, I must the virtues of Mr. Caine’s technique ~ wireless installation was established 
assume, on his gifts of imagination), for his melodrama, as such, was not (by our author) in a terribly conspicu- 
then L feel that even tho horrors of a badly handled console you for the un ous chateau .with a tower a hundred 
second Armageddon would have their ! likelihood of his scheme, 
humorous compensations. 


feet 


Ary experience again fails me 
when l try to visualise a group of 
Cabinet Ministers awaiting tho 
expiration of an ultimatum; but 
unless their natures undergo a 
total change in these exception 
ally trying circumstances I can 
not bcliovo that they would sit 
there like so many dummies, ex- 
changing rhotorical platitudes on 
tho ravages of war ; or that one 
of them, in tho temporary absence 
of the Prime Minister from tho 
room, would seize tho occasion to 
throw off a brief summary of that 
gentleman’s career for the benefit 
of colleagues certain to be equally 
well instructed in tho facts. 

Once again, my limited know- 
ledge of tho rie intime of Downing 
Street does not permit mo to say 
whether a Prime Minister would 
bo likely to welcome an cnomy 
alien as governess to his little 
daughter with full knowledge 
(imparted by tho police) of the 
history of her family of suspects, 
and after a frank admission on 
her part that she had introduced 
herself into his house from motives 
of espionage. And even if tho 
discovery that he had commuted 
tho death sentence of her lato father, aj 


high. Tho pigeons were under 
the command of the Captain- 
hero ; the wireless was the job 
of the villain Major, who sold his 
country to pay his gambling 
debts. The whole fate of France 
apparently hangs by the leg of 
one of tho Captain’s pigeons; 
and tho General of Division, a 
nice old thing, and tho Colonel, 
a silly old ass, have nothing ap- 
parently to do but come and 
discuss tho odds on tho pigeon 
in alternating spasms of maudlin 
credulity, hopeless despondency 
and appalling indiscretion. 

Tho arch-spy is an old actor 
of the Deutsche’} Theater mas- 
querading as a Fleming in the 
French army detailed for duty as 
a hospital orderly — apparently 
the rest* of tho wireless station 
was hospital. Naturally ho was 
present at tho most intimate 
discussions of tho over-anxious 
officers, as was his chief, the charm- 
ing Lady Doctor, whoso medi- 
cal knowledge I suspectod from 
1 he first. 1 found later that she 
got it by instalments, as occasion 
arose, over the telephone from 
a medical friend. Once indeed, 
when a traitor (I am anticipating) 
committed suicide by throwing 
It was difficult to tako sympathetic- himself off tho wireless tower, she 



MELODRAMA IN DOWNING STREET. 

Tnristi ). “Wasn’t ii 


Martjmrt Schiller (Mitt* Ethel 
A\ 1 1 0 KILLED MY KVrHj:R?" 

The Triwc Minish r (Mr. C. M. 7/ or. i/fD*. 
is in ’i in: ni:c. vi i\ r. M 


‘Tin: \Nswru 


convicted spy, should change her atti- 1 ally the venomous spite that hissed did, without telephoning, solemnly pro* 
tilde and create a bond between them, from tho lips of his enemy aliens; and nounco life to bo extinct, having ex- 
and in a hurst of perverted Quixotism tho only way for us seemed to be to amined the body from the top of the 
he should overlook her original designs, treat it as Thomas in the trenches j tower. Perhaps, though, she wirelessed. 
I should never expect him (unless, of treats the Bosches’ Hymn of Hate, j For the rest she was chiefly engaged 
course, he happened to bo Mr. Hall And 1 am almost sure that this \va (assisted by the spy orderly) in listen 
Caine himself) to seal tho bond in the not tho way in which we were meant ing to every consultation, reading every 
following tonus : “ Remember that not to take ii. despatch and telegram, and offering un- 

with bread hut with blood [ have Finally, it was depressing enough to sought advice. 

bought your soul.” Mr. Caine may have Mr. Hall Caine’s authority for In general she was extremely re- 
say thin< ; like that, but Prime Ministers tho view that the present war is to be sourcoful, except in any real emergency, 

don’t. followed by another on the same lines; such as the struggle between her lover 

After this encouragement you will but even more disheartening to find him and his enemies, when she could only 
naturally anticipato some melodrama, labouring under the ingenuous belief tango ineffectually about^tho room and 
including an attempt, foiled by tho that this new war gave him an oppor- faintly bleat. Mr. Page is evidently a 
sacrificial devotion of the heroine, to tunifcy of saying quite freshly all the ferocious anti-fominisfc. 
assassinate tho protagonist of tho title- tilings that wo have been saying, for There is one good thrill in the piece, 
r6le; and you will have all that. You the best part of four years, about the which I won’t spoil, but I think the 
will also get a too-brief glimpse, in the | old o no. O. S. flippant stallite will get much more fun 
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.Most People 
Would Like 

to foretell the future. Many of 
them try, with what degree of 
success is known to themselves. 
But in this everyday world of facts, 
it is the known , and not the un- 
known, that counts. That is one of 
the reasons for the popularity of 

W ood-Milne 

Motor Tyres 

There is no mystery. They are what they 
claim to be — a union of the finest materials 
with the best workmanship. Their future 
is known before they leave the factory, and 
is summed up in the one word — SERVICE. 

WOOD-MI LNE, LIMITED 

21, ALBION STREET, OAVTIIORN, MANCHESTER 
Telephone : City 877 Telogiam: “ Wudmiln,” Manchester 

London, Prtslon, Newcastle, Bristol, Birmingham, ('dasgow, 
Belfast, Dublin, {vr,. 


Gfce SENTINEU 

STEAM WAGGON 


C 


om pared with 


waggon the Sentinel 
Steam Waggon is undoubt- 
edly superior both from the 
point of view of economy 
and handiness. Coal and coke 
are considerably cheaper than 
petrol, and the Sentinel main- 
tains a good speed on cheaper 
grades of fuel, and is as easily 
handledas an ordinary motor- 
car. Only one man is re- 
quired, with a hoy to look 
after the fuel. 


j THE PROOF 
i FOR Till: ASKING. 

I Alley & MacLellan Ltd 
I Shrewsbury. 



SENTINEL 

THE ECONOMICAL STEAM WACCON 
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for his money if he counts up in this 
bizarre military establishment the num- 
ber of things which are “ not done ” 
outside the armies of the Bolshevik i. 
He will be particularly struck by the 
episode of a phosphorescent “plan” 
(those plans !) captured after incredible 
labour and held up in a completely 
darkened room in the presence of two 
desperate men, guarded with astonish- 
ing inadequacy. And there is plenty 
of this sort of thing. 

Mr. C. V. Fit an ok made a quite ex- 
cellent portrait of a General at his first, 
entranco ; and then, being badly let 
down by the author, ho developed into 
an old footler in whom it was impos- 
sible to retain interest. Mr. Wontnrr 
gave us the dear impossible hero with 
almost unnaturally easy grace of man- 
ner. A study of shell-shock did not 
lack cloverness or plausibility, though 
to the sensitive it should cause pain 
rather than the light reliof it was ap- 
parently intended to provide. Miss 
Titheradge took the host chance her 
part offered in a few moments of en- 
tirely charming love-making — a very 
pleasant thing to see. T. 

TH1? CATCII. 

Bashing through a hit of desolate 
and shell-stricken bog I came across 
him. Ho had the air of just the typical 
Tommy, as he sat there on an empty 
biscuit-tin and on the sharpest part of 
it. Had one remonstrated with him 
on tho matter ho would have remarked, 
with the cynical indifference) of his kind, 

Well, it doesn’t matter, Sir ; they 're 
only Army breeches.” 

Perched precariously oil the edge of 
an evil-smelling and sinister shell-hole, 
he was engaged in fishing the foul 
depths bolow. A slender branch did 
duty as. a rod, and the line consisted of 
a sories of knotted strings, to which 
was attached a small stone, pre- 
sumably as a float. Patiently ho sat 
gazing into nothingness, his plumb- 
line hanging idly in mid-air. 

I smiled and made to pass on, and 
tlion with startling suddenness the 
awful truth flashed upon me. A shell- 
shock case. 

Poor fellow — one more fragment of 
the flotsam of war. Very likely posted 
as missing from his company. A fine 
figure of a man utterly gone to waste. 
Quito harmless l with the brain and 
simplicity of a babe and the sudden 
fears and terrors of an imaginative 
child ; left lonely amid the awful deso- 
lation that had caused his collapso. 
Clearly a case for humouring. 

I approached and, laying a band on 
his shoulder, gazed kindly upon him. 
"Caught many?” I asked, a note of 



Tommy (pin yin y llnyhy T'ootbull for the. first time). “I AjS't )!U,n lAUUMT 'oW Tt> 
DISARM ’UNS FOR NOT111NK.” 


pity creeping unconsciously into my 
voice. 

“ Beg pardon, Sir,” he said, with tho 
same vacant gaze. 

“Caught many?” I repeated. 

“ Yes, Sir,” ho replied; “you’re the I 
fifteenth.” 

More Sex-Problems. 

“ Poultry & Birds. 


Horace, Odes , i. xxxvnr. 

No strange Oriental kimono, 

Dear Phyllis, I beg that you ’ll wear; 
And if to tho greenhouse you go, no 
Chrysanthemum weave in your hah ; 
Far bettor an old Doily Vardon 

For you, and plain homespun for me, 
As you pour and 1 sip in the garden 
Our five-o’clock tea. 


Table (lucks, ten, and two drakes, about to 
lay, Its. 18 .” — Times of Ceylon. 

“Goats. 

Choice hornless Toggonburg cross yearling 
billy, cheap, £2 ‘2s. : milking.” 

, Poultry World. 

Quotation from a recent book of 


| “ The daily bn *ad ration in Holland will • 

| reduced from \ to (>v ny.'* - Scotch Paper. 

Lucky Dutch ! 

“Fjshworkkiis. — Wanted, good smoker, 
year’s engagement : highest wages; also few 
fishworkers, men and women ; good spitlers." 

Scotsman. 


verse : — 

“ From where remote A returns swings, 
And tho pale and luminous misty rings 
Of Satan move with a languid motion.” 

Glasgow Herald. 

These must be the “ vicious circles ” v 
hear so much about. 


It doesn’t sound a very refined occupa- 
tion. ■ — 

“Found on Sunday, a dog of the i 'a inter 
Species, colour brown and white spots.” 

Daily Malta Chronicle. 

Obviously an impressionist. 
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HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

(The German Kaiser and a Prussian Com tier). 

The Kaiser (look in (j at himself in a long looking-glass). 
There ! 1 am noli so grey after all. Indeed my mous- 

tache is not at all grey. ‘ Lot mo seo if I can frown in 
the old terrific manner. Yes, that Vfairly good. Perhaps 
it might ho just a lootlo fiercer. J must practise it half-an- 
hour every day. Hullo ! Who 's there ? 

| A Prussian Courtier enters and prostrates himself. 

The Courtier. 1 bog your Majesty ten thousand pardons. 
I had no idea your Majesty was in this room, otherwiso 
your Majesty may be sure 1 should not have dared to in- 
trude. 

The K. 1 forgive you for your intrusion, but must ask 
you to remember next time that any door which is closed is 
a door behind which I might possibly be found, and must 
not thoroforo bo rashly opened or approached. Now go. 

The G. 1 hasten to withdraw myself from your Majesty's 
glorious presence. | Walks backwards to the door. 

The K . Stay, stay a moment. 

The C. I am at your Majesty's commands. 

The K. Have you been in the streets this morning? 

The C. Yes, your Majesty, I spent an hour in walking 
about Purlin. 

The K . Tell mo, what do the people say? How do they 
take the latest news ? 

The C. They are elated with joy because of your Majesty's 
most recent victories. 

The K. Did you hoar them say anything? 

The C. I did. I heard ono oflicer say to another, “We 
shall got cm with old IIindkniujiu* in charge.” 

The K. (obviously annoyed). Oh, they put it all down to 
ITtndenkuro, do they ? They forget that it is I who am t ho 
War Lord and who am in command of everything. Do 
you hear mo, of everything ? It is time that pooplo knew 
that no victory can get itself won without my having 
organised it. Even when there are two victories in a day, 
one in .Russia and ono on tho Western Front, though 1 
cannot ho present at moro than ono, T am responsible for 
both. People are far too much inclined in drag in the 
name of IIinoknhitrci and to forget that of their All-Highest 
Emperor and King. I must warn Hindkniutjh;, who is 
quito an honest fellow, hut rather thick in the skull, not to 
let himself bo deceived by flatterers. 

The C. Tho warning, your Majesty, will not come a whit 
too soon. There are cortain things that a man should not 
allow himself even to think. Jt was only the other day 
that 1 checked tho Field-Marshal as he was saying — but 
for the Field- Marshal’s sake I will not relate wlmt lie was 
saying. 

The K. (assuming his most terrific aspect). Not relate! 
That you shall, and in full. Out with it ! 

The C. Pardon mo, your Majesty. A private conversation. 

The K. 1 do not care how private it may have boon. 
What was it? Quick! 

The C. Tho Field-Marshal, your Majesty, happened to 
say that, if he was constantly interfered with, as he now 
was, lie could guarantee dofeat in a very short time. 

The K. Did he say who interfered with him ? 

The C. No, your Majesty — that is, yes, your Majesty. 
There was no doubt loft on anyone’s mind that he meant to 
refer to your Majesty. 

The K. Monstrous ! 

The C. That is exactly what I permitted myself to say, 
and I added that lie seemed to forgot that you wore tho 
Lord’s Anointed, and that everybody was aware how 
splendidly and nobly you had performed your task in a war 
which had been thrust upon you by others. 


The K. Did ho make any reply ? 

The C. He did. He said that, as to beginning tho War, 
it was plain from Princo Ltciinowsky'h memorandum that 
it was you and your Ministers who had .begun the War, but 
that he (tho Field-Marshal) did not blame you for that. On 
the contrary, he said, if he blamed you at all, it was for not 
beginning tho War earlier. 

The K. I am taking measures to discipline Liciinowsky, 
and with HiNOKNmma also I shall have to take measuros. 
How did he dare to say that it was I who began tho 
War? 

The G . That is what I said to him, your Majesty. I said 
that your humanity had forbidden you to make war until 
all other means of meeting tho situation had failed. 

The K. You did well, and I shall not forget your sorvices. 
The G. Oh, your Majesty, it was the least I could do. 
Having so kind a master it was natural that I should raise 
my voice to defend your Majesty’s reputation. 

The K. (coldly). You express yourself awkwardly. Re- 
member that I am Kaiser, and that my reputation needs 
no defence. 

THE WINDMILL. 

A Song of Victory. 

Ykn, it was all like a garden glowing 
When first wo came to the hill-top tliero, 

And wo laughed to know that the Bosch waf^oing, 
And laughed to know that tho land was fair; 

Acre by acre of green fields sleeping, 

Hamlets hid in tho tufts of wood, 

And out of the trees were church-towers peeping, 

And away on a hillock the Windmill stood. 

Then , ah then, 'turns a land worth winning , 

And now there is nought but the naked clay, 

Put I can remember the Windmill spinning , 

And the four sails shone in the sun that day. 

But tho guns came after and tore tho hedges 
And stripped the spinneys and churned tho plain, 
And a man walks now on the windy ledges 
And looks for a feather of green in vain ; 

Acre by acre the sad eye traces 
Tho rust-red hones of tho oarth laid bare, 

And tho sign-posts stand in the market-places 
To say t hat a village was builded there. 

But better the French fields stark and dying 
Than ripe for a conqueror's fat content , 

And I can remember the mill-sails J lying, 

Vet 1 cheered with the rest when the Windmill 

went. 

Away to the East the grass-land surges 
Acre by acre across tho line, 

And we must go on till tho end like scourges, 

Though tho wilderness stretch from sea to Rhine; 
But I dream some days of a great reveille, 

When the buds shall burst in the Blasted Wood, 
And tho children chatter in Doath-Trap Alley, 

And a windmill staud whore tho Windmill stood. 

1 And we that remember the Windmill spinning , 

We may go under , but not in vain , 

For our sons shall come in the new beginning 
And see that the Windmill spins r again. 

- A. P. H. 

From a British soldier’s experiences : — 

“Wo shot thorn down like rabbis, but on they camo .” — The Globe . 
Wo disapprove the simile, as savouring of religious prejudice. 




Second Officer, “l'M just enough op a Scotsman not to i.kavh anything else hanging out there with you fallows ahout. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Sta ff of Learned Clerks.) 

Have you over, when confronting some well-known scene, 
tried the simplo experiment of bonding sideways so as to 
observe it horizontally ? The probable results will bo two- 
fold — (1) the view will take on a new and astonishing bril- 
liance of colouring; and (2) the spectators, if any, will regard 
you as the unhappy victim of dementia. It is the lirst of 
those effects of which I am always reminded by the more 
successful of Mr. Arnold Bennett's descriptive passages. 
Take, for example, his latest story, The Pretty Lady 
(Cassell). Here you will find a number of pictures of war- 
time London, relief-committees, air-raids, charity pageants 
and the like, ail of them but too sadly familiar, presente l 
with exactly this vivid olfect of a fresh angle of vision. So 
much for tho background, which contains as good report- 
ing — the air-raid chapters especially— as anything in this 
kind that even Mr. Bennett has yet done. The story 1 
venture to think less satisfactory. Tho two chief characters 
are finely presented-- up to a point. The Pretty Lady her- 
self (for the warning of households where tho censorship 
still survives I may mention that the term is technical and 
generic) is an understandable personality ; her relations, 
both to the middle-aged bachelor who is her fellow -pro- 
tagonist and to the other aspects of her withdrawn and 
specialised existence, are shown with obvious sincerity, 
also at times with a somewhat startling indecorum. Mr. 
Bennett, having selected a pretty lady as his central 
figure, was clearly not going to he hampered with reticence 
and evasions. This I should mind less but for the fact that 
the end of the book is itself so flagrant an evas : on. Having 


developed the interest to a point at which at least two 
scenes ci fa ire are, or should ho, inevitable, Mr. Bennett, 
as though his concern in it had suddenly ceased, brings tho 
whole business to an abrupt and most inconclusive finish. 
My irritation at this was perhaps a tribute to what scorned 
an artistic success wilfully spoilt. 

“Ho had made his choice between Ireland and Salissa. 
It certainly seemed as if ho had chosen wrongly." This is 
a remark by “George A. Birmingham” about a character 
iu his latest story, The Island Mystery (Methuen). By 
a coincidence it also embodies very much the criticism 
that I have to make upon tho author. .Remembering so 
many Irish comedies of pure delight from his graceful pen, 
1 was tho more disappointed with what candour compels 
mo to call an entirely undistinguished and conventional piece 
of cheap tushcry. The imaginary kingdom, the impecunious 
monarch, tho multi-millionaire Poppa from America, tho 
lovely daughter — what, 1 felt inclined to exclaim, is tho 
creator of Spanish Hold doing with those faded puppets 
Above all, tho mystery! Will you credit me when I toll 
you that this turned out to ho nothing more than a cave 
full of petrol tanks for replenishing IJ-boats? Really 
something will have to be done about tho abuso of petrol 
in war-fiction. Nowadays especially it is intolerable that 
our novelists (even those who should know hotter) continue 
apparently to regard it as tho inexhaustible fountain of 
thrills. Perhaps tho Petrol-Controller could issue an 
edict on tho matter. But to return to the tale. Personally I 
owed my only smiles to the character of Kiny Kart and some 
ingenious if mechanical fun in his attempts at English 
slang. But as for the rest, the purchase of the island and 
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what happened there — well, look at my list of the chief no pity. It is difficult to pity Gregoiro, and yet he is so 
characters above and you will he quite able to forecast pitiable. Do not forget ; Auger is touched with grace ; but 
every step of the plot. And as this is precisely what no one Gregoiro will be damned if you do not hold out your hand 


has ever been able to say of a best qualify “ Birmingham ” 
it confirms me in thinking the present story altogether 
unworthy of its distinguished parontage. 

M. Charles Rivet, journalist of Baris, in an arresting 
study, entitled The Last of the Ronunufs (Const \rle), sots 


to. him.” A iiyer and Grcgoire are types. JIovv many visitors 
to hospitals hasten to the one “ who gives you confidence, 
restores your peace of mind,” rather than to the other, who 
seems “to ho hearing the misery of an entire world.” 

The tendency of young lady novelists to find their 


forth many tilings that needed to he said and mint by no ! dramatis persona? among literary men has often been noted 


moans go unobserved either in his own country or here 
The pathetic confidence of the free and peaceful French 
people in a colossal autocracy that never was a colossus 
and cared for nothing hut to bo autocratic is now a thing 
of the past, hut if could never for one moment ha\e existed 
where there was flm smallest real understanding of a Court 
that was based on absolutism, served in corruption, inspired 


Miss G. B. Stern, the writer of A Marrying Man (Nishet), 
has shown this tendency before and now does so again 
and if sho persists, and becomes any more searching and 
caustic than she now is, the Authors' Society w T ill havo to 
take protective action. Gareth Temple , the central figuro 
(I could not say lu*ro) of the book, is not only a novelist 
but a publishers’ reader, and a very dishonest one to boot; 


by infatuation and governed by hysteria. M. If i vet tells, and his peculiarity is that, like the man in the Hindu fable, 
with an hostility that one may, of course, decline to share, he can neither do with women nor without them. I should 
hut with a reality of knowledge t hat one can hardly doubt, not recommend the history of Ids failures as exactly amus- 
of that circle of intrigue and abomination, inspired by the ! in reading, but it is done remorselessly, with power and 
unspeakable Rasputin, 
which gathered round a 
monarch whose very vir- 
tues became, in an auto- 
crat, disasters, and whoso 
absolutism was a tyranny 
hardly less intolerable for 
himself than for his sub- 
jects. From the larger 
liberty of oxilo in Siberia 
the last of the Romanofs 
must look hack on Russia, 
ripe for a Napoleon, with 
feelings, one would think, 
of relief rather than of 
regret. For the Russians 
who, making incredible j 
efforts in their struggle ! 
against the Hun, were 
compelled to reckon thoir 
own governors amongst 
their country’s enemies, 
the author has only love 
and respect; and, though 
sharing one’s own disgust 

for the miserable exaggerations, or worse, of the Leninist 
section, he is clear that tho Revolution, whatever ils inter- 
mediate stages, will prove in the end to have been the 
greatest blow that could havo been struck at KaLerism. 



Amateur Wizard (uftohyctiratly to a friend whom he has transformed 
into a rabbit while trj/inij to charm away his bunions). •* I *m extremely 
HOHUY, OLD MAX, IiUT* I’M AFRAID THERE ’S A MISPRINT IX THE HOOK OF 
INSTRUCTIONS; AND 1 FIND IT TAKES THREE YEAJIS, INSTEAD OF HOURS, 
TO WORK OFF A KPEI.I. OF THIS KIND. Is THERE ANYTHING 1 CAN DO IN 
THE MEANTIME? A NICE CLEAN HUTCH, EOIl INSTANCE?” 


skill, and the scene whovo 
ho prevents Ids wife’s 
elopement with the motor 
champion — for everyone 
in tho hook is a philanderer 
— is one of tho truest 
and most understanding 
pieces of writing that I 
have found in a novel for 
;a long while. There is no 
doubt as to Miss Stern’s 
ability, but it would be no 
harm for her to try her 
! hand at the delineation of 
1 a few old- fashioned charac- 
| ters to whom the Seventh 
Commandment is not yet 
a mere scrap of paper, and 
a few r young people whose 
sophistication has been (as 
is possible) a little arrested. 


Blackmail has often pro- 
vided- a novelist with a 
plot. Mr. Paul Trent has 
carried the matter further and written a novel — Stephen Vale 
(Ward, Lock) — in which everybody with cheovy impartiality 
blackmails everybody else. It all begins with tho sudden 
death of Sir Antony Vale , solicitor, in whoso safe repose the 
cupboarded skeletons of a hundred distinguished clients. 
Idly toying with tho contents of this safe, Stephen Vale and 
his friend, the Jlei\ William Tracers , suddenly realise that 
hero is an unparalleled opportunity of doing good by 
stealth. Vale, it is true, is only lukewarm, but tho parson 
is a perfoct glutton for it. Having successfully blackmailed 
a rascally financier into pulling down some slum tenements- 
Army ; he is also (though ho would not thank me for calling he proceeds to threaten with exposure a Cabinet Minister 
attention to the fact) a bravo man endowed with tho finest who is fathering a Bill to disestablish the Church. Stephen 
sympathies. Ho loves and glories in tho splendid men meanwhile is being hoist with his own petard, having 
entrusted to his care; and if moro than once 1 could not carelessly allowed documents incriminating his prospective 
suppress a fooling that I was learning secrets in their father-in-law, a bishop, to fall into the hands of an unscru- 
struggles for life which I had no right to know, I hasten to pulous rival. Another visit to the safe provides tho means 
add that M. Duhamel writes so lovingly and simply that 1 of blackmailing tho blackmailer; but Stephen hesitates at 
these stories are rodeoined from tho slightest suspicion of the critical moment and only succeeds in getting charged 
had taste. Read “llistoiro do Carre et do Lcrondcau” and with his rival’s murder. Of course everything ends right; 
“ Lo Sacrifice,” and you will understand. M. Duiiamel also the blackmailing symposium is concluded without any 
offers one piece of counsel which deserves a wide advertise- 1 startling revelations, and the Bill to disestablish the Church 
mont. “ It is easy,” he writes, “ to pity Auger, who needs ! apparently gets lost in tho wash. 


A book as intimate as AT. Duhamkl’s 1\u des Martyrs 
inovitably loses in translation, hut, that being said, l can 
congratulate Miss Florence Sjmmokdk upon her work, and 
advise anyone unacquainted with tho original to read her 
rendering of it under the title, The A lew Tool' of Martyrs 
(Heinkmann). M. Duhamel is a doctor in the French 
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an article in a 
essential to the 


" CHARIVARIA. 

The German Government has taken 
steps to commandeer civilian clothing. 
The sheep’s clothing affected by Herr 
von Kuehlmann and others will be 

exempt . * * 

* 

“ Polygamy,” says 
German review, 11 is 
future of the German 
race, but a decent form 
must bo found for it.” 

We note a how fasti- 
diousness in the Teu- 
ton chaf actor. 

* 

A Women’s Yillago 
Council in Sussex has 
suggested public baths 
as the first item of 
its programme. The 
second item will bo 
godliness. 

A German prisoner, 
escaped from Bram- 
ley Camp, Herts, is 
described as having 
ample means, ration 
cards and a British 
exemption card. Ho 
should have no diffi- 
culty in passing him- 
self off as a .Russian 
Jew. * ;!e 


range guns bombarding Paris that the 
Allies could have had a similar gun if 
they had thought of it. 

* * 

The Food-Controller is considering 
tlio question of allowing small holders 
to kill and eat their lirst choose without 
surrendering any coupons. 

r . V 

It is now more true than over that 


It is thought that the poor deluded 
creature is trying to qualify for an extra 
bacon card. ... 

The police, it Iras been decided, are 
entitled to the extra ration for heavy 
walkers. ... 

Portsmouth Council has passed a re- 
solution urging the Government to got 
on with the War. The 
Government, it is un- 
derstood, has agreed 
to look into the matter. 
* * 

* 


The engine at 
Waterloo which 
caused delay by jump- 
ing the points is 
strongly suspected of 
being British by some 
of the alien patrons of 
the lind. 


LIFE AND CHARACTER. 

It is late in the day 
to commend the art of 
M r. G eorge Belcher 
to tho readers of 
Punch , for his tran- 
scripts of London and 
rural life, done with 
suro but gen tie strokes 
all his own, are one of 
aliens doesn’t know their recurring pleasures. But they may 
be glad to 1)0 told that an exhibition 
of his recent work is now being held at 
the Leicostor Galleries, whore three 
walls of drawings may be seen and 
chuckled over. Many will bo familiar; 
bub tho little touches of colour which 
1 the artist has imposed upon his black- 
and-white make even these new. 

No estimate of Mr. Belcher's special 
and peculiar gifts would bo adequate 
without mentioning his fidelity to his 
sense of dramatic propriety. From 
whatever sourco his jokes reach him, 
he makes them his own and makes thorn 
also credible by apportioning them to 
tho right speakers. Not only am those 
people real, hut they are tho people who 
would say just such comic things, from 
| just such odd angles. Wo may equally 
I trust Mr. Belcher’s eye forthesalieneos 
j of a typo, so that it may bo said of one 
of his charwomen that she is all char- 
woman — or “ Kvory Charwoman," as 
the writer of a morality play would 
have it. So with his butchers, his fish- 
mongers, his barbers : each is represen- 
tative, synthetic. 



Mr. Dobbs profits by some expert advice from a friend in tuh Sapperh 

RECENTLY HOME ON LEAVE AND PROTECTS HIS ALLOTMENT FROM ENEMY RAIDS. 

one half of our 


where tho other half lives at night, 

* . 

Soot, according to an eminent judge, 
belongs to tho sweep as soon as it is in 
his bag. If he puts it else w boro, c.<j. 
on tho drawing-room curtains or tho 
housemaid’s collar, it is to be presumed 

NOTICE. 

PUNCH AND PAPER SHORTAGE. 

Owing to the further drastic 
reduction in the supplies of paper, 
no return of unsold copies will 
be allowed after the present 
issue. 

Readers who desire to continue 
to receive Punch regularly should 
at once place a definite order with 
their news-agents. 


Tho Paper-Controller is anxious 
that anyone who discovers instances of 
waste of paper should communicate 
with him by letter, A number of 
people have already written him on 
full-size noto-papor, pointing out how 
paper waste could bo avoided by re- 
porting to him on tho telephone. 

* -a- 
* 

Some samples of water taken last 
week in South Wales were found to 
contain forty-live per cent, of milk. 

* 

Miss Nina Boyle has written an 
article for a morning paper on “ Why I 
want to be an M.P. ” We are rom i nded 
of the man whoso son was anxious to 
enter Parliament, lid sought the ad- 
vice of a seasoned veteran and was re- 
commended to consult a doctor, as a 
piece of bone might bo pressing on the 
young man’s brain. 

it*. * 

* 

The Mayor of Mecca has exchanged 
greetings with the Lord Mayor of 

London. Tlie sense of the message, Charlie Chaplin is a Spanish subject 
wo understand, was, “There is no The journal docs not explain what 
longer anything to. separate. the turtle caused him to desert his onion, 
soup from the coffee/* *** 

*** A hen at Baines Green, near llor- 

We gather from the many gunnery sham, is sitting on a uost of oggs and 
experts who discuss the German* long- also laying an egg a day at tho side, bo more economical to use incubators 


that ho no longer intends to exercise 

his right of ownership. 

* * 

* 

According to a Madrid 


newspaper, 


“A cumin it too of experts is to sit on the 
Chinese liquid eggs.” — Lloyd's Weekly News. 

Considering tho present shortngo of 
man-power, one would think it would 
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MANHOOD IN ARMS. 

14 Si jeuncsse savait , si vicillessc pouvail." 

Had Youth the knowlodgo, Age the power; 

Could each the other's virtue borrow ; 

Could Wisdom pluck the passing hour 
And Inexperience share the dower 

Of Wisdom schooled in joy and sorrow! 

Yet may the swift occasion riso 

When rules of Time relax their rigour; 

When Youth is suddenly made wise 
To sco with clear instructed eyes, 

And Age recalls its early vigour. 

Such is this hour of England’s need 
When close tho peril draws upon her, 

And Youth, fore-gleaning Wisdom’s seed, 

And Ago, renewed in strength and speed, 

Come to tho instant call of Honour. O. S. 

MY PAPERS. 

I am now in a position to establish my identity, and 
when tho War is over I am going back to Ear is to bo rude 
to a postal oflieial. 1 have the greatest admiration for our 
Allies and a profound respect for the Entente Cord idle, but 
I have a grudge against that postal oflieial, and I cherish 
the hope that lie will live through tho War, in order that 
I may cover him with confusion. 

Ho had the manners of a Prussian, and when I prosen tod 
my money-order to him in those memorable clays at tho 
end of July, 1914, ho regarded both it and mo with suspicion, 
and informed mo that tho advico had not arrived. Next 
morning I again presented myself and tho money-order, 
and he condescended to find the advico note. Then ho 
demanded my papers. 

I explained to him that Englishmen do not cany papers, 
gave him my card and showed him letters; also 1 explained 
that I must return to England immediately. Ho shrugged 
his shoulders with profound disdain. If I had no papers I 
might bo a murderer or a spy, and I must be identified by 
two persons of repute before he would pay anything. Filled 
with anxiety, for I needed the money, I returned to my 
apartment in tho Quartior Latin and appealed to tho 
concierge to come and identify me and to lind me another 
person of repute. 

Tho concierge, was an obliging old fellow and he enlisted 
tlio sorvices of a garqon from tho Cafe Coq d’Or on my 
behalf, and, after consuming aperitifs, for which I paid, wo 
presently entered the post-office in a miniature procession. 
The concierge identified mo, produced his military service 
ticket, his marriage certificate and other papers in order to 
identify himself, and I prepared to collect my money. Alas ! 
tho garqon from tho Coq d’Or proved a broken reed. His 
papers were not in order — it appeared ho could not even 
prove that ho had over been born, so the official behind 
tho grille became rude. He commanded us to leave tho 
office, made scathing remarks about foreigners without 
papers, and hinted that I was probably an Allemand. 

Tho garqon and tho concierge lied, and I demanded to soo 
tho Postmaster, was denied, but insisted, and tho official 
became more and more rude and sardonic. Finally I was 
admitted, under protest, to the buroau of tho sub-post- 
mastor. . 1 produced my money-order and demanded cash. 
The official was called in and explained matters to his own 
satisfaction. I had no papers, I could not identify myself, 
and I bad brought to identify mo a man whose papers 
were not in order and who could nob identify himself. For 
aught ho knew I might be the German Emperor. 


I disfike being compared with the German Emperor 
even in poaco times, and said so loudly. I banged the table 
of the sub postmaster, talked about tho rights of English- 
men, about tho Union Jack, about our Army and Navy and 
about tho British Constitution, while the postal official 
shrugged his shoulders, looked more sardonic than ever, 
and murmured that England would not light and that men 
without papers always had loud voices. The sub-post- 
master remained comparatively calm, but docided eventually 
that I was probably an impostor who bad robbed myself — 
yes, that must havo been what ho meant, for lie suggested 
that I might havo stolen the money-order from the porson 
named in the advice — and dismissed me abruptly. 

Raging, I went to tho British Embassy and demanded 
papers ; also I demanded tho blood of the postal official. 
A beautifully-groomed young gentleman listened natiently 
and smiled a tired smile. Then he proceeded genny to ex- 
plain that ho could not give mo papers and could not 
identify mo, as ho had not the honour of my acquaintance. 
Ho mentioned incidentally that only in tho event of war 
would tho Embassy havo to issue papers to British subjects, 
and advised mo to go and seo a banker. 

I bogged him not to have a war on my account, assured 
him 1 should bo quite satisfied if he sent mo tho head of 
tho postal official, and went to seo a banker. Ho, good 
man, gave mo money in exchange for a cheque, and I 
hurried back to England without cashing iny money-order. 
Then came war, and — well, things happened. 

But, as I have said, I am going back to Paris as soon as 
tho War ends — and I am going to cash that monoy-ordcr. 
I droam of tho day when l shall walk into that post-office, 
and tho official, after examining tho money order with sus- 
picion, will demand my papers. Then will come my great 
moment. 

I shall produce my National Registration Card, my 
Birth Certificate, my Army Discharge Certificate, my Pen- 
sion Paper, my wife’s Marriage Line*, my Sugar Ticket, 
my Meat and Margarine Cards, my Dog Licence, my Special 
Constable’s Warrant, my War Savings Certificates Book, 
and my Passport with photograph attached. I shall ro- 
mind the official t -hat ho once suggested I was an Allemand, 
and I shall he exceedingly rude to him. Ah ! a delightful 
prospect. And I shall feel that the War has not been in 
vain, since it has provided mo with identification papers 
and tho opportunity of squaring accounts with a Paris 
postal official. 

BREATHLESS TALES. 

(Told round the Dugout Brazier .) 

Thoro was onco : •- 

1. A private who knew the name of the next village. 

2. An It.T.O. who put people in tho right train. 

3. A French civilian who did not know the destination of 
the battalion before they did themselvos. 

4. An A.S.C. merchant who nover referred to the day tho 

shell burst in his horse lines. * 

5. A gunner who went short of material from lack of 
acquisitiveness. 

6. A subaltern who got married to a girl he knew. 

There was— onco. 

From a list of minimum requirements for new hous- 
ing schemes ; — 

14 (1) Tho limitation of building densities to 12 houses per acre. . . . 

(C) That one room on the ground floor should be at least 180 feet 
square.” — Daily Paper . 

As No. 6 would require a building not much smaller than 
the Albert Hall No. 1 would appear to be superfluous. 






TBEE-TOP CITY. 

Tm: Government's decision to allow only a a mall sum to 
bo spent on any building operations during tho War has 
made no diil’erenco to the activities of tho black coated fra- 
ternity whoso new settlement is so closo to me. House 
after house lias been going up during tlio past fortnight, both 
with steadier progress than is customary and a greater 
amount of conversation among the workmen. In fact, dur- 
ing business hours they have never stopped talking at all, 
and I would give probably more for a dictionary of their 
tongue than would Mr. Asquith for a glossary by Mr. 
Thomas of the terms used in Labour slang. Wore a fairy to 
offer me a wishing cap for tho compassing of minor impos- 
sibilities, l am not sure that the power to understand tho 
language of birds— and rooks in particular — would not bo 
my first request. 

Tor the first time in the memory of local man the rooks 
arc building in the cherries, a sories of live or six venerable 
and loft y trees, close to the house, amid whoso million blos- 
soms they take on an even darker tinge of blackness, night 
upon night; and I have found them and their mysterious 
ways more than ever one of tho most engaging spectacles 
of tho Spring. But, watch them howsoever closely, 1 could 
not discover which wove the builders and which the archi- 
tects. All seemed equally to lie workers. All seemed equally 
to ho talkers. When, tho other day, a quarrel began and 
one of tho birds was for a wjiile driven away I thought I 
bad placed him > but on bis return with a twig I knew my- 
self mistaken. The mystery therefore remains. 


This morning, however, looking again, more narrowly, 
through some field-glasses and seeing how rapidly and 
efficiently tho buildings were proceeding, I have come to the 
conclusion that there can be no architect at all. 

THE DAPHNE BUSH. 

Ann about tho daphne bush the happy fairies went, 

And spread abroad their silken hair to catch its magic scent ; 
They chanted little silver tunes, they danced tho whole day 
‘long, 

The rosy bush was ringed around with chains of ooloured 
song. 

They daneod, they sang, they llung about their tiny fairy 
names, 

Till swiftly over all the sky there ran the sunset flames ; 
Thon high into the glowing air they leapt with joyful shout, 
And with the ruddy shreds of mist thoy wrapped themselves 
about* 

Into my cjuiot garden closo they swiftly dropped again 
(The music of their merriment tinkled like falling rain) ; 
Laughing they swayed, wffiile from their hair they shook 
the warm perfume, 

Till all tho place seemed filled with clouds of drifting daphne 
bloom. * B. F. 


“ Prophets not without Honour. . . 

“For gallantry and distinguished conduct in the field tho D.C.M, 
has been conferred on Sorgt. O. H. Moses, R.E. , Monmouth ; and 
Sergfc. T. \V. Klias, R.E., Monmouth .” — Hereford Times. 
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STEADY 

T HIS British characteristic is now 
called for and will be forthcoming. 
The righteousness of our cause will give 
to our brave fighters the spirit which is 
unconquerable. They will guarantee to 
us, and to all free peoples, a free world 
to live in. 

The Hun-beast has no title to such a 
pure incentive, and because of this he 
will be beaten. 

We have no time, nor inclination, to 
talk about business, although this page 
was reserved for business purposes. 

Our advertisements, like our goods, are 
stimulating. 

Excess in anything is not only a sin, it is 
a crime against all free nations. 


HAIG fc? HAIG Ltd 
Distillers since 1679 
57 Southwark Street 
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POOLING INSURANCE r» Selected Risks 

Non- Mutual except in respect of which are distributed 

Annually amongst the Policy-Holders. 

Under this Scheme are given— 

“The Pool Comprehensive Family Policy” 

at 4/6 per cent. Covering amongst other risks Fire, Burglary and War. 

“The Pool Comprehensive Shopkeepers’ Policy” 

Which similarly covers all risks to the shopkeeper at rates according to trade, but always 

lower than obtainable elsewhere. 


i POLICY 
I IMF \ PREMIUM 
Vllt (.RENEWAL 

The LICENSES & GENERAL INSURANCE Co. Ltd. 


24, MOOROATE STREET, LONDON, E.0. 2 
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... 1 3 

[jfib: it 



“What a Fine 
Pen” 

remarks the Officer as he uses 
the Waterman's Ideal, handed 
him by a subordinate. And 
that is the opinion of Army 
men wherever they are and 


men wherever they are and 
whatever branch ot service 
they belong. They arc used 
with greatest satisfaction 


with greatest satisfaction 
in Army offices, and with 
equally good results on 
Active Sendee abroad. One 
cannot make a mistake in 
choosing a Waterman’s 
Ideal as a gift fora soldier 
friend or for one's own 
use. 

Styles specially recoin, 
mended for Active Service, 
being extra strong and large: 

No. M (Self* Filler), ao -; , 

Patent Clip Cap, 1'- extra: 

No. 44 (Safety), 90/». Of Stationers and 
Jeweller* everywhere. 

Lt G. Sloan, Ltd,, 
Oy^Pen Center London, NV.C.2 

and 39, Shaftesbury Avenue, London, W.C. 1 




Hallo , boys ! ^ 

R ATHER! a lopping time. 

Went everywhere. Yes, 
twice. It’s a fine show. Got 
some grand records of it here 
for the 1 Decca.’ What else? 
Oh, an absolute ‘screamer’ of 
Robey’s and some jolly good 
orchestral pieces and 
one or two of the best 
pianoforte records 
I’ve ever heard.” 


Is by far the mo.it jumuiar gi.tmopliono f*»r \< tiw 
Service. Can be carried with ease anywheie, is n .nly 
to play immediately opened, has no loose parts, needs 
no ease. Possesses the full rich tone and clear repro- 
duction of the most expensive gramophones. Takes 
any make and sire of needle record. 

Leather Cloth 1 Compressed Fibro I Solid Con hide 
£6 15 0 I £7 17 6 | £10 10 0 

Of Harroils, Army and Na\y Stores, 

Whiteley’s, St'lfridgeV, (hnnjgcK, and 
all leading Store* and Miiml Oealeru. 
ninxtrated Folfler, and name of neatest 
Agent, free on application to the 
k "Maimfactuier;,: 

\ THK DECCA COMPANY. 

36, Worship Street, London, E.C. 2. 

(Proprietors: Harnett 


CAMERAS 

WE BUY, SELL OR EXCHANGE 

W E are Agents for all the leading Manufacturers and 
can supply almost all makes of New Cameras and 
Apparatus from stock. No one can sell cheaper than 
we do — and we are willing to take any apparatus in 
exchange or part payment. 

We also pay cash for disused Apparatus and 
guarantee satisfaction. We gffer the highest possible 

prices and pay for goods by 

return of post. Finally, if 

our offer is not acceptable, lTO\TS0NS} 

we send your 'Apparatus back 84 HW> Streol) 
immediately, carriage paid. SHEFFIELD. 






CHAMPAGNE 

CIDER. 

DELICIOUS 

TO THE LAST DROP. 

WARDS OFF 

GOUT AND RHEUMATISM. 

Wtiti for Mutilated Booklet to 

H.P. BULKIER & GO., Hereford. 

Wholesale London A Export Agents : 

b'indlatrr, Mackie, Todd to Co., Ltd., 
Loudon Bridge, S.E. i. 





L^ot-SA® MM 

t aierai ft«j r* wfl 


K EEP It fair for his return. Use 
Oatine regularly* It prevents ugly 
lines And all other facial blemishes, 
and keeps the skin soft and velvety. 
Use it for the hands as well! 1.1} and 
2/3 of all Chemists and Stores. 

QSUffie 

USE IT * PROVE ITI 
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FIL VOLANT. 

Bill Harkom lms always been touchy 
regarding his physique. IIo is of the 
Hag- pole build ; has length and position 
(for he is Mess Secretary), but abso- 
lutely no breadth. We never see him 
in his entirety save out-of-doors. In a 
nissen-hut or a pillbox he has to fold 
up like a carpenter's pocket measure — 
a most inconvenient man with whom 
to sharo ono of those battle Messes 
which consist of a sheet of corrugated 
iron and two sandbags. Wo have to 
indent for extra li.E. material simply 
to provide him with cover. During 
the winter wo used to remind him 
about his logs, and ask if he wouldn’t 
have them folded up and brought in 
out of the sleet. 

From time to time wo anxiously 
inquire if ho is still in touch with his 
extremities, in view of the length of his 
lines of communication. No ordinary 
bod will contain him. Boor fellow, those 
soft, luxurious, canopied and feathered 
couches which occupy the greator part 
of the interior space in evon the hum- 
blest French cottage are no use to him. 
He once tried to lit himself into one of 
them and go to sleep folded up, but 
this brought on such awful cramp that 
he had to shriek for his man to jerk 
his joints straight again. 

The Major himself is oftou tempted 
to exercise upon him a pretty gift of 
badinage. I have heard him on a damp 
morning request his long-drawn sub- 
altern to stand up and report if visi- 
bility was any hotter above the ground 
mist. 

From his extreme youth up bo has 
been persecuted about his length and 
his laziness. But doubtless the one is 
the result of the other. As his school- 
masters explained to him, the seat of 
his mental processes is so remote from 
Ins outlying members that he could 
never hope to impart to them anything 
like punctual activity. 

IIo has been seen trying to run — an 
extraordinary spectacle. Despite a wide 
and reckless abandon in the movement 
of his individual and apparently inde- 
pendent limbs, the man, Bill Harkom, 



HOW TO GET ON IN THE ARMY. 


Newly- yamtted Sub. (to second in command of Battalion). “X SAY, Ma.joh, OLD AKAS’, 
\N ILL YOU JUKT n sn THAT OKLTj IN AS YOU Dill FT PAST?” 


six francs for the washing of — well, 
for washing. And at the foot of Lho 
paper were the words, “ Fit volant.” 
No wonder be was annoyed. It do- 


“()nl> on tlio terms of freo choice call we 
have Irish compulsion.’’ Daily News. 

Our contemporary states the Irish case 
as one to the manner horn. 


as a whole makes little progress. 

Not long ago we went out to rest, 
and Ilarkom’s man sent his master’s 
underclothing to a little local luundry. 
The day when the clean things wero 
returned, with the usual account, 
Harkom came to mo with his distant 
face scarlet, like an angry planet. 
“Look at this,” he shouted. “Nick- 
names from a French washerwoman. 
1 ’U sign a separate peace.” 

I glanced at the document thrust 
under my nose. It showed that Lieu- 
tenant Harkom owed the sum of 


scribed him exactly. But lest he 
should lose his zeal for the Entente. 1 
begged him to let mo see tbe now- 
washed raiment. There, on every item, 
I pointed out to him a little piece of 
cotton secured by a knot, the end flying 
free — a “ Jil volant.” It cost mo some 
pains to persuade him that this was 
simply the identification mark attached 
by tho careful blanchisscuse, and not a 
personality. 

But we have adopted it as such in 
the Mess, and to-day there is only one 
name to which Bill Harkom answers. 


Heading to an article on tbe supply 
of tonnage : — 

■ ‘ STKAIj SHIPS.” 

FiVeuiny Paper. 

Bub it was not in response to this sug- 
gestion that tho Government com- 
mandeered tho Dutch merchant- vessels. 

“Mulefl in France used near the front 
undergo an operalion which prevents them 
from braying and so disclosing their presence 

to the enemy .”— Daily Paper. 

Might not the operation be performed 
with protit upon asses in England — 
say at Westminster for a start ? 
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THE WARRIOR’S PEACE. 

I met James iu tlio club. IIo was in 
tho cosiest arm-chair, smoking a choice 
cigar. Ilo beamed amiably upon mo. 

“ Hello,” I said, “ what arc you doing 
boro V Scarcely scon you since beforo 
tho War.” 

“Making preparations before joining 
up,” grinned James. “ Isn't this now 
Man - power Hill ripping ? Just look 
at mo. My two younger brothers got 
commissions at the start. Thoy came 
to mo and said, ‘You’re over ago and 
rheumaticky. Wo Vo going. It’s up 
to you to look after things for us. Now 
just let there bo no nonsense about 
vou'ro saving that you’re under forty i 
and joining up.’ 

“ Woll.it scorned to bo my duty to stay 
behind, so 1 promised. Heavens, what 
a war it has been for me ! Of course T 
bad to become a special. That was ; 
nothing much, only three nights out of ! 
bed, p/?*.s raid nights. Then thoro was j 
George’s business. Ilo ’d left it in tho i 
bands of an old cashier and some lady- j 
clerks. They ran it splendidly, hut thoy j 
wore all so conscientious that thoy j 
wanted mo down every morning to i 
supervise it. Nor bad they any scruples 
about bringing up what they called im- 
portant problems to my house at night. 
That infernal oflico ate up my life. 

“ Then, again, my sisters-in-law are 
onormously patriotic. They’re up to 
their eyes in hospital work. Who lias 
had to take my nieces about ? I, their 
do-nothing stay-at-home bachelor uncle. 
Tho plays 1 have sat through! the 
rovuos I havo yawned through ! 

“ And I promised to keep an eye on 
the education of William’s boys. Thoy 
interpret this as an obligation to do 
tlioir homo- work for thorn. When they 
get bad reports William doesn’t blow 
thorn up; ho blows mo up. 1 ’vo had 
to rc-learn algebra, and I know more 
Latin now than when you and 1 were 
in tho Shell together. 

“ And there ’s that allotment. Thank 
Heaven 1 shall never have to look at 
the disgusting spectacle of a sprouting 
potato again. No, I see before mo a 
delicious peace; eight hours’ regular 
sloop overy night ; no business ; no 
thoatres; no algebra; no sisters-in-law; 
no worry. 

“ I ’vo resigned from tho police. 1 ’vo 
given that allotment to a neighbour 
and be takes me for a bonofactor. 1 ’vo 
signed my last cheque at the business; 
I’ve told my relations that 1 want a 
week to arrange my affairs. I ’m just 
going to sit in the club and smoke for 
a week. My first leave since tho show 
started. I ’ve often wanted a good long 
chat with some of you fellows about 
the War.” 


“ You ’ll got it,” I said, “and it ought 
to provide you with anothor good reason 
for seeking the delicious peace of tho 
Army.” 

James pulled away at his cigar ec- 
statically. 

“ 1 say, old man,” ho said in a sudden 
panic, “you don’t think that these fussy 
Tribunals would take any notice of ap- 
peals by a man’s relations in case the 
man himself was willing to go?” 

J reassured him. 

THE CAPTAIN’S TRAGEDY. 
Captain Striker, R.F.A., 

Late the boldest of tho bold 
And the gayest of tho gay, 

Now is prematurely old. 

Why lias Captain Striker changed 
From the blade ho usod to he? 
What disaster disarranged 
11 is serene philosophy ? 

Where tho limpid Zonncbcko 
Dallies with tho Flanders slime, 
There ho broods with pallid check 
Over some strange grief or crime. 

Yet his comrades all declare 
(And the Captain says it’s so) 
That his past would well compare 
With the lately-fallen snow. 

What is then the awful thing 

Keeps his heart within his boots, 
Parches up his humour’s spring, 

J fourly gnaws his spirits’ roots? 

To some town behind tho lino 
Ilo had gone, it would appear, 
Harmlessly to lunch or dine, 

Or to rouse the Field Cashier. 

As ho strode, preoccupied 

(Krosh from Flanders greys and 
drabs), 

Fate decreed ho should collide 
With a being bright with tabs. 

Startled by its stately air, 

Shine of button, badgo and hoot, 
Striker gave it yards to sparo 
And his vory best salute. 

Even as ho did it, lo 

Horror seized him in its grip, 

For it was an li.T.O. 

Fitted with a single pip. 


“ Sold it* is and Tailors in Uniform half-price 
to l 2s. id. and Is. 3d. seals.” — Scotsman. 

And what about the Sailors and Tink- 
ers ? Is nothing to bo done for thorn ? 

“Another inspired roport appears in * Jiji,’ 
that the l Japanese] Government regards the 
situation as making for a special Diet.” 

Daily Chronicle. 

Our Government camo to that conclu- 
sion long ago. 


THE STANDARD SUIT. 

Some Suggestions. 

It i 3 reported that the Government’s 
standard suits for men’s wear will soon 
be available. In the hope that it may 
not bo too late for cutters and tailors 
to embody them in the finished article 
tho following suggestions are offered: — 

Cut . — All standard suits should bo cut 
under the customer’s present measure- 
ments, and those that are supplied 
ready-made should be cut under tho 
normal stock sizes. In any case some 
device should bo provided for taking in 
a reef. 

Tho waist-lino should bo well defined 
in order to absolve stout customers 
from any suspicion of food-hogging ; 
but, on tho other hand, it should not 
ho too accentuated in the case of men 
under tho age of fifty-one. 

The trouser legs should havo a per- 
manent turn-up to act as a crumb- 
col lector in rostaurants. 

In view of the laundry difficulty the 
waistcoat opening should bo cut high. 

Pockets . — Tho standard suit should 
have no fewer than nineteen pockets. 
In addition to tho present ten pockets 
used for general utility, special pockets 
should he provided for meat cards, bacon 
cards, sugar rations, national regis- 
tration cards, travel permits, call-up 
notices, gas and oloctrio light meter 
diaries, electric torches, the now skele- 
ton Bradshaw and other vadc vice urns. 

Accessories . — A duplicate attachable 
lapel for flag-days. 

A match-striker, coated with tri-nit ro- 
toluol, should bo attached to tho firmest 
fitting part of the standard suit for use j 
in dealing with the prosont breed of 1 
matches. 

A steel-book with telescopic action 
should be fittod in one of the sleeves, 
thus leaving both arms of the wearer 
free in public conveyances. 

In view of the paper-bag shortage 
householders would welcome the in- 
sertion under tho jacket of a washable 
hold-all. 

Finally it is desirable to provide an 
inclusive sandbag attachment, camou- 
flaged with protective stripes and spots, 
for evening woav. 

Attention to those little refinements 
would help vastly to populuriso the 
standard suits. 


The Patent-Medicine Habit. 
Extract from a testimonial : — 

“After being free from Rheumatic Fever 
over 30 years ... I commenced taking your 
pills .”—. Provincial Paper, 

“Wanted, small well-made Luggago Cat.” 

Surrey Advertiser . 

Ono accustomed, w F o presume, to carry 
her own kit. 






OUR MAIDENHEAD BOMB-DODGERS. 

Indignant Alien. “Here's a nick thick to tc .ay ! Ten guineas a week for two rooms in this miserable hole uaf I all 

THROUGH THIS LAST MOON I’Afl) A BEAUTIFUL MOON, MARK YOU, AND NOT VON AIRRAID ON LONDON -THE DIRTY UUNSl” 


THE GREEN ESTAMINET. 


The old men sit by the chimney-piece and drink tho good 
rod wino 

And toll great tales of the Soi xante-1) ix to the men from 
the English line, 

And Madame sits in her old arm-chair and sighs to herself 
ail day— 

So Madeleine serves the soldiers in the Green Estaminct . 

Eor Madame wishes the War was won and speaks of a 
strange disease, 

And Piorro is somewhere about Verdun, and Albert on the 
seas ; 

Lc Patron , e is soldat too, hut long time yrisonnier — 

So Madeleine serves the soldiers in the Green Estaminct . 

She creeps downstairs when the black dawn scowls and 
helps at a neighbour’s plough, 

She rakes tho midden and feeds the fowls and milks the 
lonely cow, 

She mends the holes in the Padre’s clothes and keeps his 
billet gay — 

And she also serves the soldiers in the Green Estaminct . 

The smoke grows thick and the wine flows free and the 
great round songs begin, 

And Madeleine sings in her heart, maybe, and welcomes 
tho whole world in ; 


But I know that life is a hard, hard tiling and I know that 
her lips look gray, 

Though she smiles as she serves the soldiers in the Green 
Estaminct. 

But many a tired young English lad has learned his lesson 
there, 

To smile and sing when the world looks had, “/or, Monsieur, 
e’est la guerre,” 

Has drunk her honour and made his vow to fight in tho 
eamo good way 

That Madeleine serves the soldiers in the Green Estaminct . ' 

A big shell came on a windy night, and half of the old 
house went, 

But half of the old house stands upright, and Mademoiselle’s 
content ; 

The shells still fall in the Square sometimes, but Madeleine 
means io stay, 

So Madeleine serves the soldiers still in the Green Estaminct, \ 

. A. P. H. | 

“KAISER INSPECTS HIS GIANT GUN. j 

It Bursts Two Days Afterwards." 

Daily Chronicle . • 

With pride, of course. j. 






FOJU WARD THIS lillOVS OF THE OULD BKIOADE! 

Don Quixote O’Bbien and Sancho Fanza Devlin on the war-path. 


Tuesday, April 9 Ik . — Parliament re- 
sumod business after the Easter Becoss. 
Some people apparently think it should 
have boon summoned earlier, in view 
of the situation on the Western Front. 
After to-day’s proceedings others may 
possibly regrot that it was noeossary to 
summon it at all. The House of Com- 
mons began by giving a Second Bead- 
ing to a Drainage Bill and ended by 
finding itself in an Irish bog. 

The Prime Ministers account of 
the rocent offensive on the Somme was 
given, perhaps deliberately, in very 
gloomy tones, and listened to in almost 
stony silence. The success of the Ger- 
man attack was attributed, first, to the 
enemy possessing the initiative, and, 
secondly, to the weather. Even the 
Wizard from Wales cannot control tho 
weather ; but Members found it a littlo 
difficult to understand why, if even at 
the bogiiming of March tho Allies were 
equal in numbers to the enemy on tho 
West, and if, thanks to tho foresight of 
tho Versailles Council, they knew in 
advance the strength and direction of 
tho impending blow, they ever allowed 
the initiative to pass to the Germans. 
Surely they cannot have forgotten that 
homely adage — 

Twice is he armed that hath his quarrel just, 

But throe times ho who gets his blow in fust." 

Whatever wo may think of Mr. Lloyd 


George's qualifications as a military 
strategist his eminence as a Parlia- 
mentary tactician has never been dis- 
puted. I assume, therefore, that his 
mothod of handling Irish conscription 
was more astute than it appeared at 
lirst sight. Tho powder of compul- 
sory service is to bo followed by, and 
uot wrapped up in, tho jam of Home 
Rule. Sir Edwaud Carson described 
this proposal as “camouflage," though 
that much-tried substantive seemed 
singularly inappropriate; and bis Na- 
tionalist fellow-countrymen, with a 
unanimity which would have pleased 
Mr. Gjnnell (now languishing in gaol 
again), refused to look at the jam and 
declined to smell the powder. The War 
might be a just war, and Ireland's free 
doiu bo at stake as much as Belgium’s, 
but never would they allow the young 
men of Ireland to fight at the orders 
of any but an Irish Parliament. Mr. 
Wilijam O’Brien described the Bill 
as “ a declaration of war upon Ireland," 
and Mr. Devlin, not to be outdone, 
said his beloved country would never 
allow such a stamina to be inflicted 
upon her brow. 

Nevertheless leave to bring in the 
Bill was accordoct on a division by 
299 to 80. ‘ ' 

At Question-time tho Chancellor, of 
the Exchequer informed Mr. Bow- 
lands that the early-closing order for 


theatres and music-halls would not 
affect the House of Commons. Con- 
trary to the popular impression it is not 
regarded as a place of entertainment 
within the moaning of the regulation. 

Commander Beldams has shaved off 
his moustache. Now that the Ad- 
miralty, thanks to his pertinacity, has 
decided to promote officers by merit 
instead of seniority, ho desires to bo 
ready for any emergency. 

Wednesday, April 10th. — Mr. Byrne 
furnished a good illustration of tho 
charming inconsistency of his delight- 
ful country. At Question-time he was 
urging upon tho War Office the neces- 
sity of according to its Irish employes 
exactly tho same privileges and pay as 
were given to their British confreres . 
A few minutos lator, whon Sir George 
Cave was commending the Bill* which 
inter alia extends to Irishmen the privi- 
lege of joining in the fight for freedom, 
Mr. Byrne protested so loudly end fre- 
quently that the Speaker had to warn 
him t hat bo was destroying his chances 
of catching his eye. 

I suppose tho Home Secretary 
was entrusted with the conduct of the 
Bill because of his experience in hand- 
ling Conscientious Objectors. He de- 
clined to take the Nationalist threats 
OYer-seriously. No doubt oonscription 
in Ireland would encounter organised 
resistance* fcut the resistance would be 




April 17, 1918. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


251 



Jock {studying hospital autograph-book). “It’s a vkuba fink notion, this book— a body KriNiN’ THKIH name and makin' a suitable 
REMARK AFORE THEY LEAVE THE 1IOR8PITAL. LISTEN TO THIS: ‘Oil, WUMMAN, IN OOIl HOOKS O’ MASK, UNCERTAIN COM 1 ‘A NY AN’ 1IAKIU> 
TO PLEASE.' VKICKA TRUK. AFORE THE WARR I WI8 KEEPING COMPANY Wi' A LASSIE,” ETC., ETC. 


overcome ; and if ten or even fivo divi- 
sions of Ireland's fighting men could 
bo secured the Bill was worth while. 

Sir Donald Maclean entered a pro- 
test against the proposal to tako men 
up to fifty. These elderly persons would 
flood the hospitals and swell the pen- 
sion lists, but provide hardly any service 
able recruits. His argument might ho 
opitomized as “the higher you go tho 
fewor.” 

Some chilly criticisms from Mr. As- 
quith included ono gleam of humour. 
Ho questioned the policy of embracing 
Ireland in the Bill unless you could 
get “general consent." Half-a-dozen 
speeches from the Nationalist benches 
of varying merit but unvarying hostility 
supplied tho answer. Mr. Dillon, 
howover, carried the House with him 
when he doclared that if conscription 
was right now it ought to have been 
applied to Ireland long ago. Unionists 
were particularly vociferous in their 
cheers. 

Shaken a litfclo by the ex-Premikr’s 
hypothetical doubts the House was 
restored to its balance by a vigorous 
speech from Mr. Bonar Law, who said 
quite plainly that if Ireland was not to 
be called upon to help in this time of 
stress there would bo an end of Home 
Buie, and that if tho House would not 
sanction Irish conscription it would 
have to get another Government. 

The Nationalists challenged no fewer 


than four divisions, but, though they 
rccoivcd tho doubtful help of tho Paci- 
fists and tho Young Scots party, and 
though Mr. Asquith and most of his 
colleagues declined to vote at all, they 
were beaten by threo to one majorities 
every time. 

Thursday , April 11//*. — Mr. Field is 
another Member who declines to let his 
hostility to tho British Government 
interfere with his endeavours to get 
something out of it. Llis complaint that, 
owing to the action of tho Department 
of Agriculture, there was a shortago of 
Irish bulls (tho four-legged variety) met 
with discreet but sympathetic treat- 
ment from tho Chief Secretary, who, 
after a glance at tho Ladies’ Gallery, 
promisod to include the answer on this 
evidently delicate question in the 
Official Boport. 

There had been some anxiety among 
the Pacifists and Young Scots as to 
the answer that would bo given to Mr. 
John Hope’s request for an assurance 
“that all Members of this House of 
military ago and medically fit will bo 
called upon to servo in the same manner 
as the public " ; and they wore not a 
littlo comforted when Mr. Beck said 
that it had already been officially laid 
down that attendance in Parliament 
might be considered “ work of national 
importance." 

The discussion on the Military Ser- 
vice Bill revealed a good many doubts 


in all qu Alters of tho llouso as to tho 
wisdom of raising tho ago to iifty. But 
tho Government stuck to their point, 
though Hir Auckland Geodes declared 
that for tho present not moro than seven 
per cent, of the men affected would he 
removed from civil life. 

On the adjournment Mr. Bonar Law 
explained tho position of General Foch. 
1 lo is not a Generalissimo, hut is merely 
oxercising the powers of a General-in- 
Chief. This appeared to satisfy every- 
body but Mr. Hogue, who does not 
appreciate, I am afraid, these nico dis- 
tinctions. 

Patres Conscripti. 

From tho Prime Minister’s speech 
on tho Military Service Bill : — ■ 

“ Wo have decided that it in unjust that, you 
should af.k old and married men with families 
of 35 or 40 and perhaps 50, in England, Scot- 
land, and Wales, to go and light, while young 
men in Ireland are under no obligation to take 
up arms.” Eastern Evening News. 

If Mr. Lloyd Georoe is correct about 
the number of their children, these 
British fathers certainly seem to have 
done their bit already. 

“It is expected by tho clothing trade that 
standard suits will follow closely on tho heel 
of standard boots.” — Evening Standard. 

Fastidious woarers who do not wish to 
look like Mr. Charles Chaplin can 
avoid this by turning up their trousers. 
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THE PLAY. 

Belinda/* 


In the Third Act the statistician is in tion (except perhaps Mr. W. B. Yeats). 
turn displaced by the old husband, and He may say that he is . ridiculing con- 
Belinda is re-united to her Enoch volition ; but is not his ridicule itself 
It was nineteen years since John and A rden , whom she mixes up with Eugene conventional ? Anyhow, I found his 
Belinda Trcmayne had separated on the Aram, being uncertain about everything poet, in the person of Mr. Dennis 
ground of incompatibility of tastes in except tho initials A rather Neilson-Terrv, rather irritating, 

the matter of hair. She had taken a attractive little plot. I hope that Mr. Milne will always 

dislike to his beard ; lie to her coitlfuro. At its best the play was very good, write for Miss Irene Vanbrugh, for 
Having hoard nothing of him in tho but there was a moment in the First nobody could be in closer sympathy with 

interval she had got into the habit of Act when it hung fire, and was only tho lightness of his touch; his pleasant 

regarding herself as a widow. Frisky saved by a clover recovery just as we habit of understatement is admirably 
with all those years out at grass, it was wore looking for the curtain to como reflected in hor quiet undertones — in- 
an embarrassing moment for hor when down. Tho fun of tho Third Act, too, deed, in my seat adjacent to tho Pit, I 
her daughter, Delia , suddenly arrived was rather attenuated, and will no doubt missed a good deal of the entertainment, 
homo from her school in Paris. For bo pulled together. I hope, too, that lie will often have 

Belinda was loved by a statistician The charming thing about Mr. his humour interpreted by Mr. Dion 

(Barter) and a stage^poet ( Devenish ), Milne's dialogue is that its humour Bouoicault, who did so well by him 


who wore unaware of the 
daughter’s existence, and tho 
statistician, being accustomed 
to the study of figures, would 
be almost certain to regard tho 
daughter as evidence of the 
mother’s maturity. So she ar- 
ranged that Delia should be- 
come her niece (tenipy), under 
the namo of Robinson, the first 
that occurred to hor quick mind. 

Urged by her two suitors in 
her presence and in that of one 
another (like the witnesses to 
a last will and testament) to 
decide between their respective 
claims to her hand, she puts 
them off by setting them a 
quest. Her niece, she tells 
tnorn, has mislaid hor father, 
and she (Belinda) will under- 
take to marry tho man who first 
retrieves him. Ho may be recog- 
nised by a mole on his forearm. 
The quest is admirably chosen, 
since by its very attainment 
the successful knight must 
sacrifice all hope of reward. 

Scarce have they mounted 
their chargers to sot forth on 
the trail of the family Rohin- 



ffWu>c rf 


in Wurzel - Flummery , and 
again does good service in tho 
less distinguished part of the 
statistician, Baxter . 

As tho daughter, Miss Iso- 
bel Flsom was excellent in tho 
scenes with her Mummy, but 
was unfortunate in having to 
be paired off with the poet. In 
the part of John Tremaync Mr. 
Ben Webster offered a suffi- 
ciently solid contrast to the 
prevailing levity. It was not 
quite clear, unless there had 
been a change of coiffure on 
hor part, why Tremayne should 
want to return to his discarded 
mate; but I dare say that, 
when you havo had nothing 
hut the society of lions for 
nineteen years, even an old 
wife has hor attractions. 

Belinda was preceded by 
Monica's Blue Boy, a nice little 
wordless idyll by Sir Arthur 
Pinero and Sir Frederic 
Oowen. It had nothing to 
do with Maeterlinck’s Blue 
Bird , but was concerned with 
a war-time Cinderella and a 
w ounded soldier for her Prince. 
It 41 featured ” Miss Mary Glynne, 
Mr. Eric Lewis aud Mr. Martin Lewis. 
I say ‘‘featured 7 ’ because Sir Arthur 
had, most unhappily, to call in the aid 


TUB ATTAINMENT OF THE “ ROBINSON " QUEST. 

Order at the Fini.sk : (1) Deveiu.sk ; (2) Baxter. 

John Trcniaync " ItnliiHioii ") . . . , Mu. Ben Webster. 

Harold JJiuter Mu. DlON BOUCICAULT. 

Claude Dccenisli . . Mil. Neilson-TeRIiy. 

son when a stranger appears in Be - follows naturally upon what goes be- 
linda's garden. Ho is, of course, her fore, and never suggests lucubration, 
missing husband; hut recognition is on “I thought you were coming next 
his side only, and when asked for his Thursday, not this Thursday,” says 

name lie says "Robinson,” tho Hist that j Belinda to her daughter ; " so confusing j of a cinema trick to explain to us that 
occurs to his quick mind. j having them both called Thursday.” ! tho obscure Private was actually Sir 

The Second Act shows us tho knight- Tho author was a critic and parodist j Lancelot Lovejoy , Bart., the sort of 
hood on tho quest, waylaying all who of plays before ho ever made an) him- j information that is always difficult to 
bear the rather popular name of Robin [self; and one can trace in him a ten- 
son, and demanding, with many unfor dency, as a play wright, to burlesque tho 
tunato results, to seo their forearms. \ methods of his new medium. How far 
Our soi-disant Robinson reappears, and foes this tendency go? and at what 
the conversation chances to turn upon point does it merge into that other been called Three Women: to wit, 
lions. Iio confesses to having once tendency of all parodists to become Annabel Broadlcy, sleepily sleek, exotic, 
strangled the king of beasts, and, baring conventional when they themselves at- unaccountably cold, compleat poseuse 
his arm to show tho marks of tho tempt to exploit the art which they are and Parsifaliste, extravagant patroness 
brute’s annoyance, he reveals a mole, in tho habit of burlesquing? of Futurist painters, decorators and 

It is the stage-poet who has attained; I am thinking in particular of his dressmakers, in thrall to nerves and 
but, having meanwhile transferred his poet, looking and gesticulating and her lapdog, Isolde ; Annabel in squalid 
affections to Dclia t he puts his rival I talking as no poet ever did on land or Poplar lodgings (her millionaire lius- 
in the way of forestalling him. [ sea outside the limits of stago-conven- band has feigned bankruptcy of a tlio- 


convey without words. 0. 8. 

“Too Much Money.” 

Mr. Zangwill's farco might have 
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BURBERRY 


NAVAL 

JT Wffl Off I cert* 
M I I Complete 

jLafcjL JL Kite in 2 

to 4 Day« 
or Reedy 
for Use. 




Forcibly impresses the 
man who recognises the 
economy of the best, be- 
cause in materials, work- 
manship, sound service 
and distinction, he knows 
that “ Burberry *’ attains 
the standard of perfection. 

Rubber, oiled - silk and 
other air-tight fabrics arc 
entirely superseded by 
Burberrys, who obtain the 
unrivalled weather-proof 
efficiency of their garments 
by hygienic methods of 
weaving and proofing, 
which allow perfect self- 
ventilation. 


Pilot Coat. 

Made from hard-wearing cloths, 
Burberry- Woven and Proofed. 



The 1918 Burberry. 

■' 11G w Service Weatherproof 
lor Naval or Military use. 


Burberry Tropical Kit. 


Burberrys supply Uniforms in white 
Duck and Drill, together with every 
detail of equipment necessary for hot 
countries. 

' KLIS NAVY BLUE FLEXIBLE 
PUTTEES. For Naval Officers. • 

Expand like clastic, yet there is ! 
no rubber in them. 

A special method of weaving tum- 
bles the cloth to expand on pressure, 
so that they never restrict either 
the muscles or blood vessels, ami 
„ fit perfectly. j 

Navy Blue. Price 10/6. | 


During the War Officers' Burberry 
Weatherproofs Cleaned and Re -proofed 
FREE OF C/IARGF. 


RITDDITDDVC Haymarket 
UKdlRKI O LONDON 

® & 10, Boul. Malesherbot, PARIS ; and Agent* in Naval Port*. 



The Most Popular 
Country Club. 

T HE Overland “ Country Club ” 
is at home among people of 
distinction. 

Its low rakish lines make it an ideal 
sport car, without sacrificing riding 
comfort. 

You can drive it almost anywhere. The 
powerful motor, the large wheels, big 
tyres and easy riding cantilever rear 
springs, the high tension magneto, the 
electric control buttons, the complete 
equipment, make it a car in whose 
M performance you will always take pride. 

The finish is distinctive, and the price, 
because of our great production, is 
astonishingly low. That is why the 
Overland Country Club is the most 
popular “Country Club” in the country. 

H e are booking orders now to jp 
insure early delivery after the war. 


Willys- Overland , Lid . 1 

151-153 Greal Portland Street. London W 
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The Sensible Way to War Economy § 


Don’t try to economise by wearing your old clothes in a Jj 
shabby state. It gives them another lease of life to have jj 
them Cleaned or Dyed by the Achille Serre processes — g 
freshens them up and makes them look like new. m 



Remember also when you want new clothes — 
you can save Treasury Notes by letting Achille 
Serre renovate the garments you already possess. 

Send To-day for Price List. 

Achille Serre K 

Head Office: Hackney Wick, London, E.9. 

Telephone ! Hast 3719 (4 lim 
Brandies and Ajjonts K very win 




SIX DAYS ADRIFT IN THE NORTH SEAI 

SUPREME TEST OP THE COM CBHTB JITED POOD VALUE OP 

HORLICK'S MALTED MILK TABLETS 

To Horlick's Malted Milk Companv, Slough, Bucks, 

Dear Sirs,— Asa member of the Royal Naval Air Service it will interest you to know 
that I recently proved the extreme value of your Malted Milk Tablets. In a (light over tho 
North Sea on May 24th, 1917, the machine developed engine trouble and the pilot was com* 
polled to descend, and we were left for six days adrift. To make matters worse the sea- 
plane capsized, anil on the first day my companion lost a Thermos Flask filled with hot cocoa. 
From that time until wo were picked up on the afternoon of May 29th (the sixth day) my 
companion and myself had no other form of nourishment but your Malted Milk Tablets con- 
tnined in one of your well-known Ration Tins, except a ship's candle which wc found in somo 
drifting wreckage. 

I feel, therefore, that we absolutelyoweour lives to the contentsof your Invaluable Ration 
Tin, and I have the greatest pleasure in informing you of these facts, and express my gratl* 
tude for so compact a Ration Tin containing so murh nutriment. You are at liberty to use 
this letter in any way you like, and with my renewed thanks. 

Yours truly (signed). K.N.A.S, 

8END THEM TO YOUR NAVAL AND MILITARY FRIENDS 

See that the name llorlick's affears on every container. 

Of all Chemlita and Storei, or we will forward one of these tins past free to any addreae on 
receipt of 1/6. Give full name and address, or name of ship, also give your own name and 
addreas when sending remittance to 

HORLICK’S MALTED MILK CO., SLOUOH. BUCKS., EHOLAHD. 

SIR JAM EH ItORLlCK. Bart., President. 



Gramophone Records 


SENT BY POST 

A T 04 KKGIZNT STRKliT you 
will fitnl the most complete 
mid perfectly-equipped Audi- 
tion Salons in London lor hearing 
the latest “His Master's Voice" 
Records. We keep every Rccotd 
in stock, and hold the largest stock 
in Britain. Our set vice is ptompt 
and efficient. You can hear the 
Records at ease and Lit comfort, 
and, if >ou nre unable to take 
advantage of calling, we will 
dispatch Kecotd within six hours 
alter receipt of your Order. We 
shall, of course, be phased to 
send Lists of Records post free on 
request. We invite your patronage. 

The WEST END 

Gramophone Supply Co. 

Ltd. 



KHAKI SHIRTS 



For Practical Value — Healthful, 
Durable, Non-Irritant & Unshrinkable. 

// inn ate unable to obtain, unite to the §1 

Munujaiiuieis fot name of suitable Keiatlet ; — =z 

Win. Hollins & Co., l.Pl. {Ttatte only). K4, Viyella House, Newgate St., London, F.,C. I = 



LJJLLU/j 

S |f«efBrofe ) 


FOR 

OFFICERS' 

RAINPROOF 

WAR KIT 



FREE 
to Future 
OFFICERS 


— a copy of that miniatura 
classic, “ Straight Tip-dor 
t-ubs," by Major T rap- 
man n. The number of 
reiiupat!) for free copies 
has just lopped 20.033. 

ffi OxroRDClltCUS «s« 

LudgateHill «- 

DOH c.’JSt 



MtwfaKCfnXtt Bnrc* M Se n egnei* 


fA 


GREATEST 

BOOK 

IN THE WORLD 

Every cultured person needs the best 
Dictionary, Encyclopedia and Atlas money 
can buy. An incomplete reference book is 
useless, failing to give just what you want 
to know. Always the “Century Dictionary, 
Cyclopaedia, and Atlas” is quoted by the 
leading papers as the authority for the meaning 
of a word or subject. Viscount Bryce describes 
it “ a masterpiece of condensation.” Know 
the facts ! Don’t guess ! This is the motive- 
power in business behind all movements for 
increased efficiency and scientific management. 
Knowledge oi facts means money made and 


money saved. Only a few copies remain for 
“Punch” readers at the special low price: 
ios. down and the balance by small monthly 
payments brings you the new revised and 
greatly enlarged edition of the “Century 
Dictionary, Cyclopaedia, and Atlas,” in twelve 
large handsome volumes, costing £300,000, with 
twenty million words, 600,000 entries, 10,000 
coloured and black and white illustrations and 
over 100 beautifully coloured maps— thirty- 
three complete reference books in one — 150,000 
more entries than in any other Dictionary or 
Encyclopaedia. At tho price offered “The 
Century ” is the cheapest book in the world. 
It cannot be reprinted. 

Send 4 stamps for large prospectus, with over 
160 illustrations and a coloured plate. Send 
now— don’t wait till the last set has been sold. 

Dept. 5, The Standard Art BookCo., Ltd. 

30-32, Ludgate Hill, E.C.4. 


Play This At Sight 



Amateur musicians who cannot now play at sight 
can easily do so in three months by the Thelwall 
Rapid System of Sight-Reading fi2 lessons only, 
by correspondence). You &rc tola what to do and 
how to do it. 

During the last if years this system has been highly 
recommended by all tne leading papers and thousands of 
successful pupils throughout the world. 

“ You have my consent to use my name as one who 
strongly approves of your method." 

(Signed) LANDON RONALD. 

Endorsed also by Sir P. Bridge, Mus.Doc., M V.O., 
Dr. J, Borland, Ac. 

Send id. stamp to-day for fees, unsolicited testimonials, 
and full information to Dept. 11, W. H. THELWALL, 
30-32, I.udgate Hill, London, K.C.4. 







itenttemun Farmer. '‘I’ve uot hath in; a lot or meat at homi:. I thought I’d hkttlu iuodout it— a whole simim, ln pact. 
YOU 8KB, I KILL MY OWN 8HF.F.P." 

Clerk to Local Food Coni rol. “ Ui'T that won't do. I rji all li.W k -io look tvfo this. You mustn’t kill a whole sijriu* all at ONuk." 


rough type not known to real life in 
order to wean Annabel from her fads), 
sprightly, amorous cook and washer- 
woman, miser and gloriously incom- 
petent housewife; and Annabel, back in 
Mayfair, a “first-flight financier,” hull- 
ing and boaring with the best, promoting 
irrigation schemes in Mesopotamia, 
unloading her villainous Cubist dia- « 
grams on to ingenuous American mil- 
lionaires at a perfectly scandalous rate 
of profit, fully reconciled to her wealth 
and her rather fatuous lord. None of 
these throe is by any conceivable stretch 
of imagination in the least related to the 
other two ; bub one can take no serious 
exception to that in an exercise in the 
farcical- bizarre. Why then a certain 
stiff-jointodness in tho affair? 

I suspect Mr. Zanuwjli/b trouble to 
be that he is fundamentally much too 
serious a person for a farce-maker. 
He has, of course, a pretty wit ; can 
at a push put over a good joke of the 
broader sort ; does nob disdain the help 
of fcho nether portion of a pyjama suit 
to raise the easy laugh ; can contrive 
quite adroit knockabout business and 
so entirely satisfactory a curtain as 
Annabel's despairing cry of “Isolde! 
Isolde!’' for his First Act*. But here 
and there an idea will come sticking out 
and tripping up the show, and the 
pace of farce ought to be so furious as 


to leave no time for fatal reflective 
pauses— or for thoughts to slip away to 
Franco, by example. 

Or was Miss McCarthy (Annabel) a 
little laboured, o\or-conseienlious and 
self-conscious for this essentially irre- 
sponsi hie art ? Or Broad leg (Mr. Marsh 
Allen) too seriously and mornfully in 
love? Or was it that tho decoration! 



MODE FINANCIERS. 

/J.v.yj iu,l Bixumj'y (Mifia Lillaii McCarthy) 

TAKES TO BUSINESS. 


3 1 of the Mayfair drawing-room by tho 
) : Omega workshop might have been (and 
j should havo been) worse? (And, oh! 
l j Mr. lion Eli Fnv, any way, what a flippant 
l j betrayal of a cause reputedly sacred to 
: you !) I don’t know. 1 will merely offer 
[ I thanks for some moments snatched 
t , from tho obsession of War, and in 
i J particular for tho Dundee fishmonger 
j Baronet (excellently played and ac- 
cented by Mr. Mojmnd), which was in 
i the best vein of authentic farce. Miss 
| Mauy Brough had opportunity for 
her nice broad method in the part of a 
J blowsy llame-tintod landlady ; and Mr. 
Krnkst Hendrik made you Lealise that 
ho might easily have painted tho picture 
variously entitled . I Fan per a Funeral, 
The Uavfc of England and Chrif sail the- 
mums at Cromer. I regret to say that 
littlo Isolde, the juvenile lead, missed 
her cue badly and yapped what she had 
to yap several minutes too lafe. T. 

! Scant Cheer. 

| “Would \ on grant mo sp.ice t«» u»k th.* 
j York Food Control Committor how limy 
a m«m to work on loz. of dicers and IOl'n. »»| 
moat per week ? ** 

Letter in Yorkshire Coper. 

44 Toys for sale ; owner going into Army/’ 
Edinburgh Evening New*. 

\ Can this bo our old friend (and joke) 

I the Infantrv ? 
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NEW MEN AND OLD STUDIES. 

[A volume has recently appeared under the title of The Value of the 
Classics, in which “ three hundred competent observers, representing 
tho loading interests of modern life” in America and including throo 
living Presidents of tho Unitod States, Wilson, Taft and Roosevelt, 
testify thoir conviction that classical studies arc of essential value in 
tho best typo of liberal education.] 

O ye Humanists half-hearted, now reluctantly resigned 
To concede tho claim of science to control tho youthful 
mind, 

Once again cry Sursum corda — reinforcement comes at last 
From an unexpected quartor in a wondrous counterblast. 

If there is a modern country which olToto tradition hates, 
Surely 'tis tho Groat Republic known as the United States, 
Home of hustlers and of boosters, home of energy and 
“vim,” 

Filled with innovating notions bubbling over at tho brim. 

Nowhere olso can wo discovor, though we closely scan tho 
map, 

Such a readiness in scrapping anything there is to scrap ; 
Yot the pick of her progressives boldly swarm into tho lists 
As the most unflinching champions of tho harried Human- 
ists. 

Wilson, Taft and Teddy Roosevelt figure in tho foremost 
flight, 

Followed by three hundred choson men of loading and of 
light — 

Men of great and proved achievement in diversified careers, 
Statesmen, lawyers, doctors, bankers, raihvaymon and en- 
gineers. . . 

Dons of course may ho discounted, also College Presidents, 
But the most impressive statements come from scientific 
gents, 

Who admit that education on a humanistic base 

Gives their studonts vast advantage in tho specializing race. 

Botany relics on Latin over since Linn.eus’ days; 

Biologic nomenclature draws on Greek in countless ways; 
While in medicine it is obvious you can never tako your 
oath 

What an ailment moans exactly if you haven’t studied both. 

Hoads of business corporations, magnates in the world of 
trade, 

'Neath the banner of the Classics formidably stand arrayed, 
Holding with a firm conviction that their faithful study 
brings 

Knowledge of the art of handling men and regulating things. 

Oourago, yo depressed upholders of tho old curriculum, 

Quit your mood apologetic, hang tho loud scholastic drum, 
For tho verdict of tho Yankees queers the scientific pitch 
Wlion tho Humanists w ere struggling in their last defensive 
ditch. 

Honour, then, tho bravo Throe Hundred who, liko those 
ronownod of yore, 

Strive to guard from rudo barbarians Hollas and her 
precious loro ; 

And lot all of us determine firmly novel 1 to forget 
BXohtko), fyoXoi', yiget, yudet , yoenitet. 


“There is a very interesting symposium of American manufacturers 
on tho prohibition question going on iti tho Baltimore * Manufac- 
turers’ Record.’ They nearly all vote * dry,’ most of them with great 
energy.”— Dai ly News . 

Tho first set of “ symposiasts ” of whom such a self-denying 
ordinance has been recorded. 


MARMADUKE AND MILLICENT. 

I ought first perhaps to oxplain that the arrival of Milli- 
cent took us all by surprise. We supposed that we were 
to welcome Marmaduko and Maximilian, but it appeared 
that at the last moment Maximilian developed so strong 
a dislike to shifting his headquarters that Milliccnt was 
substituted for him. It w r as obviously much better — at least 
according to Poggy — that wo should enlarge our family circle 
by tho addition of a boy and a girl, thus securing a proper 
balance botwoon tho sexes. Only the gardenor seemed to ho 
seriously affected by the change that had taken place. He 
was for sending Milliccnt back at once. Millicent, however, 
bad so far ingratiated herself with tho family at sight that by 
unanimous vote she w T as retained on the strength of the 
establishment. Wc all felt that it was impossible to allow 
a lady with so much native charm to go out of tho family. 
Maximilian might ho all that the gardener’s fancy painted 
him, hut Millicent was on tho spot, and there, more or less, 
sho remained. 

Wo welcomed them in full force on their arrival. They 
had been conveyed to the pleasaunco in which they were to 
disport themselves in a handcart and a suit of dittos made 
of strong light-brown sacking. That is to say, each of 
them had a suit of that kind, in which thoir limbs, the 
delicate limbs of Marmaduko and Millicent, wore so rigor- 
ously constricted and concealed that the newcomers made 
no sound citlior of protest or of greeting. They were soon 
debarrassod of their garb, and one after another slid and 
scrambled lightly to tho ground amidst tho hearty cheers 
'of tho spectators. As soon as thoy felt tho earth under 
their foot thoy leapt away and continued their course until 
thoy had put as much space as was possible botwoon them 
selves and us. It was very noticeable how, even under 
these distressing circumstances, Millicent maintained the 
gentleness and Marmaduko tho impetuous roughness of 
their respective sexes. Both seemed to declaro that 
friendly relations between us were impossible until the 
indignity of their conveyance and clothing had been duly 
apologised for. - They might he black, hub that colour was 
honourable to them as marking their proud descent from 
a line of funereal ancestors. Until explanations had been 
given they were hound to maintain social distinctions and to 
remain as far as possible from tho rudeness of our scrutiny. 

At this point John, who had been engaged in a flanking 
movement, under cover of some hushes, shouted out to us 
that Marmaduko had a ring in his noso and Milliccnt had 
no kink in her tail. Tho ring was joyfully welcomed, as 
giving us a firm status in tho ranks of those who keep the 
aristocrats of tho grunting world for profit or for susten- 
ance. Tho absence of a kink from Millicent’s tail was ob- 
served with regret, but it was felt that wo must not expect 
everything, and it was pvobahlo that the lady had qualities 
of heart which would amply atone for this minor deficiency. 
Possibly too a kink might develop later on, when she had 
become more accustomed to her surroundings. To he tied 
up as she had boon in a tight and blinding sack was enough 
to make any tail limp and kinkless. . 

Thus we have become members of tho pig-keeping fra- 
ternity, and two middle-sized grunters are ranging at large 
through nil onclosed park destined for their kind. In view 
of what is bound to happen later it would he as well not to 
becomo too fondly attached to Marmaduko and Millicent. 
But at prosont our guests are new to us, and it lias becomo 
tho fashion to organise parties for visiting them in their 
retreat. Some day there will bo bacon for breakfast or ham 
for luncheon, and Marmaduko and Millicent will have done 
thoir hit, nob, I fear, without a protest. Meanwhile, lack- 
ing prescience, they are perfectly contented with their lot. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Swinburne books continue, tho latest of them being 2/ie 
Letters of Algernon Charles Swinburne (Murray), in 
roforenco to tins you may recall ft recent correspondence 
in The. Observer between Mr. Rdmund (,ossk— whom one 
might call tho classic biographer of tho poet - ami Mi- 
Arthur Comuton-Rjokett, who is responsible, with it 
late Mr. Thomas Hake, for the present volume. Of the 
movits of this controversy it is not for me to speak. \\ hen 
doctors disftgrco the ordinary man must bold his peace and 
take what is given him. Comprehensively, you wdl Mmd 
tho latest editors concernod for the dcfonco of Mi. >'^ r ' 
Dunton and wl.at Mr. Clement Shorter -perhaps .ra her 
ras hlv called “ that terrible menage of The 1 mes at 1 utnoj . 
With this viow much of tho hook inevitably takos on an an 
of special ploading, not, I daresay, without value. For tho 
restf however, though the collection embraces many lettc s 
of critical interest (notably several written in eaily days to 
Rossetti, and a number to his “ friend of fncnc ), 
must add that it contains also much that can only bo wel- 
comed by the indiscrim inating suappers-up of trifles. U 
the former kind there is an oddly topical instance m bw »- 
burne’h abandonment of a proposed dedication to Karl 
Blind on tho ground that the latter had “ publicly approt c 
the violation, by Bismarck and his Master, of Alsace-Lor- 
raine.” And throughout you will bo struck, as always on 
a more intimato knowledge of tho poet s personality, w ith 
evidence of that admirable humour which is precisely tho 
last quality with which uninformed opinion has credited 
him. A book, in short, of which Swmburmans will gladlj 
road ail and remember much. 


Mr. Robert Wilton, tho author of llussias Agony 
(Arnold), was tho correspondent of The Times at I otrograd, 
and during tho past fourteen years has boon an oyo-witnoss 
of events in Russia. His literary style, if not pedantic, is 
sometimes benevolently pedagogic, as if ho were anxious 
not to overtax our brains. Tho important point, however, 
is that ho puts tho causo3 of Russia s present collapse 
clearly boforo us. Ho shows that, when tho War was 
thrust upon lior, si io was rotten at t lie com beeauso there was 
no “ organic bond of union between ruler and people. it 
is obvious to anyone who studies lien condition that what 
wo were pleased to call " tho Steam-roller was likely to 
suffer at any moment from internal convulsions. Vory 
clearly Mr. Wilton relates both the events leading up to 
tho Revolution, and the reasons why tho Revolution was 
followed by anarchy. Rasputinism has much to answer 
for, and tho terrible lack of organisation which discouraged 
tho peasant-soldiers added to the feeling of desperation. 
And amid all this intrigue and chaos Lenin whoso real 
name is Vladimir TJltanov, was preparing and biding his 
timo. After the Revolution his work was comparatively 
easy, for of all tho windbags who ever achieved power 
Kerensky scorns to have been tho most fully inflated, it 
is a tragic tale of wasted opportunities; but the more we 
learn of Russia the loss our disappointment will bo tinged 
with bitterness. She is a child in tho process of growing 
up, and like most children she has started out to do one 
thing, has stopped on tho way to do anol her, and lias made 
a sad moss of both. But unlike most children sho has 
suffered incessantly from repression and cruelty. In tms 
hour of her greatest need we liavo to remember that Russia 
was our gallant ally through roost critical dajs, and t 
now it is for us to show our chivalry anil— if she will give 
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us the chance to help her to' help herself. Mr. Wilton’s done gallant work in the Now Army, has collected a number 
picture of tho almost incredible bravery of loyal Russians of fugitive short stories into a small volumo with the in- 
gives me a real hope that the next chapter in this story genuous title of Back Numbers (Simpkin). Because the 
may see tho country purging herself from corruption and experiment was a bold one, and because I like short stories, 
rising above the calamities which traitors, both within I wish I could give these a more whole-hearted welcome. 

The fact is, however, that I find Mr. Westbrook’s manner 
considerably bettor than his matter; lie is essentially ono 
of those raconteurs who can toll a tale for all it is worth — 
and a good deal more. Thus, while his dialogue is crisp 


and without, Imvo brought upon her. 

Under tjio title, Paris Through an Attic (Dent), Mrs 
A. Herbage Edwards has written what might he describe! 



~ v — -dly to escape a charge 

nono tho loss. J laving courageously decided to take each Several of the opisodes, and these tho best, are concerned 
othor— the husband a youthful philologist with an eye to with theatrical or cinematograph affairs. 14 Tho Circuit,” 
distinction at tho Sorbonno, and tho wife a manager of for example, which I prefer to anything else in the volume, 
almost uncanny aptitude-— for better or for worse, they is a well-observed little study of a music-hall singer. But 
dashed off to tho Boule. Mich, direct from church, and there, I must return to my verdict that most of these “ fugitives ” 
with infinite good humour, sot up ••cubby-holo" house- display no very urgent reason for their recall. But lot not 
keeping, furnishing and maintaining this mansarde abode Mr. Westbrook be discouraged. He has already a pleasant 

on an incredibly minute ox- ’ ** 

pendituro and having all the 
fun of tho fair as well. Their 
budget, given here in full, is a 
document which should prove 
as useful to other sensible 
young couples as tho record 
of the Parisian sojourn is stim- 
ulating and entertaiuing to 
th o general reader. B u t w h at 
one wants to know now, when 
(as I assume) wealth or com- 
parative wealth has come to the 
learned Docteur do T U ni versite 
do Paris, is this : Are ho and 
his bravo ally any happier, or 
do they, like one Elia and his 
Cousin Bridget , look back 
upon those careful days and 
nights with wistful regret? 

Of course you will expect 
from A Poet's Pilgrimage 
(Melrose), by W. If. Davies, 
oven if it he no inoro than 
the diary of his walking tour 



„ i 






Tlik Paper Shortage. Publishers Waiting i on j hi: 
Pulp-Ship. 

Ihj our S/trrial Artist on the ‘Homo Front. 


I style and an invaluable gift 
of making tho commonplace 
; sound almost amusing. With 
| those advantages and a bettor 
! equipment ot material ho 
! should contrive a work of veal 
humour that I look forward 
to reading. 

j In Some War Impressions 
j (Sampson Low, Marston) 
j modern journalism is soen in 
i its best form and serving its 
; most useful purpose. To col- 
! leet tho copy for his littlo bro- 
’ churn, Mr. Jeffery Faiinol 
( clearly wont forth, a Pross- 
j reporter undisguised, with his 
notebook in his hand and his 
eyes and ears wide open. He 
toured tho Munition Factories, 
he went to sea, and ho walked 
over the battlefields of Flan- 
ders ; and at tho end of the day 
ho recorded what ho had seen 
and how it had made him feel, 


through South Wales and some Southern English counties, and published it all in tho English and American Press, 
the revelation iof an interesting and unusual personality, somo that so the peoples of these two great nations might realise 
whimsical points of view, and that naive simplicity and direct- the facts of the War and for ever cease from quarrels amongst 
ness which made his formor diary so entertaining. And you themselves. Tho whole series of impressions is now col - 
.will not be disappointed. But 1 am enough of a Philistine lcctod in a paper cover and makes a hundrod-and-eighteen 
•to he frankly bored by entries like tho following: “ When I pages, which you will read at a sitting and not forget in a 
reached tho Three Blackbirds at Llantarnum, I had my first lifetime, if you arc one of those who speak English and love 
glass of beer of tho day and enjoyed it very much. It was liberty. You may think at moments that tho eloquence 
a good brew, mild and yet satisfying, frothy and yet without becomes a little over-eloquent, even artificial, and that tho 
gas. I would most certainly have had a second glass if any facts aro blurred rather than omphasised thereby; but you 
company had been present. But as J was tho only customer will remember that Mr. Faunol wrote at a time when tho 
it was not long before I left.” And I wish T could say that Anglo-Saxon affections seemed to be in want of tho nourish 
such passages were rare. Details of this kind aro for the raenb of propaganda and when the main issues and tho 
lovers of small beer of a futuro generation to dig out of tho deckling factors wore not so clear as they aro to-day. 
forgotten notebooks of their literary proteges, but are scarce 
matter for contemporary history. Even tramp poets ought *. gardener Wanted.— Married Man (chiefly under glass).” 
to koop a senso of proportion. Jiut I hasten to a<l<l that I Northern WhUj. 

enjoyed the most of it quite unrcsorvodly, and can ad vise So that his wife may k cop an eye upon him ? 

the loader to make acquaintance with this kindly simple 

soul if ho has not already done so. He will share my per- . Carry on until the war is wou. 1£ this can bo dono without tho 
pelual wonder as to where tho poet stowed away all the active assistance of the men who have become hardened to the 
pennios that he gave to the children and his fellow-travellers. civilian life, so much the totter'.”— Sunday Chronicle. 

1 We should like to know what the men who have become 

Air. H. W. Westbrook, one of many journalists who lias ; softened to the hard martial life think about this sentiment. 
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ON adii/a di A ports our contention that coolness com- complaining that the chango will me \ 

CHARIVARIA. bincd with a certain amount of abandon a complete read justment of their price 

A correbpondknt writes to ask the . is necessary for success in any business, 
nanio of the discoverer of r reland, i * It is evidently untrue to say that the 

Surely it is rather late in the day to A French scientist predicts that, Germans have no sense of justice. A 

try to lix the blamo for this. owing to the advance of science in food Berlin merchant who was wrongfully 

manufacture, there will ho no need to executed for murder has been granted 
A Now York business man has just cultivate the kind in the year :J000. a free pardon. 

1)0011 rejected by the United States Allotment holders are said to lie now ' 

Army because he 1ms very short legs, j very chary of breaking up new ground. According to Die Potitische Anthro- 

We understand that they are so short ! *" pobujisehe Mtnialseluift there is a short- 

that they only just roach the ground, i An ossa) ist ha\ ing suggested that no age of husbands in Germany. The 
: V :: : man can become an eflicont Member of leading anthropologists attribute this 

On inquiry about the alien who was • Parliament until be has had t welve deficiency to (lie War. 

found on the top of a railway engine at months’ experieniv.*, if is rumoured that 

Euston wo learn that ho got; up there 1 an Irish M.l\ is to a*k the Government Uigarotte (jneues are reported from 
to avoid the crush. j various parts of the country. 

There is a suggestion that the 
use of tobacco in this industry 
should he further diluted. 

Ashanti, it. seems, has a system 
of food control. Missionary, it 
j is understood, can only he pur* 
chased with the fourth coupon. 

“ It is not the intention to a}) 
point an Ambassador to Russia," 
says Mr. Bilfouh. There is 
talk, however, of sending out an 
exploration party to find out just 
where Russia has got to. 

1 Bui tor and margarine arc being 
washed ashore near Scarborough. 
A nominal charge of one coupon 
is to he fixed by the Munich 
pality for the us! of its bathing 
1 machines. 

Railway travelling is likely to 
he restricted to people engaged 
on bond fide business, and many 
al’ens are now' walking about 
trying to make a noise like com 
mercial travellers. 


All tho University seats, it is 
announced, will be contested by 1 
Labour Candidates at tho General > 
Election. Some of them, wo un- 
derstand, have already arranged 
for a couple of days off to pick 
up a dead language or two. 

Further investigation has been 
made into tho story of the match- 
box seen in the Strand last week, 
and the latest evidence points to 
the fact that it was empty. 

* * 

“During the Indian conspiracy 
trial in San Francisco," sa)s a 
message, “ Ram Singh shot an- 
other Hindu prisoner and was 
in turn shot hv an Ameiiean 
oflieer." The failure of learned 
counsel for the defence to pop a 
nolle prosequi into the U.S. mar- 
shal was solely duo, it appears, 
to tho instantaneous production 
of tho Court’s gun. 

The Emperor of Aistuia, it is 1 
stated, has deported his wife’s 
mother as the result of the peace- 
letter affair. Monarchy is not. 
without its privileges. 



“ C\N'T \or ’t Kftv 
iiinoim: \s ' \:u- \ ru 

HUM MK TIIMV ’l.L NI.YI 


i »* \ air? ('i Ki«’i;\v * j,!, it . : 
And ir tiim ioVi 

oin. i vi; vnc. ’ 


An Infant Prodigy. 
“Wanted Mother’s Help (gentle- 
to make it illegal for a man to sit until woman h\ hirth). a^» he! ween is and 2 1, U> 

take ehsiigo of little Imy of 1!) inniillis and 
helj) with ‘Jil of 7 1 1 1 < 1 1 1 1 lis who lias a dailx 
;;n\<Tiie-s. M - Church Tutus, 


It is expected that the Government he has had that experience, 
will shortly he given an opportunity of 

purchasing Covent Garden Market for j A branch of the Royal Mint is to he 
ono million pounds. In that case it is ! established at Bombay, hut the police 
possible that the place may he taken as | in Great Britain are still very severe hid hern examined l.iM Mimmciuiml rejected 
the nucleus of an annexe for a Govern- j on people who try to open up similar j (!,i< 1 : l,r G )t<l(l thirty -iln-ce for 

mont Department. 


1 Kv.imiiiiii*' a Ik nit. ov men, all of whil.li 


little businesses «#n their own. 


Greater strictness is now observed! Charlik Cii\i*mx, us we 


imt.ly 


about tho prohibition of weather re- stated, expects to he called up for 


ports, and the public has to fall hack 
on its own observations as to what 
sort of weather w T e are having. 

After stealing a motor cycle and a 
side-car from King’s Cross Station, an 
ox-policc-constable complained of its 
dirty appearanco, and stood by while 


regular milituv s<*i vice, twenty Luo for special 
<,r limited militaiv viinr and rejected mv 
< *1 • I y . A r.r York 7 inn 

Something like a ‘•comb." Sir Aivk- 
; land G mums ought to borrow it. 


military service in J line. Nevertheless j 
there is no relaxation in the Govern- j .... 

incut’s efforts to press forward witli the 1 Jones Minoi , being nod 1 ucted to p;ii a 
, Man-rower scheme. , L ,lirils « Jlirli.ml 1 /., 

“ \V«M* tll<* llc.UWi I* Ml, 

I \V’lw-..v. U i w » .*i .. \i i s Hu t fill u tl \ home,’’ 

there will bo one thousand farthings to j produced tho following; - 
the pound, instead of nine hundred and j “(’arefnllv doc-; a heavy person sit, (low 


Under the new Decimal Coinage Bill j 11 l >, r< 


a raihvay porter cleaned it. This sup- j sixty. Bond Street milliners are already ; when he sees there i\ »>ni> a fragile muI,.” 


VOl.. Cl.lv. 
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THE LIQUOR OFFENSIVE. 

To the Irish Nationalist Members. 

On that supremo and fateful night 
When Kritfs sons were askod to fight 
For what she holds profoundly doar, 
j llow was it you woro nowhere near? 

I Where then was Dillon, lank of limb, 

! And where the plump hut doughty Tim ? 
Why did their presence not occur 
Within the lines at Westminster, 

To meet with Gaelic club and targe 
The Saxon foeman’s furious charge — 
The extra charge that Bonar Law 
Imposed on beer and usquebaugh ? 

Ah ! you had gone — and left no trace — 
On softer business at the base, 

Pressing your countrymen to burke 
Tho call that honour might not shirk; 
Sitting, to suit your private onds, 

In counsel with tho Kaiser’s friends, 
Sinn Foincrs, sworn in Freedom’s name 
To compass Freedom’s deadly shame ; 
And that strange priesthood who ro- 
ll oar so 

Tho creed of Christ yet lay their curse 
On such as dare to strike a blow 
At Christendom’s most felon foe. 

Such were the claims, I understand, 
That drew you to your native land 
By blood and other local tics, 

But oh, 1 ask you, was it wise? 

Was it a happy thought to leave 
Upon the Budget's punctual eve, 

And waste your gifts of tootli and claw 
Punning amok against tho law ? 

Tho Devlin knows; hut I, for one, 
Deem that tho thing was not well done. 
For Irish hearts, if rumour \s right, 

Are volatile as air, and might 
At any moment change their views 
On Ireland’s grievances and choose, 

In lack of likelior heads to break, 

To light the Hun for lighting’s sake; 
Might even, while tho mood is new, 

By way of practice start on you— 

You who deserted duty’s post 
When men of weight woro needed most. 

Indeed, my Dillon, it was risky 
To waive the rights of Irish whiskey, 
And in tlieso parlous days of drought 
To make no stand for Irish stout. 

0. S. 

“Over 2,r>00 persons resident at North- 
ampton have been awarded tho Croix do to 
make jam from homo-grown fruit.” 

Northampton Daily Echo . 
Wo understand that tho full name of 
this elliptic decoration is tho Military 
Crosse and Blackwell. 

“M. Ch’im-ncmu had only one moans of 
proving that ho himself had not hod : that was 
by demonstrating that it was the Kmpcror 
Charles who had sinned against tho eighth 
cominar.dmen t.”— Oisa rev. 

Kven if Karl is a thief wc don’t see 
how it helps the argument. 


STUDIES IN CERMAN WIRELESS. 

(Showing how they keep their spirits 'up 

on a potatolcss day in the German 

Propaganda Department.) 

An American aviator, recently cap- 
tured on tho Western Front, expressed 
great surpriso at hearing that ho was 
lighting against the Germans. I fe had 
been informed that he was taking part in 
a punitive expedition against tho Mexi- 
cans, and it was only on this under- 
standing that ho had consented to light. 
Had ho known that America was at 
war with Germany, he would have re- 
nounced his citizenship rather than 
tako arms against a nation whoso 
Kultur he admires so immensely. He 
expressed tho opinion that, from what 
he had seen of Germany since last 
Tuesday, tho Central Umpires wore 
much better provided with foodstuffs 
than either America or Great Britain. 

The crew of a British tank captured 
near St. Quentin say that it is impos- 
sible to obtain any volunteers for tho 
Tank Corps now, and men will only 
servo in it on condition that they have 
six months’ leave after every journoy 
which they make in the tank. They say 
that everybody in England wants peace, 
and that tho War is only going on be- 
cause certain manufacturers in Ber- 
mondsey wish to capture tho sausage 
trade. They expressed tho opinion 
that, from what they had seen, there 
was obviously plenty of food in Ger- 
many, and that tho country was in no 
danger of starvation. 

The English continue to sacrifice the 
Australians and Canadians rather than 
expose themselves to dangor. In the 
recent fighting a whole battalion of 
Australians was exposed to tho full 
weight of t he German onslaught, while 
in another part of the line ail English 
division was resting in a safe position 
many miles hohind the Front. Austra- 
lian prisoners recently captured had no 
real knowledge as to why they were 
lighting, hut thought it was something 
to do with President Kruger. They 
expressed tho opinion that Germany 
had never been in a moro nourishing 
condition than it was now, and that 
tho food obtainable in Berlin was 
marvellously cheap at the price, and 
much hotter than it used to be before 
the War. 


A French soldier, taken prisoner in 
the recent fighting near Noyon, said 
that everybody in Franco was tired of 
tho War, and that it was only owing 
to the threats and bribes of tho British 
that they continued to fight. He was 
surprised to find that Germany was so 


plentifully supplied with food, and ex- 
pressed the opinion that the Central 
Powers could hold out much longer 
than tho Entento Countries. 

An English soldier, recently captured, 
expressed the opinion that from what he 
could see of it the German nation was 
in serious danger of suffering from over- 
feeding. He said that the English 
were tired of the War, and only con- 
tinued to fight because of the bribes and 
threats of the French. 

A Belgian soldier, captured last 
Thursday, expressed the opinion that 
the War would bo over by Wednesday 
week. Ho gave no reason for this 
statement, beyond saying that from 
what ho had seen of Germany in the 
last twenty-four hours tho country was 
amply provided with food for at least 
another three years. 

The facts of tho sinking of the 
Spanish steamer San Sebastian have 
now conio to hand. It appears that 
a torpedo belonging to His Imperial 
Majesty the German Emperor was 
proceeding in a southerly direction off 
the coast of Spain, when it was de- 
liberately rammed and sunk by tho 
San Sebastian . In tho explosion which 
resulted the San Sebastian , whose 
movements all through had been very 
suspicious, assumed the disguise of a 
British submarine, contrary to Inter- 
national Law, and submerged herself 
without further warning. One of the 
crew was picked up, and expressed 
tho opinion that tho Central Empires 
would undoubtedly win the war. 

The recent naval engagement at 
Zcebrugge gives some idea of the straits 
to which the English have been re- 
duced by the destruction wrought 
among their shipping by German 
l J -boats, it is now definitely esta- 
blished that, owing to the lack of 
merchant ships, tho live Dreadnoughts 
sunk by us at the entrance to the canal 
were actually engaged at tho time in 
carrying cement to the British Army in 
France, in order to strengthen tho de- 
fences there. A marine who was taken 
prisoner on tho Molo has confessed 
that, from what he saw at that spot, 
tho food problem in Germany was by 
no means so serious as had boon sup- 
posed. Ho was of opinion that tho 
War would he over by Friday. 

A. A. M. 

The New English. 

Count Czernin, adds tho newspaper, hon- 
estly strived for peace .” — Daily Paper, 

But his opponents controvo to defeat 
him. 







m/r \ntulimj HnihfH a/irrrh). “*.... W nit u nn 1 1 i n m \ kk th M National J)kht von which wi: siioru) m; liahlk £<i,H.'i(»,000,000 ’ - 

AND Tl'lKRK YOl’UO, HKI^IKHLy' ri'TTIXO YOUR Pit HINDS KKKOUH YOCH COUNTHY AND I.CXDINO Mil. IlolUNSOX T1UUTKKN AND iOrtll’KNlT,.” 


COW Cl’hTURK ON T1IH 
WAR-PATH. 

Tin; Stream Military, blue and khaki, 
roared and jingled up tho road, tho 
Stream Civilian scurried down the 
roiul, and Marguerite oscillated between 
tho two. Daybreak was beginning to 
pale the flicker of the guns, and in the 
wan light wo discovered Marguerite— a 
very lost, lost cow - furtively tacking 
herself on to tho rear ranks of our 
Hanitary Section. 

“Mingy” (I don’t know Why wo 
named her Marguerite, of which Margy 
was supposed to be an abbreviation) 
idling to Us with a forlorn tenacity. 
She liked our biscuit and ration. The 
Skipper suggested banding her over to 
tho Major ; but tho Major just then was 
far loo busy piling bedsteads, linen, 
crockery aiui crates of poultry on to a 
farm waggon and tying his own cows 
on behind. So Margy was .to stay with 
us. Wo would make her free of what 
bad once been the Cure’s orchard. 
Margy in return should richly supple- 
ment our littlo stock of tinned “ Ideal.” 

“ Cupid ” was appointed cowherd, 
lie had once been a London bank- 


j manager and knew as much about 
| cows as a ploughman docs about haute 
\ finance \ all the same, as the result of 
a short and melodramatic interview 
| with Margy, a custard graced our Mess 
j that Aery night, and wo foresaw a 
creamy break last on the morrow. 

And the morrow found our Margy 
dry. It appeared later that a neigh- 
bouring farmer, not yet evacuated, bad 
conceived a proprietorship in Margy. 
There were some painful scenes. 

Tho matter quickly resolved itself 
into a silent but earnest duel between 
our own Cupid (of tho one part) and 
tho farmer and his houso (of tho other), 
all experts >\ith the stool and pail. 
{Sometimes our Cupid came into colli- 
sion with ono of tho farm hands and 
by aid of a little palin-oil returned with 
j half a dixie of the Margy brand. 
! Sometimes tho fanner or his wife were 
j first on tho terrain (they arose at a most 
j unholy hour), and wo had to fall back 
! on the tinned “ Ideal.” 

| And then suddenly one dreary morn- 
ing tho affair came to a head. Margy 
was standing broadside on in the inid ; 
die of the Curd’s ruined lawn. Cupid 
advanced upon her armed with a dixie 


: and bis stool, an empty petrol can. 
i From the opposite side appealed the 
j farmer with bis wooden pail. Almost j 
| simultaneously the rival dairymen 
sighted each other, and there was a 
race for the unconscious Margy. Pail i 
and dixie met with a crash under her, 
and, galvanized into sudden and con- 
vulsive activity, she smashed Cupid’s 
: spectacles and put tho end of a muddy ! 
tail in tho farmer’s month. 

| What might have boon the effect of 
j tho threatened fray upon the future of 
j our relations with (lenoral Focn \ dare 
■ not think and I shan’t try to, for at 
i this juncture there came into view, half ' 
in and half out of tho dense stream of | 
refugees, an old mail and his daughter, ! 
in their Sabbath best, driving a herd of 
cattle. The air was suddenly rout with 
a shrill call. Margy, Avho had never 
really taken to tho name wo gave 
her, responded readily to tho cry of 
“Madeleine,” and walked straight out 
of the embarrassing situation. And 
that was the end. 

“ 0 ills (4), smart, for Rolling in Stuff Ware- 
hous o."— Daily Yeleyraph. 

But would they remain smart? 
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Extract from Mr. Jolliboy s Diary No. 5. 

“HPHIS sunny forenoon with friend Pease-Podd in his garden. 

A Mighty proud of his flowers is he, withal somewhat humourless 
and slow to see a pleasantry. 1 You get much comfort of mind 
from your blooms/ says I, 4 but I get more from a weed/ 4 Weeds, 
sir/ says he, bridling up, 4 you can’t find a weed in this garden/ 
‘Can't 1 }* says I. ‘The finest weed in the world/ and I pulled 
out my box of Chairman Tobacco/* 


Chairman, a fine tobacco, made in three strengths : Boardman’s, mild ; Chairman, 
medium ; Recorder, full ; and is sold by tobacconists and stores everywhere in I and 

2 oz. packets, and 1 and J lb. tins. 


R, J. Lea, Ltd. 


Manchester 1 . 
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T HE appreciation of Daimler Cars 
by the motoring public has been 
succeeded by the appreciation of the 
War Departments. Everything that 
the Daimler organisation and craftsmen 
have produced has been eagerly 
accepted, and the capacity of the 
works has been enormously increased 
in meeting National requirements. 

The resources of this organization will 
be available and have a beneficial 
influence on motoring after the War. 


THE DAIMLER COMPANY, LTD., 
Coventry. 


“WYLKEDIN” 

COSTUMES, COATS 
and SKIRTS 

arc made in Edinburgh 
from the finest real Scotch 
T woods - Shetland, Harris and 
Icelandic qualities ; also Scotch 
Homespuns. They are famed 
for combining the most up-to- 
date tailoring styles with won- 
derful hard-wearing properties. 

Price of finished WylUcdin 
costume as illustrated 0 fius. \E 

Price of finished Wylkrdin yj 

Coat, as illustrated . . 5 gns. ^6' 

May t>e obtained from lending f\ V 
roKtume houses throughout U.K. f 1 y 
rendy-matle or to order. Write / il*/. 
tii AI.KX. Wii.kik for book of - / W 
styles and patterns: when send- '( y \ 3 
intt same he will advise you of l 
ttic dealer nearest your door 
who stocks " Wylkcdin *’ Koods. / /-vj 

DEA T.EHS through- / gf If Iff 
out the country ore f gvJtjf , 
* m v 1 1 c it to write ' 

“ Wylkedin “ agency : jfn fj 


lexanflef 

Wkiey 


55-61 Shondwick Place 

EDINBURGH 



A 

Persian 

Legend 


“Tobacco/* says a Persian legend, 
“ was given by an anchorite to console 
a man for the loss of his wife. Go to 
her tomb and there thou wilt find a 
weed. Pluck it, place it in a reed, and 
inhale the smoke as you put fire to it. 
This will be to you wife and mother, 
father and brother, and. above all, will 
be a wise counsellor and teach thy soul 
wisdom and thy spirit joy/' 

That “ Spirit of Joy ” you will find in a 
cool, fragrant pipe of “ Bond of Union.” A 
blend of aromatic sun-ripened leaves, it 
possesses an unrivalled bouquet and a rich, 
full flavour, cool, mellow, and wholly 
delightful.” 

COPEs 


sf 


^OfiACCO 

Mild, ii^oz. ; Medium and Full, iO^ oz. 

FOR THE FRONT. — We will post “ Bond of 
Union” to Soldiers at the Front , specially, packed, at 4j2 
per lb., duty {tee. Minimum order &J6. Postage 
(e*fra) //■ for $lb. up to lfrlb. and 114 up to 4lb. Order 
through your tobacconist or send remittance direct to us. 

COPE BROS. » CO., LTD.. LIVERPOOL. 
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MONEY TALKS. 

“ Well/* I said, for Ms great honest 
round brown face Was looking very 
disconsolate, “ what’s the matter? ” 

“ Matter enough,” ho replied. “ My 
reputation’s gone. I'm utterly dis- 
credited. Things were bad enough be- 
fore the Budget, but now 1 *m done 
entirely.” 

“ How ? ” I asked. 

“Haven’t you road Bonah Lvw’s 
speech?” ho replied -- 41 the bit about 
letters needing a three-halfpenny stamp 
instead of a penny one?” 

I said I had. 

“ Well, then, how can you be sur- 
prised that L ’m miserable? After all 
these years of pride - -honourable legiti- j 
inato pride — to be told that one is in- 
competent any longer to carry on alone 
and must have assistance.” 

“ But war changes everything,” F 
said by way of comfort. 

He paid no attention to the remark. 
“And what about Sir Howland Hill ? ” 
he continued. “ How do you think ho 
would feel if he were alive to-day ? 
Didn’t he work like a slave to get the 
Penny Post ? he and mo together ? 
And wasn’t the Penny Post the glory 
of the country? Now Penny Postage 
has gone. The old proud boast is no 
more.” 

“But there’s not much difference 
between a penny and a penny-half- 
penny,” I urged — lamely, I admit. 

Ho was indignant. “ Oh, isn’t there ! ” | 
ho said. “ That ’s where you ’re wrong. | 
A penny is a penny -a great idea. A j 
single coin. You put your baud in j 
your pocket, pulled it out and it did ! 
all kinds of wonderful things for you. 
Once. To pull out two coins isn’t the 
samo at all. The penny was a great 
servant ; but it ’s so no longer. 4 Penny 
Postage’ — there’s a line phrase. A 
Penny-halfpenny Postage —that ’s no- 
thing. Up till now, so long as you had j 
a penny for the stamp you could set 
machinery in motion all over the world, 
between hero, say, and New Zealand, 



• Yn\V M V l(K MY WOKUS, MllS. i’lI'Sfjl KAK- ’U'l.L UK CATCHMI), HUT TUKHK 1MIOF1T- 
KKKIN* lU JVJM-.lt o’ MIN R, SU11U 'NOlOll. ’li ClIAUtiUS MU THU SNMU J-OJI M WAT AS IP J 
’ADN’T (.UN KN ’IM NO COUl’ON FOil IT. ’ 

by leaning on jny son can I serve you to lake care of the pence aud the pounds 
in future.” will take care of themselves. And ho 

“ Your son ? ” hasn’t taken euro of the ponce- at 


and you lmd the assurance that every- 
one was going to toil for you — first, 
the man who collected your letter from 
the box ; then another to sort it ; then 
a third to drive it to the terminus, 
whore a train was waiting to carry it 
at full speed to the port; and there a 


44 Yos, the halfpenny. And that ’s not 
nil. A penny no longer buys The Dully 
Telegraph. For years and years it was 
my privilege to put anyone who was 
willing to part with mo into possession 
of all those vast sheets covered with 
adjectives aud advertisements. But 


any rate, not of tho pence’s feelings, 
lie’s offended us. There’s plenty of 
ways of getting more revenue without 
slighting tho, penny and making him 
feel small.” 

“ What do you suggest? ” I asked. 

44 Why not tax cats? ” he replied. 


great ship was getting up steam to 
bear it across tho sea ; and at the other 
end more men were all ready to deal 
with it faithfully and swiftly so that 
your friend might receive it. That ’s a 
line record. That’s what I used to 
do for you. Just myself. 

44 And now I ’in told I can do it alone 
no more. Mr. Bonar Law has decided 


that ’s over too. It takes two of us to 
get a Telegraph now. And where’s 
your Ponny Pickwick ? Gone. Pro- 
bably costs a shilling to-day.” 

“ it ’s the War,” 1 said again. 

“Oh, yes,” lie replied, “I know all 
about that. Everything is put down to 
the War. But what I say is that 
Mr. Bonaii Law is no statesman, no 


11 Tho string orchestra medr a welcome 
choice in the iiinhintc from Gounod’s * Heine 
do Baba,’ and Tscliaikowky Valse, Opus 48 
playing also the Dvorak ‘ Jlui)iorcs«[uu ’ in 
appaling style .” — Sydney Doily Telctjwjdi. 

That there is a misprint in the epithet 
is obvious ; but what wo should like to 
know is whether the missing letter is 


that I ’in too old and too weak, and only Chancellor. 


Tho first rule of finance is an “ e ” or an “ 1.” 
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METEROLOGY. 

Calling on my friend Mayson to 
drag him out to tho allotments I found 
him lying prostrate on a settee in his 
study. Normally a cheerful, dapper 
little man, his aspect was miserable, 
his clothes were dusty and grimed, there 
was a black mark on his chin and a red 
scratch on his nose. 

“Good heavens! you’ve been in an 
accident ? ” l eviod. 

In reply Mayson handed mo a brace of 
letters. They were from his gas com- 
pany and his electric light company; 
they told him his maximum allowance 
of heat and light ; they warned him of 
the consequences to himself should his 
household exceed that allowance : tlioy 
advised him earnestly to tako imme- 
diate readings of his meters and to 
repeat the precaution regularly. 

“ You will observe,” said Mayson 
bitterly, “tho cynical audacity with 
which those letters imply that the 
householder is a reckless consumer of 
gas and electricity. Remember tho 
attitude of gas and electric light com- 
panies before the War. My own gas 
company was always circularising mo 
with reminders of how 1 could use 
more gas. I ought to have gas fires in 
my bedrooms ; it was a reproach to mo 
that I had no cheery blaze in my hall. 
As for the electric light company, it 
never let me alone. I ought to make 
toast with electricity at tho breakfast 
table, to curl my hair with electricity 
in the bath-room, to light my cigars 
with electricity and to keep myself cool 
with an electric fan. 

“ Whenever, in the old days, I com- 
plained of my gas or electric light bills, 
tho companies sent supercilious envoys 
to tell mo that 1 consumed only half as 
much as any of my neighbours. Never 
was one of those follows known to enter 
the house without conveying tho accu- 
sation that 1 was a niggard whose cus- 
tom was not worth having. Have you 
read your meters yet? ” 

“No, 1 can’t say that 1 have. 1 don’t 
even know where they are.” 

“Of course you don’t,” ho cried. “Gas 
and electric light companies are not 
such fools as to stick meters up in the 
hall, where you could watch them like 
barometers, or against tho dining-room 
mantelpiece, where you could hoar them 
ticking like clocks. Motors are always 
purposely hidden in tho most inacces- 
sible corners of the house, in places 
whore you can only find them by either 
crawling or climbing. In nine homes 
out of ten the only people who know 
tho lairs of tho meters are the children, 
who come upon thorn when they play 
hide-and-seek. 

“ When I roceived these menacing 


letters I wont to read my meters. I 
found the electric light meter crouching 
in an obscure angle of a cupboard under 
tho stairs. No one ever guessed it was 
there until this morning ; we nevor use 
the clipboard except to shut the cat in 
it during air-raids. I bad to crawl 
in on my stomach, with a lighted candle 
in one hand and a pencil and a piece 
of paper in tho other. Tho meter has 
no lower than five faces, or dials, or 
whatever tlioy call them. I took read- 
ings of a sort from the dials, wrote 
them down in that horrible position 
and crawled out. Then I couldn’t make 
head or tail of my readings and had to 
crawl in again ; and I still do not under- 
stand tho rotten little dials. According 
to my reading I have consumed over 
a thousand units sinco Ladyday. If 
that ’s right they won’t line me ; they ’ll 
shoot me in the chill dawn. 

“Then when 1 could move my limbs 
I went to read tho gas-meter. I found 
it perched up in a sort of hird’s-nest 
under tho ceiling of tho coal-cellar — 
you know tho coal-cellar of an up-to- 
date house like this, a cubicle eight feet 
long and three feet broad. A maid 
brought the kitchen stops ; there wasn’t 
room enough for the steps to he strutted 
out. I climbed them and began to read 
the meter; tho steps collapsed and 1 
fell on tho coal.” 

Mayson rose, dusted himself, sur- 
veyed himself in a mirror, removed his 
black mark and tenderly dabbed the 
scratch on his nose. 

“I’ll tell you something I’ve dis- 
covered, though,” ho ended morosely; 
“ it may interest you as a householder. 
In addition to their live offensive little 
faces your gas and electric light meters 
each have another smaller face. If 
you look at tho instructions upon ‘ How 
to read meters' on tho consumption 
record card that the companies always 
hide behind tho meters (why can’t they 
leave that in the hall, anyway?) it tolls 
you not to bother about tho sixth little 
face; it remarks that tho sixth face is 
only for tho company's guidance. Shall 
I tell you what it is ? It is a wonderful 
invention that tells gas and electric 
light companies the amount of your 
hank balance and how much you can 
stand. 

“ No, thank you, I won’t come to tho 
allotment. These letters say that tho 
householder ought to take daily read- 
ings of his meters. I Tn saving my 
strength for to-morrow.” 

“ Howard Rh. 50. — Stolon from ‘ Hill View,* 
Madliupnre, a silver model yacht, 2 ft. by 2 ft., 
in which the Gorman Kaiser sailed for Kast 
Africa in 1008.” — Statesman (Calcutta). 

William has swollen a bit sinco those 
days. 


BATH, 

(With grateful acknowledgments to the 
anonymous but urbane author of 
“ Bath in History and Social Tradi- 
tions," the latest and one of the best 
books on the subject.) 

Faih city, though King Bladud and 
his story 

Is largely wrapt in mythologic mist 

And legends of your fame in ages hoary 
Are scouted by the sceptic annalist, 

One century at loast of crowded glory 
Inspires a reconfc genial eulogist 

And prompts a humble rhymer to ro- 
ll carso 

Your merits in a piece of jingling verse. 

I pass tho Romans, businesslike in- 
vaders ; 

Of their enduring traces bo that runs 

May read else whore ; 1 pass tho Saxon 
raiders 

And tales of medkeval monks and 
nuns, 

Of leper hospitals and mud-bath waders, 
And hurry on to Beaux and Belles 
and Buns ; 

Your palmy days, me judicc, began 

In the Augustan period of Queen Anne. 

Thu men who planned and built your 
noble Abbey 

Well earned tho homage of a sacred 
hard, 

Yet in your golden roll it would he 
shabby 

Your minor worthies wholly to dis- 
card ; 

And though your Bun, now sugariess 
and Ilahhy 

And highly -priced, is sadly shrunk 
and marred, 

Tho first compounder of its rich delight 

Ought not to pass into eternal night. 

Of your great trio, Allen, Wood and 
Nash, 

Allen, Maecenas-postman, leaves me 
cold ; 

lie had not one redeeming vice to clash 
With his array of virtues manifold ; 

But he was patriotic, for his cash 
Froed Wood’s majestic genius, sane 
yet bold, 

Until a new and gracious city rose ; 

And Nash was far the finest of the 
Beaux. 

At least this meed of praise must wo 
accord him, 

That he restrained the mutinies of 
Mode ; 

That Wesley was the only man who 
floored him ; 

That order was the essence of his 
code ; 

That bullies feared him, that tho poor 
adored him, 

And, though in age a thorny path he 
trodo, 
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GIVING THE FOE HIS DUE. 

“SO I SKZ, TO COMFORT 'Kll, ‘ VVlIY, IHOUGH YEIl ’USBAND IS INTFRRI-'O. BEING A ’olllil HI Al ’ Fn, YIH I All ST SAY ’ll Dll) M \ KI! GOOD 
a VI’ SAGES VV'l’.X ’ K J.IVED OIK WAY.’” 


Fop many a year none could his scat 
disturb. 

Mounted on Folly ridden on the curb. 

What famous names, what episodes 
romantic 

Are linked with yours in Clio’s sacred 
shrine 

Ere piety pronounced you Corybantic 

And soaside bathing compassed your 
decline! 

“ Sherry ” and Siodons, Hannah the 
pedantic, 

Fielding and Walpole -how your 
annals shine! — ■ 

Immortal Jane and Herschell, count- 
ing bars 

And drilling fiddlers — and discovering 
stars. 

Yot oven when your vogue was slowly 
waning 

JRicli sunsol splendours lingered on 
the scene, 

When Sultan Beckfokd in your midst 
was reigning 

And lending you an Oriental mien ; 

When D’Arblav, loyal to her haunts 
remaining, 

Extolled’ your beauties varied and 
serene ; 

When in the Octagon men heard Magee 

And Lanhdown teams rejoiced in 
“W. G.” 


j Fashion may veer; the elegant and 
witty - 

Light come, light go may scatter 
far and wide, 

But still the terraced colonnaded city 
Stands proudly by the silver Avon's 
tide, 

And scenes that move to wonder, praise 
and pity, 

| Touched gently by the hand of Time, 
! abide ; 

| Still, 0 immortal Bath, you wear your 
crown 

Fresh in your beauty, old in your re- 
nown. 

Head-Cover. 


“The ofliecr in command kept hi* head and 
loverly ordered his men to keep ’ 
it moved forward. M - Daily 7 \ ijwr 


“ ANfji.o-FiiKN 4 .il Hank Amalgamation. 

London, Feb. 2 

A Provisional Agreement has been concluded 
j for the Amalgamation of the London Goan tv 
and Westminster Bank and Iho Parrs Bank.” 

('eylon Ohwnrr. 

1 Wo infer that the sub editor of our con- 
‘ temporary is an Irishman. 

i 

j “There vv.i-i a huge gathering pro, cut Ml 
j Christ Chureh, Gallo Face, lust night, when u 
well-trained elioir gave a pleasing rendering ol 
Lobge^ang’s ‘A J 1 > inn of Praise.’” 

Times of ('eyUm. 

But we doubt if it will permanently dis 
place M endelssojin’s. 

“ Many of the soldiers had with them blush- 
j ing brides from the. Old Lund, glad t.o get to 


and ;i country where comparative peace reigned, 
cleverly ordered his men to keep behind it as Fresh-looking lassies with the tingoof English 


primrose in their checks, were full of interehl 
-- -- - on their first sight of the ‘ Colony. 1 ” 

Their will to win let lioscltcn bawl ('anivlvm /’«/'< '»••_ 

As loudly as they choose ; Dot us hope fclio lassies will ivf'uin their 

When once our hack’s against the wall complexions when they have reeo.ered 
Tis not our wont to lose. bom the voyage. 


“The Food Ministry is threatening to move 
against the shopkeepers who give more than 
the ‘ coupon weight.’ That may be very well 
— but surely bitter arrangements are needed 
to deal with an excess of perishable goods. 

Why not let them bo spread over the cus- 
tomers.”— Sunday riciorial . 

j III the case of margarine this might lead | thoir praiseworthy efforts to improve 
I to unpleasantness. t the moral of the troops. 


“ The men are cheered up, t ■»*. :it times 1»> 
little ceremonies such as that upon whidi I 
chanced this morning. The sun shone on 
uniforms made to look almost spick and span 
or. priineing, glittering Staff of!ie--r>. M 

Daily Dnju e. 

iu* Staff 


iTo such lengths will 


go 111 
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KlttH?. “ Vot. ’llE A NAT'CIITV OIRL AND I’M SI UK YOU AREN*]' ffKI.I.. I SHALL CO OUT AND LET YOU A I'DWDHH," 

k'hir {Mtlkitlf/). “WELL, J HOPE YOU ’LL HAVE TO STAND IN’ THE COO FOB HOURS AND HOURS AND HOURS, AND CA’ICH YOUR DEATH 
OF COLD.” 


CURTAILED RAIMENT. 

ftlATiH relations with mom garments 
than they can wear out are assets in 
these days. 

[ have acquired, or perhaps inherited 
by Salic I jaw, as it were, an under- 
stood right of seizure over the cast-off 
suits of my sister Mary’s husband, 
Arthur by name. 

Ho is an outsize for length, and dis- 
cards from his weakest suit as soon as 
the least spot of grease, say, appears 
on it and impairs its peach bloom ; 
bonce many a useful pair of culottes 
lias fallen to mo, requiring but three 
inches to bo taken off each leg to bo 
ready for my installation. 

A very choice thing in shophord’s 
plaid camo to hand in this way last 
Friday, just as I was preparing for my 
hi- weekly visit to town. 

“Those would have been the very 
thing for to-morrow’s bazaar/* I re- 
marked to my sister Elsie. “ Absolutely 
without a blemish that ordinary mortal 
could discover. I suppose you couldn’t 
cull the usual three inches off the legs, 
could you, dear? Think how pleased 
the Vicar would he.’* 


“ It ’s a tailor’s job.” 

“The job was made for the tailor,” 
I said, “not the tailor for the job, un- 
fortunately, in these days. They’re 
all loo busy t rying to keep up with I ho 
new development in Air Force uniforms 
and other war-winning efforts. None 
of them would promise to do a simple 
tiling like this under a week.” 

I wandered into the kitchon, where 
another sister, Marjorie, was weaving 
a custard. 

“ I supposo you’ve noticed a pair of 
shepherd’s plaid trousers oil a chair in 
my room ? ” 1 said. 

“ Yes, very choice,” said Marjorie. 
“ Arthur ’s getting quite sporting in his 
old age.” 

“ l suppose you couldn’t dock the 
usual ” 

“ No, indeed I couldn’t,” Marjorio 
interrupted. “ I *m cooking all the morn- 
ing, and I ’ve a mooting in Wingbnry 
this a f tor noon.” 

“ Then I must wear these to-morrow, 
whiskers and all, so that ’s that,” I said. 

I was disappointed in my usually 
helpful sisters, wont to town in an 
unhappy mood, and had a thoroughly 
bad day’s sport among my editors. 


13 ut Marjorio cheered mo up when I 
got home. “I’ve a surprise for you,” 
she said. 

“It’s been a perfect day of ’em,” T j 
replied rather testily. 

Then the truth dawned on me. 

“Perfect (lower of sisterhood,” 1 said, 

“ the bazaar will bo a success ! ” 

I rushed up and tried the trousers 
on. As I sallied from my room I met 
Elsie. 

“I repented,” sho said, “as soon as 
you ’d gone, and without saying a word 
to anyone I Oh ! ” 

“ There ’a ono advantage about living 
in the country,” I said as pleasantly 
as I could ; “ ono can always wear 
knickerbockers.” 

“ Gentleman wants some Shooting, Kooks, 
Rabbits, Wood Pigeons, or anything. ” 

Yorkshire Evening Ncics. 

Would Iluns do by any chance? 

“ Speeches of welcome and gratitude were 
delivered by representatives of four different 
Jewish organisations in Jerusalem, to which 
Dr. replied eloquently in Hebrew. 

Evening Vapor . 

We deprecate the insertion of the pound 
emblem as being needlessly offensive. 



DRAKE’S WAY. 

Zekbulooe. St. Gkohoe's Day, 1918. 

Admibai. Duake {to Admiral Keyes). “BRAVO, SIR! TRADITION HOLDS. MY MEN SINNED 
A KING’S BEARD, AND YOURS HAVE SINGED A KAISER’S MOUSTACHES.” 
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r - q q p a* p A\p papi iamcmt i boxes wcic made of British cement Colonel Will Thorne lie even spoke 
ESSE IMG El OF PARLIAmENT. j imported vid Hollaml. And now down ; disrespectfully of tho Rule of Three, 
Monday, April 22 ml . — Tho bigger comes Sir Eric Geddes to admit, w'ith- and amid delighted cheers from below’ 
tlie Budget tho smaller tho House, tout a trace of compunction, that wo ! the Gangway ho described tho financial 
When the Chancellor ok the Ex- have been directly supplying the Ger- 1 shortcomings alluded to by Mr. Samuel 
chequer asked last year for a trifle of mans with cement., not by barrels but, as a legacy from tho method adopted 
700 millions Members were so anxious in shiploads. The port of Zeebrugge i by the present Prime Minister at tho 


to bear him that they filled the floor 
and brimmed over into the 
Galleries. Now when he lias 
increased his demand to 842 
millions all the Nationalists 
and a good many British 
Members preferred to make 
I holiday. 

j A.s it was, tho long list of 
increased taxes met with little 
protest. An increase of a shil- 
ling in the income-tax and 
super-tax was mitigated by 
tho announcement that in 
future the small taxpayer 
would bo entitled to got a 
robato of twenty-five pounds 
for a wifo as for a child. 

Lest tho growing tendency 
fo bigamy should bo encour- 
aged by this concession the 
Cuvxckllor made it clear 
that it applios only to one 
wife at a tim \ 

Wo are to pay more for our letters, 
our cheques, our sugar and our tobacco. 
Tho duty on this last commodity is 
now so high that the Chancellor said 
that 44 in importing tobacco wo are 
almost importing money.” The report 
that in order to savo tonnage he him- 
solf now fills his favourite briar with 
Treasury Notes soaked in nicotine so 
far lacks confirmation. 

Members made full use of their oppor- 
tunity to advertise their own financial 
fads, but as they rarely agreed with one 
another little effect was produced. The 
Luxury Tax of twopenco in the shilling 
was generally approved, and Mr. Bon a it 
T jaw’s astuteness in leaving to a Select 
Committee the invidious task of decid- 
ing what is a luxury was much admired. 

Tho oddest statement in the debate 
came from Mr. ,’J. II. Tiiom\s, who 
declared that nothing was more likely 
to discourage our soldiers than the 
knowledge that whilst they were light- 
ing wo at homo were piling up a debt 
of which they on their return would 
have to hear tho burden. Mr. Thomas 
has visited tho Front and ought to 
know ; but this is the first timo T have 
ever heard it suggested that our bravo 
defenders in Flanders are losing thoir 
sleep for thinking of tho ever-growing 
National Debt. 

Tuesday, April 23rd.- --Within tho 
last week tho Government issued an 
elaborate document proving conclit- 


is positively congested with the stuff. 



\ ooksi ion rim 


Pile debate 


n xrnv tax roMMjm:i: 


: Ministry of Munitions. Even his official 
chief did not escape altogether 
scatheless, for Mr. Baldwin 
casually observed that the 
Luxury Tax ‘'might not have 
occurred to a professional 
economist.'’ But for all that 
his speech gave valuable as- 
sistance to the Government, 
since it showed that the 
Treasury has, at any rate, 
one watchdog with a very 
efficient bai k. 

Wednesday, April i 14 lit. 
The word Ottoman still sug- 
gests a rather pleasant languor. 
From Lord Newton’s rue) 
account of his negotiations 
with tho Turkish envoys over 
ihe exchange of prisoners 
wo gathered that they wen; 
charming fellow’s, ready to 
talk about anything hut the 
business in hand, and par 
a 


nenate on tho Budge proposals j ticularly about a mysterious ailment 
was resumed by Mr. Herbert Samuei called t he “ barbed wire disease,” sup- 
r lho principal merit of Ins speech was posed to he rampant in British intern- 
that it drew from tho Secretary ment camps. But thoy had only the 
ok the Treasury a reply that in vaguest notions of the number of their 
candour and incisiveness reminded one ( British prisoners and showed no desire 
of the late Sir John Gorst’s utterances ! to part with them. At last an agree- 
ment was reached, hut it took four 
months to rati I v, instead of a fow r hours. 


from tho same bench. Mr. Baldwi 
lias no conventional reverence for per- 
sons or principle*. To the honor of 




SKKK HhS 1’KOM THE FRONT. 
U* Svit'i n- jeesons juts” series.) 
Tint ihnuicr. “Tin; CiJRLs 


or t 


TURN 

THESE SHELLS Foil US H’.IA’ lMlETTY 

Second elite (yloomihj). “Yes; ih;t look 
AT THE HKHT IT ’S 1ML1NU UP AT ROME.” 


and how much longer wo shall have to 
wait before it is actually carried out 
no wise man will venture to prophesy. 

To have a reputation as a humourist 
is often embarrassing. Major Hunt 
was doubtless quite serious in asking 
whether tho efficiency of the War Cabi- 
net might not he improved by including 
in it one or two persons with a practical 
knowledge of war. But Mr. Bona it L vw 
said that was “ a difficult conundrum,” 
and even the Scottish Members laughed. 
Yet is the suggestion really so ridicul- 
ous ? 

Personally, 1 thought it much more 
amusing to learn that among the 1,800 
high-mettled racers who arc allowed to 
consume 13 lbs. of oats a head every 
day— solely, as we have boon assured, in 
order that the breed of horsos may be 
maintained — no fewer than 228 are 
geldings. 

It was a bad day for those persons, 
whether landlords or tradesmen, who 
have been taking advantage of the War 
to feather their own nests. The former 


[“Nothing,’* declared Mr. J. IT. Thomas, 

*‘ was more likely to discourage our soldiers 

uill to pwwntaa Mm. !»«». of 
sively that there was no truth in the ( which they on their return would have to hoar Rent Bill from turning out their exisfc- 
allogation that tho German “ pill- | the burden.*" hu* tonants in order to accommodate 


ing tenants in order to accommodate 
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affluent Gotliapliobes ; Yvliilo, under tho 
Food Profits Bill, tradosmcn will no 
longer bo ablo to extort thousands of 
pounds from their customers in the com- 
fortable knowledge that at the worst 
they could not be lined more than a 
hundred pounds. 

! Thursday , April Will. — Mr. Hounn 
is, of course, an adept in putting ques- 
tions to which no answer is desirable or 
j perhaps desired. A propox of a consci- 

• entious objector who had been ordered 
i to tind work fifty miles away from his 
j homo, lie inquired sententiously, “ What 

• ditferouco does geographical distanco 
I niako to a conscience?” But no one 
! made tho obvious reply that as “absence 
I makes the heart grow fonder” it may 
j have a similar effect; upon the coti- 
j science. 

| It is not easy to reconcile Ministerial 
j utterances regarding tho recent German 
j “push.” At Question-lime Mr. Mao - 
; on MiiSON, in explanation of the despatch 
j of young soldiers to tho Front, said, 

; “Tin’s ci'isis came on like a thief in the 
■ night.” A little later Mr. Chuiu'uim., 

• in describing t he wonderful work of the 
j Ministry of Munitions in making good 
i the losses of material, observed that the 
| German offensive had opened a month 
I later than we had calculated, and eon- 
! sequent ly our reserves were correspond- 
: ingly larger than they would have 
j been. 

I The lost guns, (links and aeroplanes 
had all been more than replaced; the 
stores of ammunition had been com- 
pletely replenished; and at the same 
j time munition workers had been re- 
leased for tho Army at the rate of a 
thousand a day. These results wore 
largely due to (he wonderful work of 
the women, who turno 1 out innumer- 
able shells of almost incredible quality. 

On tho question of cost Mr. Ciiuu- 
chill, while reminding the House that 
“no accounting, however strict, would 
he any substitute for vigorous action 
in tho field,” made a stout defence of 
his Department. Harbor in tho sit- 
ting Sir WoimiiNOTON Evans had ex- 
cited derisive laughter by his remark 



Tom my. “Now tiikn, Skuouant, wk’vh iiu>a koitkn timk, jut don’t mu out votii 

T \ 1 1 < DOWN." 

Sergeant. ‘‘Tail down! What ykr mu an? Can’t a ruokh iivvu Tooin\rnu?” 


I 

TJIH MOON -MAKERS. j 

(Friday Niijht's Dreams come into.) j 
I always used to wonder when the j 


And sends the stars away before 
They’ve been out von long, 

And soon the fairies might and main 
Plot how to let them out again. 


that “the Ministry of M unitions cannot 
give away public funds,” but lie now 
elaborated that daring postulate with 
many striking facts and figures, and 
confirmed the favourable impressions 
made by his chief. 


moon came shining bright 
Why nearly all tho little stars would 
hide away so soon, 

But now J. know what happens, for 1 
dreamt it, Friday night : 

Tho stars all join together in a ring 
and that's the moon. 


On Windy Hill, dear Windy Hill, 

Their court the fairies hold, 

And tell the stars how they may cheat 
The wind upon the wold ; 

“ All visa together in a rhiif 

And be a Moon," I heard I hem sing. 


Our Pampered Livestock. 

“ Wanted at May term, Cook to look after 
one Cow and Poultry.” Orkney Herald. 

“ There ia often no accounting for the sudden 
desertion of rookeries, but no doubt tho birds 
have a reason,” — Manchester Guardian . 

Wo are at least confident that they 
never leave without caws. 


Up Windy Hill, dear Windy Hill, 

I dreamt that fairies creep 
To spread tho eiderdowns of night 
And croon the sun to sleep ; 

And then, if no big wind ’s about, 
They lot the baby stars conic out. 

On Windy Hill, dear Windy Hill, 
Sometimes the wind grows strong 


“ We shall not win tho war with our 
mouths .” — Daily Chi oniric. 

The Food Conthollkk says we shall. 

“Place hope and malt into a largo pan and 
add ( 2h gallons of water ."—Sunday Gimmick. 

We fancy this must he tho sanguine 
rccipo used for Government ulo. 
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THE WATCH DOGS. 


being annihilated once or twice, but even | and past the speech - making period 

our own England has no business to go when the triumphal entry into Paris 

on doing it ovory other day for weeks was announced. They go about their 

My dkak ChaiiejKH,' — Turn your eyes j and weeks. It is becoming a scandal ; business methodically, these Bosch 

away from our magnificent Front for lone must write to The Times about it. gentlemen; there is no foolish reticence 


LXXIT. 


a moment and givo a 
thought to your poor old 
dog, Homy, now reduced 
to watching merely, and 
that from a little State 
which lives in an almost 
unnatural peace hot ween 
the angry nations. 

Have you ever found 
yourself stranded miles ! 
from anywhere, reduced . 
to reading the medical ad- i 
vertisements at tlio end ; 
of a sixpenny magazine?) 
If so, you will remember! 
tlio artful writing of the 
author whose business it, 
is to make you think you j 
are ill, and, however well; 
you may have been all the j 
time, you will bring back 
to mind the insidious effect 
of his persuasive overtures. 
Thero is undoubtedly that 
tired feeling when you are 
called in the morning. , 
Yes, life does seem a dismal ; 
and sordid affair at Mon- j 
day’shroakfast-time. Food i 
has lost its attractions. 
And again, are you quite 
yourself just before the : 
evening meal ? When you j 
come to think of it, it is 
borno in upon you that 
you arc not. Your liver is 
not as it should be ; hut 
then, is it only your liver 
that is wrong? Are not 
these small symptoms 
signs of a general collapso ? 
Think carefully ; do you 
not see spots where there 
are no spots to see ? 

So it is true ; you are ill. 
More Ilian that, you are 
very ill. Face the facts 
and confess you are at 
death’s door. If the writer 
didn’t moan to use you as 
a reccplaclo for his patent 
drug ho would have no dif- 
culty in convincing you, 
in another couple of para- 
graphs, that you wero 
dead, and you might as 
well admit it and got 
buried. 



THE GREAT SACRIFICE AND THE LESS. 

It is little enough that we who live at home in safety can do to 
compare with the sacrifice made by those who have given their lives 
for their country. But wc can at least give of our dearest treasures ; 
and Mr. Punch earnestly appeals to the women of the United Kingdom, 
the Dominions and India to offer their pearls to be set in the necklaces that 
are to be sold for the funds of the Red Cross Society. Their Majesties 
the Queen and Queen Alexandra and H.R.H. Princess Victoria have 
each set a gracious example by the presentation of a pearl in aid of our 
wounded. A string of pearls from which one is taken for such a service 
will gain in worth and lustre by the sentiment of sacrifice in a great 
cause. Many women have given their pearls in honour of husbands, 
fathers, son9 or brothers who are fighting or have fallen in our defence, 
or as a tribute to the gallantry of individual regiments. Gifts should be 
addressed to “ The Red Cross Pearl Necklace," to the care of one of the 
following London firms of Jewellers : The Goldsmiths and Silversmiths 
Company, 112, Regent Street, W.l ; Messrs. Garrard and Co., 24, Albe- 
marle Street, W.l ; Messrs. Tiffany and Co., 221, Regent Street, W.l ; 
Messrs. Carrington and Co., 130, Regent Street, W.l ; Mr. S. J. Phillips, 
113, New Bond Street, W.l ; Messrs. Boucheron, 180, New Bond Street, 
W.l ; and Messrs. Cartier, 175, New Bond Street, W.l. 


, or uncontrolled emotion 
! about them. The substi- 
tution of Amiens for Paris 
• was easily and smoothly 
I made ; after all, Amiens 
iis nearer to England, and 
! what is tho good of hitting 
a poor Frenchman when 
he is already down and 
clamouring for mercy? 
Herr von Schmidt here 
had bought up ail the 
champagne in tho place 
and had a hath in it, about 
, tlio same time that the 
i Kaiskii was telegraphing 
to his aunts and cousins 
to thank Heaven it was 
all over and they ’d won. 
What has gone down the 
waste cannot come up 
again, ho Herr von 
Schmidt left it at that 
and wont on smiling, giv- 
ing us all clearly to un- 
derstand that ho hadn’t 
any use for Amiens either 
for that matter. All they 
were out for they had got ; 
they had never meant to 
win really, their idea was 
simply for us to lose. 
That had happened to an 
oxtenb passing their wild- 
est hopes ; they had never 
dared to hope that anyone 
could be annihilated so 
much and so often as wo 
, had been in the first few 
1 minutes. 

So they went on smil- 
ing, and I don’t think there 
is such a nasty thing in 
the world as the smile of 
a Hun when he is smiling 
to order. 

Our little company here 
determined to bear up to 
the lust, and to keep up 
prostige until we were led 
away to slavery in hand- 
cuffs. So, backed by tho 
French and abetted by the 
Americans, we were not 
too gloomy about it in 
public. It is a petty thing 
to mention in such tre- 
mendous days, but we 


I have read many such articles, and And then it is brought home to us with scored a small success, you will be glad 
I think I trace tho author’s literary | a sickening thud that by this time there to hear. We caught the attention of 
stylo in the accounts we now read daily is probably no Times left to write to. | Wolfp’s determined representative, 
of England’s final and irretrievable The German rejoicings began twelve and this is what he caused to be pub- 
defeat. Charles, we have come to think hours before tlio Offensive, the idea lishod about us in his private Press, 
bitterly out here that it is all very well ; being to be well on with the festivities “ Wo notice,” he said with severe 
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M R. HASS ALL’S postal tuition gains new 
triumphs every day. Men in the Forces, 
Beginners, Commercial Artists, Amateurs, Lady 
Artists are achieving successes beyond their best 
hopes. Join the successful Artists— bring the great- 
est Art school in the world into your own home. 



One of the most grati- 
fying features of Mr. 
H assall’s tuition is the 
success of his Lady 
Students. Lady Artists 
possess the imaginative 
quality which responds 
at once to Mr. Hassall’s 
original methods of teaching Creative Art. 
Now is the time for Lady Artists to make 
careers for themselves, to gain independence, 
to do the big things. The time is coming 
when there will be an enormous demand for 
highly-paid commercial artists. 





letters 


Men in the Forces recognise 
the value of Art Training, 
whether it be with a view to 
making a success in their 
service career ; or to enjoy 
the pleasure of sketching in 
spare moments. Some idea 
of Mr. Hassall’s success may 
be gained from these two 


( kiubev 4 th 9 1917 . 

“ 1 have the honour to be the lirst Probationer in the 
Navy to obtain 100% marks in his first examination. 
The Instructing Staff Surgeon tells me that my marks 
were chiefly given for the drawings of various portions 
of the body. Personally, I am confident that this was 
only due to your splendid instructions ; so please accept 
my best thanks for same.” 

J’ehnmvy t 1918. 

M Your tuition has made 111c famous with the Unit. The 
Commanding Officer has organised an Editorial Staff 
to write a history of the Unit since its mobilization, and 
I was asked to supply illustrations of whatever type or 
subject I was pleased so long as they represented 
camps or scenes connected with an ambulance. 1 ’ 


* 


Whether you want to make an income 
in Art ; to take up sketching as a 
delightful hobby ; or to make your 
name in the higher branches of 


School, L 1 I .1 
7, Stratford Studio*', 
Kensington, W. 8. 


(^WWTiONS 


Copy this sketch for my 
free personal criticism. 


To 

* S / Mr. John Hassall, | 

0* ^ / Tin* John li.it'S.dl ! 

. . — . „ „ *1 <» Correspondence* Art 

Creative Art — write to Mr. Has- " 1 

sals and send a specimen of Oo 
your work for Free criticism a c'’ I enclose you a draw ig 

. .. . /<y & for your personal crit 

There is no obligation to 
become a student, and it 
is always worth while 
to have a great, artist’s 
upon your 


opinion 

work. 


/ 


✓ 


.* for your personal crit 
_ Please send me; fr <*»• of all 

full particulars of yoi postal 
O course how to lx conic a suoecss- 

r * v f u i art i --t and large illustrated hook. 


Nume 


Address ~ 

r. /.5-la 



X 
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POOLING INSURANCE fo- selected Risks 

Non-Mutual except in respect of Profits* which are distributed 
Annually amongst the Policy-Holders. 

Under this Scheme are given— 

“The Pool Comprehensive Family Policy” 

at 4/6 per cent. Covering amongst other risks Fire, Burglary and War. 

“The Pool Comprehensive Shopkeepers’ Policy” 

Which similarly covers all risks to the shopkeeper at rates according to trade, but always 

lower than obtainable elsewhere. 


One{ 


POLICY 

PREMIUM 

RENEWAL 


The LICENSES & GENERAL INSURANCE Co. Ltd. 

24, MOORGATE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 2 



SENT BY POST 


A t V4 KHCICNT iSTRICKT you 
will find die must complete 
and pu fectly equipped Audi- 
tion Salons in Loudon lot homing 
t Ik* latent “Ilis Mistil's Voice” 
Rect ads. We keep every Ktcnttl 
in Murk, nud hold tile lurgt-M. stock 
in Itiitaiu. Our sci vice is prompt 
nud « dii'icnt. You can hear the 
Keeoids at ease and in comfoil, 
and, if jmi me unab'e to take 
ndvartnge of calling, we will 
dispatch Record within six hums 
Hflev icceipt of your Outer. We 
shad, of course, be phased to 
send J.isis of Keeoids post free on 
xequest. We im ile >0111 palionnge. 


The WEST END 
Gramophone Supply Co. 

Ltd. 

94 REGENT STREET, 
LONDON, W. 1. 

Telephone : 

GERRARO 224, 225, 22ft 

(3 lines). 







In the SlmJoi'i of St. Paul's 

TRELOARS 

Stair Carpets. 

Tr el oars have made extra 
quality Carpels a special 
study, and being aware that 
supplying a good carpet of 
the old- lash ioned quality at a 
fair price will, in tin* long run, do 
them more credit than selling a 
cheap Common quality, they are 
content to let time prove that they 
Im died I.. ell- 

nssoiled stock. 

TKKLOAKS have a large stock of a kinds of Floor Coveiings suitable 
for rooms of all shapes and si/es. Call and inspect the quality, or wiite 
for paiticulais. 

Just by the Bridge on both sides of 

LUDGATE HILL LONDON, E.C.4 


Brussels Carpets. 

Very good ; old fashioned in 
quality and appearance. Has 
great attraction for people 
f quiet tastes; durable and 
ard weai ng On coinpari- 
on, will be found to be one 
f the che pest in the market ; 
uric in v rious ptctly designs 
id colo gs. A large and well- 
sorted sti 



B ULMER’S 

CHAMPAGNE 

CIDER. 

DELICIOUS 

TO THE LAST DROP. 

WARDS OFF 

GOUT AND RHEUMATISM. 

Write for lllustiatcil Ilooklet to 

H.P. BULKIER & CO., Hereford. 

Wholesale Loudon ft Export Agents: 

Findlatcr, Mackie, Todil & Co., Ltd., 
London Bridge, S.F. r. 




WOLFF’S 

Royal Sovereign 

BRITISH MADE PENCILS 




The finest Pencil in the world for Draughtsmen, Artists 
and General use because of its smoothness and great 
durability. Made in all degrees by E. Wolff & Son, 
Ltd., at the Falcon Pencil Works, Battersea. By 
•appointment to H.M. The King. Price 4d. each. 

Sold by all Stationers. 


The link with home” gift 



Stylo Speci- 
ally rccoi 
rnen<)ed for Active 
Service, being rxtr; 
strong and lar^e: 

No. 44 (Safety). 30/. 

Of Stationers and 
Jewellers 
everywhere. 

L.G. SLOAN, Ltd. 
Cheapen Comer 

Kingeway, London, W 
and 39, Shaftesbury Avenue, 


Jyfixz 

RuniainPen 


T HIS type of the world-famous Waterman’s 
Ideal can be carried, with perfect safety, 
in any position. It is, therefore, ideally the 
Soldier’s pen. Being a Waterman’s Ideal it 
writes smoothly, easily and reliably when- 
ever and wherever required. Every pen is 
guaranteed, and there are nibs to suit 
all hands. 
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SELECTION DAY AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 

Member of Council. “Don't remove that just yet.” 


and merciless pomp — “ wo notice that 
the British represen taiivea' table at 

the Hotel makes a great show 

of careless merriment even while their 
national fate is being sealed once and 
for all. As Nero fiddled while Home 
burnt, so they eat and drink and are 
merry while England falls. It is even 
disgusting as well as tragic to see 
them nudging each other in tho ribs 
and laughing fatuously, indeed noisily, 
at their own inane jokes. JBut about 
their jokes there appeared to be a forcod 
element and about their laughter there 
was a hollow mirthless ring . . .” 

We cannot remember who nudged, 
whose ribs, Charles, but we admit to a , 
certain amount of gaiety at one par- 
ticular moment. It was by way of 
relief after about a week of tension, 
and you will bear in mind in our de- 
fence that we had been labouring under 
the impression that there was no British 
Army left, except a few of those in the 
rear, who were now floating about in 
the sea. Our first intimation of any- 
thing to the contrary was an official 
communication to myself from my old 
H.Q. It was 'marked “ Urgent ” and 
an immediate answer in writing was 
required. It stated clearly and unmis- 
takably tho serious difficulty which was 
occupying the attention of our Staff. 
Tho bicycle motor, Douglas, which had 


been taken over by me in happier times, 
boro the number 73737 ; the bicycle 
motor, Douglas, banded over to my suc- 
cessor, boro tho number 73757. Until 
this matter was righted the condition 
of tho B.E.F. could not bo regarded as 
satisfactory. 

This communit/Uit was dated April 1st. 
Had intercourse with tho enemy not 
been forbidden, I should have certainly 
passed it to Herr von Schmidt, marked : 
“For you, pleaso, as I understand that 
the B.E.F. and Douglas are now on 
your charge.” Yours over, 

Henry. 

From tho report of some school 
sports : — 

“ No records appear to have been created, or 
broken. . . I.ong Jump, under 15. — 1, Lewis ; 
2, Sharland ii. ; :3, Rowe. Time, 35 mins. 
4 sees.” — Provincial Paper, 

The reporter has hardly done justice to 
what seems to have boon far the longest 
jump on record. 

“A variant reading gives to tho Kaiser’s 
words a slightly different form : ‘ What have 
I not done to preserve the world from these 
horrors ? * If that is what he said tho answer 
is * Nothing,’ and the argument is unaffected.” 

Daily Mail, 

This testimonial to the Kaiser from the 
journal which calls itself “The Soldiers’ 
Friend” has given us a shock. 


TO ANY SOLDI MR. 

If you have come through boll stricken 
or maimed, 

Vistas of pain confronting you on 
earth ; 

If the long road of life holds nought 
of worth 

And from your hands the last toil has 
been claimed ; 

If memories of horrors none has named 

Haunt with their shadows your cou- 
rageous mirth, 

And joys you Imped to harvest turn 
to dearth, 

And tho high goal is lost at which yon 
aimed ; 

Think this— and may your heart’s pain 
thus ho heal’d- - 

Because of me some flower to fruitage 
blew, 

Somo harvest ripened on a death-dewed 
field, 

And in a shattered village somo child 
grew 

To womanhood inviolate, safe and pure. 

For these great things know your re- 
ward is sure. 

How India Gets the News. I 

“London, March (k — . . . Wo brought 

clown three enemy aerodromes and one of ours 

is missing . "—Peshaicar Daily Mctrft. 
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HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

{The German Crown Prince and a German- Irish Expert .) 

The Crown Prince, Do you know, my fine follow, that I 
am pretty nearly fed up with all this Irish teaching that I 
am going through ? 

The Expert . Your Royal Highness will come to it in 
time; and it must bo remembered, moreover, that I am 
acting as your teacher only on the express orders of your 
All-IIighest Father and Emperor, whom may God have in 
Uis keeping. 

The ('. P, That is what you are always telling me. 

The E. It docs not bccomo any the less true by being 
repcatod. It is the wish of His Imperial Graciousness that 
you should bo ready at a momont’s notice to take your 
place as Viceroy of Ireland, and for that purposo His 
Majesty desires that you should bo steeped in the Irish 
manner of thinking, speaking and acting, so that you may 
bo acceptable in the eyes of your subjects. 1 am the man 
whom His Majesty has selected to instil Irish lessons of 
all sorts into you, so that in obeying me you obey your 
glorious Father, and give an example of submission which 
is very necessary in theso days. Shall wo proceed? 

The C. P. All right 1 All right ! Have it your own way, 
but please cut it as short as you can. 

The E. When wo wore interrupted I was endeavouring 
to oxplain to Your Highness the truo nature of what is 
known as an Irish bull. Generally speaking, the Irish bull 
does not involve any reference to an actual bull, that is to 
say, to the kind with horns on his head and four legs 
of tho usual description. It is the combination of two 
manifestly incongruous ideas which yet have a certain 
measure of congruity, as when one would say, “ There is a 
fire raging; we will stamp it out by directing water upon 
it.” Does your lloyal Highness follow me? 

The C. P. Not oniy do I follow you, but I also precede you. 

The E, Bravo, Your Royal Highness, bravo! You have 
yourself composed a most brilliant bull. 

The C. P. Sometimes, when I am in tho humour, T can 
composo quite a lot of such things. At Verdun, for instance, 
I used to do two or three a day. 

The E, It is wonderful to think that in tho midst of your 
glorious victories Your Highness could find timo for such 
strokos of wit, which show that we are not tho brutal bar- 
barians imagined by our enemies, but that wo have time 
for tho higher things of tho intellect. Civilization must 
profit by such an example. 

The C . P. Let us now proceed to the next subject. 

The E, Tho next subject, Your Highness, is the uso of 
the expression, “Bejabers.” Colloquially this expression 
is of tho utmost importance. It is composed of tho Gaelic 
root “boj,” moaning “passionate,” and “abers,” meaning 
“trocs”; so that when an Irishman says “Bejabers” ho 
is unconsciously indicating that ho is equivalent to two or 
moro passionato troes, tho implication being that, unless his 
wishos are attended to, ho will allow himself. to bocomo a 
passionato forest, in other words that ho will bo passionato 
many times over, and will refuse to be responsible for the 
consequences. 

The C, P. Really that is very interesting. Is it invented 
by yourself ? 

The E. Not entirely, Your Highness. Professor Grund- 
schlager claims a share in the discovery, but I may say 
with truth that I invented the greater portion of it ontirely 
without aid from anybody. 

The C . P. Let us call in one of tho Irish prisoners and 
ask him what he moans when ho uses tho expression 
“ Bejabers.” 

The E. I have already triod that, Your Highness, and 


tho thick-skulled fellow denied that ho ovor usod such an 
expression or know what it meant. * 

The G. P. Is there anything further to-day ? 

The E. I had thought of taking Your Highnoss through 
a short excursus on tho expressions “ Arrali ” and “ Faix.” 
But Y"our Highnoss has made such brilliant progress this 
morning that w r o may permit ourselves to postpone these 
and other mattors until to-morrow. Only a little more w ork 
and Your Highnoss will ho a completo Irish scholar. 

The C. P. Yes, I already feel bulls growing all ovor mo, 
and could say “ Bcjabors ” forward or backward with the 
greatest caso. 

The E, i will report accordingly to Your Higlmess’s 
most gracious Father. 

NIRVANA. 

This tale of one named Peter Smilcr Smoo 
(Not by his godpapas, but just by mo) — 

This tale, this idyll, lighted up tho course 
Of my official labours, and perforce — 

Rather to charm a chuckle than compel it — 

Pushed by tho god of Gentle Japes, 1 tell it. 

Oh, Smilcr Since ho served at sea, ho served at the doors 
of hell, 

At tho stokehold doors where the white heat roars wilh a 
strong grilled-stoker smell, 

And Since, as ho swinkod in the sweltering hive with the 
dews of his anguish pouring, 

Said, “ If ever I get out of this alive it ’s me for a job cold- 
storing ! 

“All, mo pals may bawl for a ice-cream stall or a balhiif- 
machine-mau’s job, 

An’ there’s some that ’s yellin’ for grotters to dwell in, 
with lilies around their nob; 

But iny idea of a flowery path, my notion o’ dissipation, 

Is a sort of an anti-Turkish bath, which they calls refrigera- 
tion. 

“I shall spend mo days in a dreamy laze, with chilblains 
blossin’ me lues, 

With a icielcd brow where tho sweat blooms now, among 
butter an’ moat ’ard J'rozo ; 

I shall end mo days with a Jack Frost Vad at a real ole 
roggilev ’oar age— 

0 Lord, ho good to a bloke 'art dead ail’ put me in cool cold 
storage ! ” 

To travel hopefully, said R. L. S., 

Is better than to arrive. Not so, I guoss, 

With Peter Smee ; nor him for wdiom, when starved 
On swinish husks, the fatted calf is carved; 

Nor him who from tho bottom of a queue, 

Waiting for Cheddar since the evening’s dew, 
Achieves it after dawn ; but none there be 
Who o’er attain like Peter Smiler Smee. 

To whom indeed tho Lord was good. For lo ! 

Filed mid tho ice-men of a Cold Store Co., 

Under the name which his godfathers gave, lie 
Proclaims his past : “ Stoker — discharged from 
Nuvv . . W. B. 

IN A GOOD CAUSE. 

Tho Kensington War Hospital Supply Depot, to whoso 
splendid work Mr. Punch lias moro than once paid tribute, 
lias had the good fortune to be offered tho generous services 
of Miss Katharine Goodson, who will givo a CuoriN 
Rocital in aid of its funds, at the Royal Albert Hall, on 
Sunday, May 12th, at 3.15 r.M. 




Jfos/i-s-s. “I see you’ve cot nn> or youu douule chin. How svr. undid ! Tell me who did it roit you.” 
l’rinul. “Wjiy, Loud Khondda, of couksh ." 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

Miss E. M. Delvi-teld, from whose former book, Zclla 
Sees Herself ", 1 snatched an almost fearful jov, lias now 
turned tho searchlight of licr observation upon another 
subject -I had nearly said another victim. The. 117//- 
Workers (IIkinemann) is, like Zclla, a brilliantly satirical 
study of a type here the energetic and successful worker 
who becomes, if T may permit myself to say it, intoxicated 
with ottieionev. This was precisely the case of Char. Vivian, 
Director of tho Midland Supply Depot ; and as you read 
of her devastating activities, her methods of routine, 
and tho sacrifice to duty that reduces all in contact with 
her to a condition of self-accusing wonder, your mind will 
no doubt supply a dozen possible originals for tho portrait. 
Compared with the too-energetic Miss Vivian, tho rest of 
tho cast, mostly underlings from her hostel, are of relative 
unimportance, though the varied characters of the girls are 
excellontly suggested. The great interest of the book is 
found in the spectacle of Charmian , confronted with that 
most bitter of all unpalatable truths — that no one is indis- 
pensable. Altogether, tho Director of the Midland Supply 
Depot, whether in her official capacity welcoming and even 
unconsciously making work in order to enjoy tho pride of 
mastering it, or as the rebellious daughter of a mot her who 
laughs at her with an exasperated understanding, is an 
altogether human figure, well worthy to rank with Miss 
Delafield’s earlier case. I confess to somo curiosity over 
tho next work of this clever lady. There must, I imagine, 
be a lively competition amongst certain feminine types to 
escape an almost uncannily penetrating eye. 1 can only 


hope that tho noxt victim will provide analysis as enter- 
taining as that of her two predecessors. 

If my memory servos mo, tho first occasion on which 1 
had the pleasure of seeing Miss Genevieve Wam) upon tho 
stage was as Margaret of Anjou in tho Lyceum llichard HI. 
This seems already a great while ago; hut I notice that tho 
record of the event (I mean, of course, the performance, not 
my personal assistance thereat) conics well into tho latter 
half of the considerable volume called Both Sides of the 
Curtain (Cassell), in which this clever and fortunately 
still active lady has set down her recollections. Naturally 
the hook covers a long period of stage history, as it follows 
tho progress of its heroine from grand opera in the fifties to 
her latest memorable performance of the old Duchess in 
The Aristocrat. Date lias given a sad interest to theso 
final pages, since it is natural that Miss Wahij should have 
much to say about tho manager and kindly friend whose 
request brought her back to the stage at tho St. James’s 
Theatre. Elsewhere you will find a host of anecdotes, tho 
gleanings of a long, strenuous and varied life. Eor one of 
the strangest of those, the story of her romantic marriage, 
wo have the aid of Miss Ward's lifelong friend, Ektiaud 
Whiteino. There is neither space nor need to follow in 
any detail a record that all lovers of tho drama will cer- 
tainly read for themselves. Its most sensational chapter is 
perhaps that which relates the amazing fortunes of (lie play 
Forget-me-not (“not exactly a perfect picco" is Mr. Wjiith- 
ing’s surely very charitablo verdict upon it), over which 
London and America poured out what f coins to-day tho 
singularly simple enthusiasm of the early eighties. 1 should 
add that this vory well turned-out volume is illustrated 
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with a 
alone 


^ largo numhcr of photographs and drawings, for which novel of situations*£&nd if it was iirst published as a 
it would deserve a placo in any theatrical library. feuilleton I .can imagine readers waiting with palpitating 

eagerness tq$£liscovor Ivhat happened to poor Kenneth and 
It is a pity that Marguerite Bryant, in The Shadow on dear Kathleen. Kenneth Driver , a kind of adopted son to 
the Stone (Methuen), couldn’t manage to he a little more John Baltimore (millionaire), fell in love at fourth sight 
definite as to what Kiel Meredith , the man with the won- with Kathleen liidgeway . Ho proposed with success, and 
ilerlul wanted to do on the island of .Mora with his then after a few hours’ ecstasy discovered that Kathleen 

settlement and his formidably named International Society was the daughter of the man who had ruined his father; 
for the Promotion of .Racial Advance. A pity, because the indeed, Kenneth and Baltimore had been busy for years 
book is informed by a real sincerity and generosity of out- trying to pay the rogue out for his turpitude. You will 
ami again, when I said to myself, “Ah! now gather that tho courso o" ‘ 




look. 1 hit time 

wo ’re going to hear all about it,” she floated away on a tide 1 
of 1 ho vory vaguest generalities. However Farr, tho 
financier and whole-hogging materialist, with his exquisite 
country house, his gorgeous garden, his priceless chef, and 
his private den “with rows of telephone hells” (this is 
rather overdoing it, 1 fear), 
thought well enough of it as a 
stunt to put in ten thousand 
pounds, though this must have 
been rather tight financing for a 
project conceived on so grandiose 
a scale. I low stupendous quan- 
tities of radium wero found on 
Mora, and how Kiel, laying the 
foundation stone of his enter- 
prise, let his shadow fall across 
it (which, it appears, always ’ 
moans that the building claims 
a victim), and how tho victim is 
(of course) tho worthy Kiel ; 
and how Farr, the capitalist 
with the cruel fac*o, is led to 
become all hut a murderer, be- 
cause of his conviction that 
several tons of radium in the 
hand are worth more than the 
most admirable I.S.P.R.A. in 
the hud, is all told, as I have ; 
hinted, with a zeal of which tho [ 
motive remains a little obscure. ! 


of true love over this country was 
not very good going. Mr. Mark Allerton can ho trusted 
to keep your emotions at strain till the happy ending is 
reached. The hook is for those who like an old-fashioned 
love-story, and that is all about it. Hut if there is never a 
shadow of doubt that all will he well in the long run, wc 

are, at any rate, given a good 
long run for our money. 

Beautiful and imperious— all 
American Socioty belies are im- 
perious — it is perhaps too much 
to oxpect Virginia Keep to 
possess exceptional intelligence. 
Not that Mr. Edwin Baird 
tells us in so many words that 
his heroine is lacking in this 
quality, hut the mental equip- 
ment of a young lady who, 
upon hearing that her father 
has been arrested for a murder 
committed twenty-five years be- 
fore, promptly summons the 
automobile and goes off to bribe 
tho principal witness for the 
prosecution, can scarcely he ve- 
1 garded as complete. Later this 
; same young person accepts a 
j job as Society reporter on the 
; local newspaper at a modest 
! salary of two hundred dollars 
| a week without suspecting that 
; the emolument is in any way 
’excessive. The fact is (hat the 
owner of the paper is her admirer 
and chooses that way of supply- 
ing her with pin-money. After 
J a half-hearted attempt at being 
that can do this 'is not j poor hut proud, Virginia agrees to hoi]) tho hero to spend 
ho sent to General von ! his millions. The Heart of Virginia Keep (Ward, Lock) 
Lokinujioyen ; it would onablo him to make some more j is a slight story, hub it is told with that bright if super- 
deductions. Captain Williams treats his subject in an ficial defl ness that makes tho hulk of American magazine 
orderly manner and has evidently had access to official fiction easy reading for a public that does not want to he 
records and figures. Jt will always bo good to remember emotionally or intellectually stirred, 
that fivo million men were with the colours before the 
passing of the Conscription Act, a measure which— so the 
author judges on the evidence — would not have been wisely 
advocated at any earlier stage. He lets the public behind Extract from a letter from a native teacher explaining 
tho scenes to understand tho scheme of Army organisation his absence from school:-- 

and see the processes of training in a way that has not “Respectfully I Ing to request that 1 am laid up and nimble to 
been done before, nor has there been before presented such wime to you. Doctor treated mo with purgatory yesterday.” 
a detailed story of the famous tanks. I surmise this hook 

to bo an apologia for tho War Office. And 1 fancy that, “A telegram states that tho work in connection with tlio last 
like a discreet advocate, Captain Williams admits a few portion of the railway from the Federated Malay States to Siam is 
Ught errors, omissions ao.l stroko, of W! look U»t ho ,™ y 

steer Ins critics the more easily from seriously debatable rollings lock, however, it is not likely that there will bo more than 
ground. one p.isscngor train each way till the war is over.” 

| Statesman (Calcutta). 

J Maid and Her Money (Hodder and Stoughton) is a 1 There will be no trouble with season ticket holders, anyway. 


Captain Basil Williams has 1 
written his liaising and Train- 
ing the A lew .1 rmies (Constable) 
with an eye to America, and 1 
suspect to grousers in club and 
restaurant nearer homo. It is 
a timely volume. Tho nation 
going under. A copy should 



Tin: patriot on the right, who ts both an allotment 

HOLDER ANT) VOLUNTEER PRIVATE, SOMETIMES (JETS CONKCSE1) 
\S TO WHICH BRANCH OF THE NATIONAL SERVICE HE IS 
ENCAGED ON AT THE, MOMENT. 


A Sufficient Reason. 
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PUADii/ADiA v * ' U P au ^ lor ^ios in Australia. It his faithful subjocts by calling all three 

CHARIVARI A. aj$>ears that mombcrs are not permitted after himself. 

We understand that, in order to to blow up their employers’ factories 

i i /A-fYi • n *i.i_ i • j L * 


facilitate business, Officers in Govern- with dynamite 
ment Departments have been requested 
in future to send in their resignations 
on Mondays and Thursdays only, be- 
tween 10.0 and 11.30 a.m. 


*V ;: That is notiiing, however, to the num 

A police census shows that very* few bers that our motorists used to run into 
stout men are charged with bigamy, in the tooting times of peace. 

Men with a double chin rarely lead a *...* 

double life. ... ... “ Will dogs bo rationed ? ” asks Tim 

Evenlmj News. We are reliably in- 


We referred recently to an appeal for 
orchestral instruments for the Con- 
11 Aviation,” says an expert, “ has sciontious Objectors at Dartmoor. We 
made rapid strides since the War and think every encouragement should be 
aviators to-day run into seven figures.” given to them to get into the habit of 


facing the music. 

The German War Minister has called 
upon the local officials to draw up a 
list of public statues that can best bo 
spared. As most of the latter represent 


Wo are glad to noto from an evening formed that rat cards are already in samples of the IToiienzollern stock 


the printer’s hands. 


paper that General Iyorniloff is no 
worse for having been killed recently. 

: V :; Wiro-wovm, we are told, can only be 

Chickens rocontly sold by the G.N.R. killed by the use of germicide. The 
as unclaimed porish- 
ablo goods fetched 
2s. 6d. each. A markod 
contrast to the fifteen 
shillings or so that 
one pays for ono of the 
imperishable sort. 

At Newport a wo- 
man has been fined 
three pounds for try- 
ing to sot firo to her 
husband. It sounds 
wasteful, but firewood 
is of course very ex- 
pensive just now. 

A pickpocket who 
was sentenced to pri- 
son at tho London 8cs 
sions was described 
as “ tho King of Snuff 

TaheiS. \\g undoi- Mrs. MarVhcrson. “It’s a gran’ thing, Mr. McTavirh, that the meenisteii ’s 
stand that imprison- no goin’ tae the War after alt..*’ 

ment carries with it McTavish (a frequent victim). “Weed, I’m no so suhk it doksna’ oiocnt ’hi: 
loss of titlo assistin’ the enemy. For \vt* tor methods o’ pealin' wi* wrangdokhs he wad 

* HAE BEEN A BAIR AFFLICTION TAE THE KAISER.” 

According to Mr. Bonar Law the j old custom of decimating theso insects j in dusting them 
gross amount of income brought under with a pea-shooter seems tobedyingout. 
review in 1916-1917 is estimated at 

£1,655,000,000. It looks as if some The Bexhill Council has decided to 
of our theatrical stars have not declared replace the municipal-orchestra on the 
their full salaries. ground that it is composed largely of 

foreigners. A similar problem con- 
nected with tho visitors remains un- 
solved. ... .... 



tho struggle between duty and pleasure 
should prove a hitter one. 

Tho proposal that the United States 
and Ireland should be 
amalgamated into a 
“ greater Ireland ” is 
said to bo gaining very 
few ad 1 i eron ts inTran s- 
afclantie quarters. 

* * 

Girls’ clubs in Sus- 
sex, says a nows 
item, are busy mak- 
ing “ Noah’s Arks.” 
This confirms tho 
opinion rife in cer- 
tain quarters that the 
present Man - Power 
13ill will not he the 
last 


Amid all tho com- 
plaints of tho darker 
flour being used, one 
thing has boon over- 
looked. Railway buns 
made with this flour 
do not so readily show 
linger- marks, and less 
time need bo wasted 


A Fast Bun from London. 

“The present noon express to Norwich will 
start at 11. f>0 a. ill. and arrive 10 minutes 
later. Evening Paper. 


Burglars broke into an East End 
restaurant the other day and secured 
a few pounds of black pudding. As no 
official explanation of this has boon 
sent out it is supposed that tho burglars 
did it for a wager. 

Austria has been complaining that 
she was not consulted during the pour- 
parlers about tho Ukraine. Austria 
has yet to learn that good little allies 
must be seen and not heard. 

We understand that the Independent 
Workers of the World are extremely 
annoyed with the petty attitude taken 


Mr. 


“THE EMPIRE’S TKTAL. 
Bottomi.ly at the Albert IIall.’’ 

Pall Mall Gazette. 

A new war-film to be released on Too bad. Mr. Bottom ley should write 
May 13th is entitled “ America is Here.” to John Bull about it. 

In justice to Mr. George Ho hey it 

should ho pointed out that The Bituj Vicarious Surgery. 

Boys were here first. Lieutenant , lt.N., was largely re- 

%pon hi 1)1 c fora section of the arrangements for 
The report that three new Rhine 1 the attack, and would have directed them ill 
bridges have been named by the P^mi but at Uic hist moincnt fcM desperately 
-y, b e . J TT ; ill and had to be operated on for appendicitis. 

Kaiser after the Crown Irince, IIin- Happily tho Lieutenant is making good pro- 
DENBURG and LuDENDORFF makes it gross, hut his disgust at being kept out of the 
clear that the All-Highest is losing operation was extreme/'— Morning Paper. 
his grip. A couple of years ago lie We should have thought his presence 
would not have hesitated to reward; was indispensable. 
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LETTERS FROM THE HOME FRONT. 

May 4 lh t 1918. 

My dear Reginald, — I was a little 
surprised, though I endeavoured not to 
be pained, at tho total omission, in your 
last letter from the Wostcrn Front, of 
all roferonce to the now Luxury Tax. I 
trust I make duo allowance for what 
X mq,v call your local preoccupations ; 
but Tf am more than ever convinced 
that our failures in tho past have been 
largely attributable to a narrowness of 
outlook Vhich allowed us to study the 
interests of a particular sector of the 
line to tho neglect of the Front as a 
wholo. I have no doubt that tho Tax 
to which I have referred has not oscaped 
the attention of General Foch, but I 
had hoped that the effect of his appoint- 
ment as Co-ordiuator of Strategy would 
havo ponetrated more appreciably into 
all branches of the Service. In this 
hope I havo been disappointed, and it is 
rather for your benefit than for my own 
satisfaction that I now propose to give 
you one or two examples of the fresh 
strain that is about to be pub upon tho 
fighting spirit of the Homo Front. 

I have long envied you the rolativo 
simplicity of your wardrobe, which re- 
lievos you every morning of tho anxiety 
attendant upon the choico of garments 
to bo worn for tho day. Indeed I under- 
stand that the samo limitations apply 
to your night-wear; that not infre- 
quently you are content to sleep in the 
very clothes that you havo worn dur- 
ing the daytime. It may therefore bo 
difficult for you to appreciate the posi- 
tion of those, like myself, who live 
in residential chambers and avo some- 
times compelled to exhibit themselves 
in their sleoping apparel in tho public 
basement, tho resort of both soxes dur- 
ing a nocturnal air-raid. Tho new tax 
which menaces the higher grados of 
silk pyjamas and floworod dressing- 
gowns will boar very hardly upon such. 

Again, I viow with diffidence tho 
rumoured intention of the Luxury Tax 
Committee to extort revenue from the 
salo of golf balls. This 1 regard as a 
grave error of judgment. I suppose that 
nothing has disheartened the enemy 
more than the high spirit with which 
so many of our host golf-clubs have car- 
ried on, showing a fine contempt for tho 
existence of warlike conditions. And, 
to envisage the matter from tho point 
of view of national health and moral , I 
can conceive of nothing more bonelicial 
to the tired war-worker than to spend 
his afternoons — if only some three or 
four timos a week — on some suburban 
course, or a Friday to Tuesday week- 
end further afield. 

Large numbers of my friends have 
continued this healthy form of exorcise 


in preference to joining the Volunteers, 
and they assure me that in the demands 
it makes upon quickness of eye.resourfee- 
fulncss, courage, self-restraint and other 
soldierly qualities, golf is a truo image 
of life in the trenches. They are con- 
fident that tho experienco they have 
gained on the golf course, especially in 
bunkers, will stand them in good stead 
when called upon to join the colours 
undor the new Military Service Act. 
I consider, therefore, that it is most 
unwise to treat as. a luxury whab is 
so essential to the development of the 
manlier virtues. 

Thoro is talk, too, of imposing a con- 
tribution upon cameras, one of tho most 
important industries with which Society 
is concerned. If this should cause a 
falling-off in tho use of these admirable 
instruments it will be a sad blow to 
those who do good servico by making 
tho faces and gestures of our upper 
classes better known to tho public. For 
tho masses cannot always find time to 
walk in the park or attend race-meetings 
in support of tho maintenance of our 
thoroughbreds. I fear also that such 
an impost, should it curtail tho enter- 
prise of our photographers, might tend 
to discourage among our social leaders 
the more refined forms of war- work. 

I have returned to this subject, dis- 
cussod in a previous letter, because I 
feel vory strongly about it. Profoundly 
as I disapprove of self-advertisomont, I 
have always held tho view that if any 
woman of social position — preferably 
ono who is connocted, however re- 
motely, with our nobility, old or new 
— is engaged in assisting at charity 
matinees, visiting convalescent officers 
or serving in a popular cantoen, she 
ought not in this democratic ago to he 
suffered through false modesty to hide 
her light, so to speak, under a bushel. 
I very greatly fear that the discourage- 
ment already offered to our photo- 
graphic Press by the notorious reluct- 
ance of tho smarter typo of vvar : worker 
to appear in its pages may now ho 
perceptibly increased by the proposed 
treatment of cameras as a luxury rather 
than a necessity. 

But I havo perhaps spoken enough 
of the heavy calls that seem likely to 
be made upon us here on the Home 
Front. You will not imagine that wo 
allow them to distract our attention 
altogether from other sections of the 
fighting line. I understand that you 
are once move engaged in tho defence 
of Arras. I take a personal interest 
in Arras. I can hardly oxpoct you to 
sharo it, as you liavo nover seen the 
place in its original beauty, and there- 
fore it cannot affect you with the same 
sentiment of association which I feel 
for it, who spent an afternoon there 


while on a tour through France during 
the long vacation of my Freshman’s 
year at Oxford. Still, I hope you will 
do your best to koep it out of the 
enemy's hands, if only for my sake. 
Your affectionate Guardian, 
=== ^^ O.S. 

THE TIDE. 

To the Royal Naval Division. 

This is a last year’s map; 

I know it all so woll, 

Stream and gully and trench and sap, 
Ilamel and all that hell ; 

See where the old lines wind ; 

It seems but yesterday 
We left them many a league bohind 
And put the map away. 

‘‘Never again," we said, 

“ Shall we sit in the Kentish Caves ; 
Nover again will the night-mules tread 
Over tho Beauoourt graves ; 

Thoy shall havo Peace," wo dreamed — 
“ Peace and the quiet sun," 

And ovor the hills the French folk 
streamed 

To live in the land wo won. 

But the Bosch has Beaucourt now ; 

It is all as it used to bo— 

Airmen peppering Thiepval brow, 
Death at tho Danger Tree; 

The tired men bring their tools 
And dig in tho old holes there'; 

Tho great shells spout in tho Ancre 
pools, 

Tho lights go up from Seim 

And the regiment came, they say, 

Back to the selfsame land 
And fought like men in the same old 
way 

Where tho cookers used to stand ; 
And I know not what they thought 
As they passed tho Puisieux Road, 
And ovor tho ground where Frkyiieug 
fought 

Tho tide of the grey men flowed. 

But I think thoy did not grieve, 
Though they left by the old Bosch 
line 

Many a cross they loathed to leavo, 
Many a mate of mine ; 

I know that their eyes were bravo, 

I know that their lips were stern, 
For these went back at tho seventh 
wave, 

But they wait for the tido to turn. 

A. P. II. 

A Conundrum for Cox's Cashiers. 

“Rkuulaii Forces.— Skrvicb Battalions. 

—Leinster Itegt.— Temporary Lieut. , 

from acting Captain (additional), to bo acting 
Captain whilo commanding a Company, and 
from acting Capt. while commanding a Com- 
pany to bo acting Capt. (addtl.), and from 
acting Capt. (addtl.) to be acting Capt. while 
commanding a Company.” — Irish Paper. 








TIIB RECRUIT’S SURPRISE. 

“ (loon morning, Sir. A nice day for 
the time of year. Yes, the weather lias 
been up till now slightly unseasonable, 
hut the late frosts have served as a 
useful check on vegetation and saved 
it from worse things. If you would he 
so good as to step this way l would 
show you the place.” 

lMy guide was dressed as a Sergeant. 
He had a most sympathetic expression. 
I followed him across the barrack yard. 

“This is where we drill, I take it?” 
I said. 

“Yes, Sir; hut wo scarcely call it 
drill. A hard word, if I may say so. A 
few light health-improving calisthcnic 
exercises of a morning and a little stroll 
after lunch to give tone to the system. 
This way, Sir, please,” my now friend 
continued, leading me into the building. 
“ The Colonel was called away — some- 
thing on in town, I fancy, lie asked 
me to receive you and show you round. 
The barracks are old-fashioned, but well 
built — early-Yictorian, good solid found- 
ation, no pretentiousness as with some 
of those institutions, though I bear that 
the War Office is considering bungalow 
models for the future.” 

“ It is very different from what I had 
imagined,” I ventured to say. 

My escort smiled indulgently. 


“There has been a great deal of 
unintelligent prejudice about the Army, 
Sir,” be said quietly. “ Our newcomers 
have, however, been kind enough to 
say that the life suits them admirably. 
Of course the hours are a trifle early, 
hut in the summer that is not objec- 
tionable. There is a very nice view of 
the dawn over the hills from the balcony 
behind. I hope you will like it. I 
presume you would like your cup of tea 
just before your bath — many gentlemen 
do.” 

“ But,” T asked, “ what about fatigues 
and defaulters’ parade and C.13. and — 
and ” 

The kind-voiced Sergeant checked 
me, a look of pain on bis benevolent 
features. 

“ Ob, if you please, Sir, not that,” lie 
murmured. “ We seldom speak of those 
things. It is not done. Now, how ’s 
that for a nice little shady quadrangle 
for practice in evolution ? ” 

I could not but admire the place, but 
more than once \ was conscious of a 
vague suspicion that even for a fifty- 
year-old recruit the whole tiling could 
not l)e true. 

Several other gentlemen strolled up, 
yellow kit-bags and valises in their 
bands. Smart young corporals relieved j 
them of these impedimenta, and pre- ; 
sently the Sergeant requested us to I 


form up in a line for our first experience 
of a parade. 

“No, Sir,” I heard him say to one 
fat and somewhat unwieldy personage, 
“wo do not usually carry umbrellas. 
This is only a slight shower. It will 
be over directly. Now may I trouble 
you to form fours? It is an engaging 
little figure extremely popular with 
beginners. I should like to havo that 
step again — so sorry to worry you- - 
just a shade quicker if you don’t mind. 
It will como easy enough hy-and-hy. 

“ No, wo shall not tax your strength 
too much on the first day ; in the after- 
noon we will proceed to the costume 
department. Yes, the colours are much 
liked — a huff tint, approximating to 
yellow ; and the puttee affords a won- 
derful support to the calf. w 

44 By the way, Sir, I 'm almost afraid 
wo shall have to trouble you to wear 
something a little stouter in the way 
of footgear; thin buttoned boots are 
discouraged in the Army.” 

The Sergeant was a modol of courtesy. 
We spent a quite delightful morning, 
and I distinctly remember* his turning 
our thoughts to lunch. 

“ We have a rather simple menu to- 
day, gentlemen,” he said apologetically, 
“ but you will find the veg. soup excel- 
lent. Ah, there ’s the gong! ” 

And that 's what woke me. 
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A touch adjusts it. 



VALET 

Safety Razor ' 



/ 0 seconds strops it. 



The Complete Outfit; still One Guinea. 



This razor has won the premier 
position in the world s markets 
and in the Navy and Army as the 
only razor that “ strops itself.” 
To this unique feature is now 
added the advantage of instant 
adjustability. By a touch on the 
adjusting lug you can vary the 
distance between the blade and 
the guard with supreme precision 
and accuracy, adapting the setting 
according to the toughness of 
your beard or the tenderness 
of your skin. 

A superkeen blade and the means of automatically 
stropping it a well-finished razor frame which has 
no loose parts and can be cleaned by just a rinse and 
a wipe these features, combined with adjustability 
of the blade, produce the nearest possible approach 
to perfection in the present “Valet” razor. 


THE STANDARD SET 

consists ol heavily silver - plated 
self - stropping “ Valet*’ Safety 
Razor, twelve genuine “ Valet ” 
blades, and “ Valet " strop ; the 
whole in handsome case Ol / 
complete £1/* 

Of all high-class dealers 
throughout the world. 

The AutoStrop Safety Razor 
Co., Ltd., 

61, New O\foid St., r.niidi.n, W.C. i. 
And ako at New Yoik, f'.irk. Mil.n, 
Sydney, llublin, Tim only, &<:. 


The word "Valet” on Razors, Strops, and Blades indicates the genuine product 
of the AutoStrop Safety Razor Co., Ltd., 61 , New Oxford Street, London, W.C. I , 
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THE NAVAL OFFICER and the LITTLE CREY BOOKS” 


UST prior to the War, a brilliant young naval officer had 
a bad break-down — a break-down sj complete that it 
looked as though, liis career were at an end. 

He was ordered an entire and protracted r$st, not only 
from professional duty but from every form of work. But 
War broke out and his services — he was a clever expert-— 
were urgently needed. He rejoined. 

Despite his anxiety to serve, however, he found that he was 
utterly incapable of performing his duties. He was keen to 
give that service which he knew was in him, but neither his 
professional pride nor his eager patriotism enabled him to 
overcome his handicap. 

lie wrote to the Pel man Institute and became a student of 
“the little grey books.” Within a few months that officer had 
so distinguished himself by ability and zeal that he was pro- 
moted to an important command over the Jmtds of senior officers! 
He generously gives the credit to Pelmanism. 

This officer’s experience is remarkable but by no means 
uni(j tie in the Telman records. Letters are constantly being 
received by the Pelman Institute from Army and Navy officers, 
business and professional men and women, telling of extra- 
ordinary advantages directly resulting from a few weeks’ study 
of “the little grey books” in which the simple principles of 
Pelmanism are so interestingly expounded. 

IS “PELMANISM” WORTH WHILE? 

Let any man of common sense reflect upon the fact that 
nearly one hundred Admirals and Generals , as well as considerably 
over 25,000 other officers and men, are now Pelmanists. 
Would one of these waste a moment of their scanty and hard- 
won leisure over the study of Telmanism unless they were 
convinced by plain evidence and by the private testimony of 
brother officers that Telmanism is unquestionably worth while? 

The extracts from letters published by the Pelman Institute 
during the past year or two constitute the most remarkable 
voluirie of evidence of its kind that has e\er been made public. 
'There is not a class or rank — from the highest to the humblest 
- from which there has not come voluntary evidence that the 
Telman System — duly practised — NEVER FAILS TO 
PRODUCE ALL THE BENEFITS THAT ARE 
CLAIMED FOR IT. 

An amusing instance of the thoroughness with which scepti- 
cism is dispelled by acquaintance with the System is supplied 
by the record of a professional man who, before enrolling, 
expressed incredulity of the statements made. 

“It was impossible,” he said, “ that such benefits could be 
attained by the study of any books or by a correspondence 
course of instruction. The claims are fantastic.” Nevertheless 
he enrolled, in order to satisfy his curiosity. 

Within a month that sceptic had written three letters in 
terms of the most enthusiastic praise of the Pelman System. 
“ A single one of the lessons,” he declared, “ would be cheap 
to me at /100." 

ALL CLASSES BENEFIT. 

Comment is unnecessary. But it should be pointed out 
that the benefits of Pelmanism are not confined to any 
particular class. Every class is benefitting. 

Clerks, typists, salesmen, tradesmen, and artizans are bene- 
fitting in the form of increased salaries and wages. Increases 
of 100% and 200^ in salary are quite frequently reported ; 
in several cases 300% is mentioned as the increase of salary 
due to Pelmanism. 

Professional men find that “ Pelmanising ” results not only 
in an immense economy of time and effort, but also in vastly 
more efficient work. It says something for Pelmanism when 
members of such different professions as solicitors, doctors, 
barristers, clergymen, architects, journalists, accountants, 
musicians, and schoolmasters have all expressed their emphatic 
appreciation of the value of Pelmanism as a means of 
professional advancement. 

Members of Parliament (both Houses), peers and peeresses, 
men and women high in social and political life, famous 


novelists, actors, and artists, scientists, professors, and Univer- 
sity graduates and tutors -the “little grey books ” have ardent 
admirers amongst all of these. Even Royalty is represented — 
and by several enrolments! 

A NATIONAL INSTITUTION. 

Look where you will, the new movement is permeating 
every section of the community. The Pelmaif Institute has 
become, in effect, a National institution, and there are many 
who predict that, sooner or later, it must become so in fact. 

But State control could add nothing to the efficiency with 
which the work of the Institute is carried on. The instruc- 
tional staff includes psychologists of the highest reputation on 
both sides of the Atlantic; every one of our great Universities 
is represented thereon ; and the organisation of the instructional 
work is, in itself, a splendid tribute to Pelmanism — for every 
student receives individual consideration and his or her 
problems or difficulties receive the close attention of a capable 
practical psychologist. 

All sorts of problems - some of them new and some of them 
familiar are being brought every day to the Pelman Institute 
for advice and help ; and it is safe to say that no “ Pelmanist " 
has yet been disappointed with the assistance given. 

WOUNDED OFFICERS “ PELMANISING.” 

There must be some thousands of wounded officers and men 
throughout the country who arc studying “ Pelmanism ” whilst 
in hospital, and these speak of the “ little grey books ” with real 
affection, not only as a source of present interest and pleasure, 
but also as a definite assurance of a more certain future. 

Indeed, quite apart from any other advantage, the Course 
is well worth ten times the time and money simply for the 
stimulus it gives. The “ little grey books *’ fill one with a new 
sense of power, a new and greater belief in Possibility. 

It is not, however, merely a question of financial, business 
or professional gain that makes “ Pelmanism” so desirable a 
training. Great as its achievements are in those directions, 
they are altogether transcended by the extent to which the 
System enables one to add to the interest and pleasures of 
existence. Some day, it is to be hoped, an eloquent pen will 
do justice to this theme- -the higher values of Pelmanism. 

“PLAYING THE GAME.” 

Here is a characteristic letter bearing on the point. It was 
written by a University man now in the Army : - 

“ The Course has prevented me becoming slack and stagnating 
during my Army life this is a most virulent danger, I may add. 

It inculcates a clear, thorough, courageous method of playing the 
game of Life admirably suited to the English temperament, and 
should prove moral salvation to many a business man. ‘ Success,’ 
too, would follow but T consider this as secondary.” 

Testimony of a similar nature comes from a member of 
the gentle sex: — 

‘ 1 Though leading a busy life, mv income is inherited, not earned. 

My object in studying Pelman methods was not, therefore, in any 
wav a professional one, but simply to improve my memory and 
mental caprcity, which, at the age of fifty, were, I felt, becoming 
dull ami rusty. 1 have found the Course not only most interesting 
in itself, but calculated to give a mental stimulus and keenness and 
alertness to one’s mind, which is just what most people feel the 
need of at my age.” 

Letters such as these, no less than those which speak of 
salaries doubled, positions and promotions gained, or other 
material advantages, make it clear that “TRUTH” was well 
justified in declaring that “the work of the Pelman Institute is 
of national importance”; they also explain why such distin- 
guished public men as Sir Robert Baden -Powell, Sir James 
Yoxall, M.P., Mr. Geo. R. Sims, and others have not hesitated 
to endorse the methods and principles of the Institute. There 
is no man or woman who has expressed dissatisfaction with 
the result of his or her dealings with the Pelman Institute. 

“ Mind and Memory” (in which the Pelman Course is fully described, 
with a synopsis of the lessons) will be sent, gratis and post free, 
together with a full reprint of “Truth’s” famous Report, and a form 
entitling readers of “ Punch ” to the complete Pelman Course at one- 
third less than the usual fee, on application to The Pelman Institute, 
1, Pelman House, Bloomsbury Street, London, W.C. i. 
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Visitor, “You jij/: lucky to have a cardkkf.ii." 

Hostess . "Oh, that’s my husband, home on leave. I’m okitino him to help mb with 7 11 e <;\kl>i:n. Seen a nsce ciianoij* 

FOR HIM AFTER HIS STRENUOUS LIFE OUT THERE.” 


THE RIVALS. 

While o’er unruffled regions 
Peace smiled secure, serene, 

Ere wicked William’s legions 
Appeared upon the scene, 

Oft into sparkling verse I strayed, 
Replete with point and pith, 

To sing the glances of a maid 
Whose name was Susan Smith. 

Now that across the waters 
She’s gone to do her W.A.A.C. 
On Eve's remaining daughters 
I coldly turn my back ; 

Put I will not the truth disguise 
That siucc we said farewell 
I ’ve learnt to gaze in other eyes 
That own a certain spell. 

The orbs with which my Muse. is 
At present occupied 
They never fill, like Susie’s, 

With laughter’s happy tide ; 

No semblance of the soft warm tear 
That used from hers to creep 
Have I observed in those appear — 
Potatoes cannot weep. 

But when I take a fistful 
Of tubers to the patch 
Something supremely wistful 
In their regard I catch, 


A mute half-desperate appeal, 

Yot, on tho other hand, 
llalf-trustful too, as though they feel 
That I shall understand. 

Ah, eyes of seed potatoes 
To whom our cook to-day, 

Paced by a Horn less fate, owes 
A debt she can’t repay, 

How slight, how small, their last 
request 

As from tho upper air 
They pass beneath the earth to rest, 
“ Please, this side up,«*vith care ! ” 


LITERARY GOSSIP. 

We are glad to learn that Jlashi, 
and Other Stories , by Sir Rabin- 
dranath Tagore, translated from the 
Bengali by various writers and an- 
nounced by Messrs. Macmillan, is only 
the first of a series of topical hand- 
books bearing on urgent problems of 
the hour which may bo expected in 
the course of tho next few months from 
that prolific and stimulating pen. 

The next volume will be entitled 
Nibclilc : an Idyll of the Sahara, In 
this engrossing romance, which will 
bo translated from the dialect of Tim- 
buctoo by a group of distinguished 
Professors of the University of St. An- 


drews, the exploits of the legendary hero, 
Sandiron the Wryneck, are described 
with the utmost gusto, combined with 
that mystical pathos which invariably 
characterises this gifted author. 

This will bo followed by Pidlur : a 
Saga of Greenland. ' Here Sir Rabin- 
dranath Tagore has been fortunate in 
seeming tho services of so gifted an 
Icelandic scholar as Professor Abner 
Schenectady, whose monumental His- 
tory of Prehistoric Gold Storage has 
long been regarded as a classic. 

Other volumes arc also in prepara- 
tion. Amongst these are Old Tales of 
Travancore and ltdbarcorc. The hero 
of tho Travancore legends is tho famous 
Gutti, a chieftain of extraordinary 
strength and inflexibility of purpose. 
His overthrew by his rival, the Sultan 
of Babarcore, is considered by Professor 
Wullipark, who has undertaken the 
translation, to bo the most moving epi- 
sode in all Oriental literature. The 
elegy on his death has been rendered 
into verse by Mr. Yests with extra- 
ordinary fidelity. 


Commercial Candour. 

“ You are gii.irnnkicd sueh ijieoHipetcn*) in 

all repairs \ou m.mhI I > I lit; Go.” 

Trade Paper. 
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ALPHONSE. 

This exigencies of war have deprived 
mo of much, but until Alphonse dis- 
appeared I felt that no sacrifice was 
too groat if the cause wore in any way 
served. Since my youth ho had prac- 
tised liia artistry on my diminishing 
hairs. Ilis scissors would slip smoothly, 
almost mcsmorically, about my head 
while he whispered to ine the minor 
scandals of .Bond Street. Alphonse was 
no ordinary barber . . . and bo disap- 
peared. 1 very nearly became a pacifist. 

I cannot tell you exactly how I came 

to visit M (no tortures would drag 

the name from me), but it is sufficient 
that 1 did go there. This particular 
corner of England is so deeply at peace 
and so remote from all strife that in it 
one gains a son so of quiet security 
ovon from tho longest tenfaclo of war. 
It was there on one stupendous Spring 
morning that T, sleepy with tho sun- 
shine, leant upon a moss-grained gate 
and gazed at some ancient farm-build- 
ings — bright straw, weather-stained 
tiles and deep chrome walls. Near by, 
in an emerald green meadow, a man 
was shearing chrome sheep. There 
was nowhere in all that landscape a 
sign of new bricks, raw paint, corru- 
gated iron or patent wiro fencing. Even 
tho hurdles forming tho sheep-pen wero 
of tho old hand-fashionod variety, and 
from the pieces of ash-bark still cling- 
ing to tho implaned bars I know they 
bad been made in tho spinney behind 
the farm. L felt that everything there 
bad been for all time just ns 1 saw it. 

I turned m v gaze to the sheep-shearer 
and wondered for how many centuries 
bis shepherd forefathers had shorn their 
flocks in that same meadow. I walked 
over to where he was at work, lie 
wielded his shears dexterously and his 
black heard bobbed up and clown in 
rhythm with his hands. A Colt, 1 
thought, or perhaps tho descendant of 
some dark-haired Phoenician of old. 

llo nourished his shears, and the 
manner of it struck a familiar noto in 
my memory. Presently ho finished 
shearing, smoothed his hands over the 
shorn body, leaned back from bis work 
and watched the ewe scramble to her 
feet, naked and indignant. Then with 
a little un-English sigh he looked up 
at me. His eyes became round with 
amazement. 

“ M'sicu ! " lie gasped, “ what sur- 
prise ! I am so astonish I cannot spek.” 

Had the lately-shorn sheep addressed 
mo I should hardly have been more 
astounded, but eventually, having made 
allowances for a beard and a full smock, 
I recognised Alphonse. 

I was mute. 1 smoothed away a stray 
lock beneath rny cap. 


“ What arc you doing bore ? ” I at 
length asked. 

Alphonse stood up, shrugged bis 
shoulders at my inanity and with tho 
shears indicated tho sheep. 

“1 give them ’air-cut— army ’air- 
cut,” he beamed at me. 

1 inquired how long he had been a 
shopherd. 

“I am not zo ship’erd,” ho replied. 
“T’roc munt ago I volunteer for Na- 
tionale Service. I am zo farm-kind.” 

“ You take on anything that comes 
along?” I suggested. 

“ Mais non , M'sicu ! I hive ’ad some.” 
Alphonse has a particularly wide know- 
ledge of the English idiom. “ When 
1 first come,” lie explained, “Mistar 
Parmer Bruno say what can I do? and 
I say, ‘ Hverysiug,’ so I milk ze cow 
wiz ole .Jean, but vev little milk come, 
and Madam put her ’oof in ze pail, and 
olo Joan say I tickle ’cr, and Mistar 
Parmer Bruno say ‘Damn,’ so next 
day I go out wiz zo plough. 'Avo you 
ovaro plough ? ” 

I shook my head. 

“ Well, zo plough is not ver easy. I 
go up and down, up and down, and 
presently zo held look like a beauti- 
ful ’air wave. 1 was entrance. Then 
Mistar Parmer Prune come along and 
say what ’o think about it. I ’ad what, 
you call torn it. Next, day Mistar 
Parmer Prune work wiz me wiz ze 
turnip-carl. ’P kip looking and look- 
ing at me more angry, and at last ’e 
say, ‘You’re a blooming 'airdressor, 
that’s what \ on are;’ and I smile at 
’im and say, * Yes, M'sicu, 1 am 'igh- 
lifo ’aiidrossor for twenty year.’ ’P 
ver nearly fall off zo turnip-cart. 

“ So now 1 ’avo to do all zo cutting. 
T trim zo ’edges and air-cut ze sheep^o 
and last wik I dress Madame Prune’s 
’air for ze Charity bazaar, it mako a 
great sensation. I do ’im d la Pompa- 
dour. Put you understand 1 am farm- 
’and.” Alphonse shrugged a shoulder 
and smiled as one who, though swept 
by the tidesftf Pate, bad remained in- 
violate. 

Should you by some freak of fortune 
chance upon the remote village of 

M (1 shall never divulge the name), 

and should it happen upon the first 
Monday of tho month, you might, if 
further favoured, see me in a sunny 
corner of the rick-yard, comfortably 
seated in one of Parmer Brown’s best 
chairs, while, bending over me with 
unstudied grace and scissors scintillat- 
ing, is the incomparable Alphonse, 
whispering discreetly the small scan- 
dals of tho Homo Par m. 

Contempt of Court? 

From a police-court report : — 

“ His word *h ip further said . . .” — Star. 


“THE PASSING OF ARTHUR.” 

Pefoke tho War ho had been a 
schoolmaster. Ho hopes to be ono 
again when tho War is over. Put after 
three years in tho /V.S.C. he began to 
fool uneasy about the rstatc of his mind. 
A friend suggested a bracing course of 
Mnemonics. Not being a General, still 
less an Admiral, bo felt Ibis to lie above 
him, so lie ordered a Tennyson. 

It arrived on a Tuesday. On tho 
Wednesday morning he was evacuated 
as a shell-shock case, chiefly on tho 
evidence of 0.0. Signals, to w hom lie 
had sent this wiro for transmission: 
“To Town-Major Avilion. Herewith 
Arthur passed to you please aaa.” Put 
the really damning evidence as to his 
deplorable condition was furnished by 
the following document subsequently 
discovered on his desk:- — 

| Candidates must m ite on one side of 
the paper onh/ and submit their an racers 
in triplicate.] 

1. “Then rose the King and moved 1 1 i » host 

by night.” 

Reference above, oxplain what mea- 
sures this move would necessitate on 
thmparl of (< 7 ) tho A.A.Q.M.G., (J>) tho 
S.S.O. 

2. “Authority forge U ;i dying King.” 

Quote authority. 

0. “The old order change! h, yielding place 
to now.” 

"What is the averago lifo of (u) a 
General Routine Order, ( b ) a Divis- 
ional Routine Order on tho subject of 
Dripping ? 

4. “. . . King Arthur’s swurd, l’A'ciilihur, 

Y/roughl l.v tin? lonclv maiden of l ho 
Dike. 

Xiao she wrought it. . . 

Sketch an imaginary correspondence 
(expurgated) between O.C. Pound Table 
and D.A.D.O.S. Cairn lot with reference 
to the delay in the delivery of Excalibur. 

5. “Then murmured Arthur, ‘ Place mo in 

tho barge.’ " 

What steps should ho have taken 
to obtain the sanction of the Deputy 
Director of Inland Water Transport ? 

0. “ . . . tho inland valley of Avilion, 

XV hero falls not hail, or rain. or an\ mioW, 

Nor ever wind blows loudly ; but it lies 

Deep-meadow’d, lmppy, fair with or- 
chard lawns 

And bowery hollow* crown’d with sum- 
mer seas.” 

Compare Avilion and Dickcbusch as 
billeting areas. 

7. “ Were it well to obey then, if a king 
demand 

An act unprofitable, agailisfc himself?” 

Draw up summary of cvidence^igainst 
Sir Pedivere, charged with “hesitating 
to obey an order.” What is your 
opinion of this otlicor’s merits as an 
Adjutant? 
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THE STRESS OF WAR. 

Om Oatwkn Krnriiu hknd.s to tjiu Sroinr. 


THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

xnr. 

CoNNKKSATlON ON ClIAl'TKR LXXXYI. 

liichanl. You promised to tell us 
more about the animals which infested 
Fnglund in this period. 

Mrs. JI. 1 told you something about 
what were then known as the elusive 
rabbit and the priceless pig, but may add 
a few more details. Cows were already 
rapidly becoming extinct, owing to the 
discovery of synthetic milk. A large 
number of monkeys were imported into 
the country by itinerant musicians of 
foreign extraction ; but the rigour of 
our climate proved detrimental to their 
health and, though provided with suit- 
aide clothing, they frequently suc- 
cumbed to pneumonia and similar com- 
plaints. 

(iconic. But I thought you told us 


pillars imitate sticks and butterflies 
leaves. Thus it was said that in Scot- 
land the prefix Mac entirely ceased to 
be a proof of Scots origin, and was 
nearly always traceable to the German 
Max. 

Mar if. But why did the musicians 
import monkeys? 

Mrs. J\l. That is certainly puzzling. 
It cannot have been as an article of food, 
for they were generally of small size, 
and their flesh is not specially pleas- 
ing to the taste. I can only surmise 
that there must have been some instinc- 
tive sympathy between musicians and 
monkeys, or that monkeys by their 
quaint appearance and tricks distracted 
the attention of the audience from the 
imperfections of the instruments em- 
ployed. The dancing bears which had 
! been a common feature in those islands 
i at an earlier date had died out. Their 


chanieal substitutes for the pianoforte, 
a keyed instrument played with the 
lingers. Pianofortes have long been 
extinct, hut they lasted on for a con- 
siderable time as articles of furniture. 
Indeed, in f he period which we am now 
discussing, two pianofortes might often 
be seen in the house of a working-man, 
not to he played on, hut as ornamental 
adjuncts to the more, practical equip- 
ment of the household. 

An Old Sport Revived. 

From Gilheht White's XatnraL Jlis 
tni y <>j Sell none : — 

“Some \oung men wont Mown to a pond 
on the unge <»f WoIiiht Forest to limit 
flappers . . . Several of which they caught." 

Nowadays, the rule s are reversed, and 
the flappers do the hunting. 


that foreign musicians had become un- 
popular. 

Mrs. M. True, my dear hoy, but it was 
very difficult to distinguish foreigners 
from natives in these times, owing 
to the mutual interchange of names. 
Natives, generally from the large towns, 
passed themselves off as Savoyards and 
disguised them selves by speaking broken 
English. On the other hand, undesirable 
aliens, as they were called, frequently 
assumed English names by the process 
of protective mimicry, just as cater- 


i extinction was partly due to the grow- 
! ing refinement of taste which followed 
the introduction of Bag-time measuros, 
and partly to the insurmountable diffi- 
culties which the hears experienced in 
adapting themselves to this syncopated 
music. 

liichard. What sort of instruments 
wore these that you speak of? 

Mrs. M. Originally they were called 
hurdy-gurdies, which made a noise 
! like a bad harmonium. These were 
I succeeded by barrel-organs, rude mo- 


From an auction-notice: — 

“These aiv all well-known prize-winning 
families, and although Mr. - has not show u 
hiniMdf, pigs from this herd have won for 
other people both at home, and abroad.” 

Live Stork .Journal. 

We admire Mr. • ’s modesty. 

I “The Bishop of Lincoln reminded his hearers 
that the Labour Party had now been enlarged 
| so as to include the brain- worker, and even 
j Bishops could become members.” 

I Xcics. 

' “ Even ” is good. 
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Safijtrr {t u'/d(fr<l in irrhntntl r.i phnniliim). “ . . . and a s\p i-; wav okti’.n i*k i i«:ctki> hy tin: T’.xr vvati:!» i:u:ni which is t.kit ox 
T in: M ki'.uj:.'' Lmhj (sho.rnitf an iult llh/nif iitlm st*. ‘Tiikn v.iiv noVr vor i;t uv it?" 


THE FREAK. 


On, His Majesty’s ships they had timbers of teak 
And a dark at the hows and a flag at the peak ; 

They would die for their King as lie sat on his throne, 
But their souls were immortal, and, when they had down, 
They would rest for a while where you’d seek them in 
vai n 

Till the day they w’ere summoned to service again. 

Now a spectre came sailing at sunset one day 
To the base where the cruisers and battleships lay ; 

As she heat into harbour her sails never shook 
And the battleships strained at their cables to look ; 

Such a droll little spirit from counter to beak 

That the cruisers cried out, “ Oh, my dear, what a freak!” 

Now the ships of the squadrons could never mistake 
Any fashion they ’d worn under Nklson or Dkakk, 

From a ship of the line to a galley or brig, 

JUit they ’d never encountered the visitor’s rig; 

And she sang an old chantey that nobody know, 

“ Oh, the sumer ’s icumcn, sing lhude, cuccu ! ” 

Then the great Queen Elizabeth bailed from the van, 
And she twinkled as much as a battleship can: 

“They are free to the sea who establish their right, 

Tell us what was your service and whore did you light ? ” 
“ Oh, I ’ll prove you my son-ice, ” the strangor she cried, 
“If you ’ll show me the way to the Banks of the Clyde. 

“ I ’d the luck to be launched by an English Princess, 

So I wear in her honour my christening dress ; 


And 1 fought for my King as ho sat on his throno 
In the greatest sea lull lie that ever was known, 

And a ilugon was drained, as the hurricane hurst, 

To the health of His Majesty Edwauo thh Fikst. 

“ lu our van there went Tiptoft, a noble of note, 

And 4 Sir Roukut,’ I mind me, we called him afloat, 
While the enemy's flag on that glorious day 
Carried Chakufs, Count of Valois, from over the way ; 
And we’d moored an old hulk in the Channel, you see, 
For to inaik us the place where the battle should be. 

“Then we blew on our trumpets and bent on our gongs, 
And we went at it lustily, hammer and tc ngs, 

With a 4 Hi ’ for our cry, and 4 Long life to our Prince,’ 
There was never a battle so terrible since, 

For the arrows and stones w T erc a caution to see, 

Oli, wo fought to some purpose in twelve ninety-three! 

Then the giants of Jutland, suspiciously grave, 

Why, they up with their anchors and escort they gave, 
And they showed her the road to the Banks of the Clyde 
But as soon as the squadrons got into their stride 
You could boar pie tty clear in the swirl of each screw’ : 
“ Ob, the sinner’s icurnen, sing lhude, cuccu! ” 

And the sun roso in splendour at Greenock next day 
On a marvellous cruiser in natal array ; 

Reincarnate her soul, as the sound of her namo 
With a prayer from the lips of her godmother came, 
And her heart boat as English in steel as in teak, 

For a Princess of England was launching — a Freak. 
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knowledge they had acquired as soldiers Tuesday, April 30//*.— - 'This afternoon 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAIVIENT. f, 0 criticise J J is Majesty’s Government, the House saw the last of Mr. Duke, 
Monday, April 20th . — The Govern- And thenceforward this topic domin- who in a few hours will leave the 
ment's efforts to restrict the uso of gas ated the debate, and the original issue Treasury Bench for tlio Judicial. It 


naturally met with little sympathy in was largely obscured, 
the Commons. After soino vigorous Mr. Pringle insisted on taking 
heckling on behalf of the 
penny-in-the-slot consumers, 
who are expected to cook 
their dinners with a reduced 
supply of a deteriorated art- 
iolo, t ho House, by an easy 
transition, plunged into a Hot 
Air debate. It was opened, ^3 
appropriately enough, by Mr. ^ 

Pringle, whose praiseworthy 
effort to be calm and judicial 
somewhat cramped his sl^lo. 

Lord Hucm Cecil, on the 
contrary, was at his best and 
brightest. His description of 
the Prime M JNisTKit’s letter 
to Lord Botiikrmkre as “ an 
essay in hagiology ” delighted 
all hearers, and not leastlho.se 
who wero under the impres- 
sion that the science in ques- 
tion had something to do with 
ugly and sinister old women. 

A well-reasoned eulogy of 
General Trenchaud, who is 
not only a great leader and 
organiser, but has the psy- 
chological intuition invaluable 
in handling a Force whose 
younger members are often 
“ Higlity ” in more senses than 
one, met with much approval. 

Possibly the Prime M r sister 
thought it was time to create 
a diversion, for a casual phraso 
about “amateur strategists in 



AN KSSAY IN llAGlOLOGY.’* 
Loud Hut i Cucrn. 


'l was odd that his passing should have 
a occurred when no Nationalist Mem- 
ber was present to bid him 
“Vale!” for never was there 
a Chief Secretary who was 
more obviously anx’ous to 
temper justice with mercy in 
dealing with Irish vagaries. 
His last word in the House 
' was a gentle rebuke to that 
ardent Unionist, Mr. Butcher, 
for “lightly” using the word 
“conspiracy” to doscribe the 
present agitation against con- 
scription. 

Mr. II whs Fisher, chal- 
lenged from several quarters 
about his new instruct ions to 
the Tribunals, promised to give 
the House an opportunity of 
considering them, and to he 
guided by its opinion. But 
he added the caveat that “ wo 
do not always gather that 
opinion by the number of 
speakers for or against a par- 
ticular motion.” 

The House of Lords did a 
useful afternoon’s work in re- 
fusing to give a Second Head- 
ing to the Loehaber Water 
Power Bill, under which an 
aluminium company would 
havo been able so to change 
the face of the district that it 
would have been “ Loehaber 
no more.” 

Wednesday, May 1st. Some 
time ago the Ministry of Food issued 
an order fixing the price of Persian 
dates at sixpence a pound, with tho 


tho Cabinet ” brought him to his feet division, but, though several ex- Mi nis- 
wifch a vigorous denial t hat the Cabinet 1 tors joined him in the Lobby, could 
had ever interfered with the late Chief’ only muster .17 votes. As the Govern- 
of tho Air Stall. jment, however, had no more than 127 usual result that that particular variety 

I do not think he need have dis- it may be inferred that the verdict of disappeared from the market. Mr. 
claimed tho imputation so hotly, for the House on a transaction still mys- Clyxks now state 1 that tho Ministry 
when his own I urn came to speak hojtcrious was “Not guilty, blit don’t do had purchased a considerable quantity, 


showed masterly ability in “ refusing it again.’ 
his Hank.” What the House 
chiefly wanted to know was the 
nature of the disagreement be- 
tween the military and civilian 
heads of tho Air Force, and how 
the War Cabinet, without seeing 
General Trexchard, came to the 
conclusion that ho no longer 
possessed tho qualities necessary 
for a Chief of Stall. But Mr. 

Lloyd George has not entirely 
forgotten tho maxim that bids 
tho budding lawyer in certain 
circumstances “ abuse tho plain- 
tiffs attorney”; and with great 
skill lie switched oil tho debate 
to the question whether Members 
of Parliament in His Majesty’s Mr. Puke (lidding farewell to the Irish Benches," full 

Forces wero entitled to use the absentees”). “ Oli that it had always been thus 1 *• 



but was holding it up for further con- 
signments in order that there 
should he enough to go round. 
This decision did not give entire 
satisfaction ; ami one lion. Mem- 
ber murmured, “ Bis date qiii cito 
date." 

Fourteen months’ forcible feed- 
ing, according to Air. Fdmund 
Harvey, lmd reduced a certain 
Conscientious Objector to an “ em- 
aciated condition.” The Home 
Secretary, on being urged to 
grant liis release, replied that ho 
had had special medical inquiry 
made, and the report was that the 
man was “in good Health, but 
rather too fat -owing to want of 
exercise.” Several Members who 
are fed up with rational diet are 




| wondering whether it would not ho a j 
1 good idea to develop a conscience and 
; join the CAYE-d wellers. 
j Tho Report stage of tho Budget 
■ resolutions gave occasion for many 
; criticisms of tho Government proposals, 
i But, like tho insects in tho famous story, 
the critics did not pull together, and 
they wore easily dealt with by tho 
CHANCELLOR OK THE EXCHEQUER aild 

the Secretary of the Treasury. Mr. 
Baldwin’s ingenuity in explaining that 
tho heavier sugar-tax was more than 
counterbalanced by the allowance fora 
wife — “my sweetheart” as a term of 
connubial endearment will take on a 
new significance — was only equalled by 
bis Chief’s comprehensive defence of 
the increased duty on matches, which 
will mean larger revenue for the Ex- 
chequer, increased profits for the manu- 
facturers, and more matches for tho con- 
sumer. Even Mr. Pringle was molli- 
fied, but sought a guarantee that the 
new matches would roally light. 

Contrary to expectation the Chan- 
cellor stuck to his twopenny cheque- 
tax, which most people had regarded 
as the Jonah of tho Budget, to he 
thrown overboard in tho event of a 
storm. 


Mr. King enjoyed a triumph and 
endured a disappoint incut. A financial 
resolution authorising the payment of 
the expenses of the Board of Agricul- 
ture in connection with I torso- breeding 
mentioned no definite amount. Mr. 
King moved that it should not exceed 
ten thousand pounds. Sir R. Winfrey, 
recognising that for that sum he could 
get not one stud merely hut a whole 
sot, promptly accepted tho proposal, 
and Mr. King was left lamenting his | 
hasty generosity. 

' Thursday , J/e// 2nd. -The Emperor 
Karl will he glad to know that tliero is 
one person in the world who takes him 
seriously. Mr. Lees Smith declared 
to-day, with the double authority per- 
taining to a lecturer on Economics and 
an ex-corporal of the K.A.M.C., that 
1 1 is Epistolic Majesty’s famous letter 
furnished the basis of a just and hon- 
ourable peace. 

The House was glad to hqar from 
Mr. Clynes that he is aware of the 
scarcity of cheese, and is going to un- 
chain some more. 

Mr. Hayes Fisher’s fear that the 
I new register would not bo ready by 
October 1st was not ungrateful to Min- 
. istoruilbts, hut it distressed Mr. Gul- 


eand, who criticised the “pink form,” 
and urged that if soldiers in distant 
theatres of war wore to have any chance 
of voting they should have their proxy- 
papers sent to them without more ado. 
A line to tlm following effect might 
now’ ho added to the field Post Card: 
“Hoping this linds you in the [link 
form as it leaves me.” 

THE IIOIUZONTAE WARRIOR, 

England, 1 greet you once again, 

Your warrior fresh from tight, 

Dear land of rations and of rain, 

Of home and heart's delight. 

My spirit, on a charger tall, 

While flaming pennons dance, 

Wliilo flowers are Hung and trumpets 
call, 

Comes proudly home from Fiance. 

But of this pageant I alone 
Am anywise aware, 

As my poor person, packed and prone, 
Js hoisted hero and there - 

Mere luggage ; yet no swaggei mg blade 
E’er loved you more than J, 

Upon ail English platform laid 
Beneath an English sky. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“ Uncle Anyhow.’' 

In Uncle Anyhow Mr. Sutro designs 
the wholesome sentimental comedy. 
Ingredients : two daughters of a very 
poor and proud and (if you ask me) 
highly improbable inventor of aero- 
planes; Ennynlnale (help!) is in the 
chorus, “ second row, fourth from the 
end,” for sake of two-pound-ten a week, 
not for love of the thing, “ well able to 
take care of herself ” and keep at arm’s 
length impulsive impresarios and man- 
agers (“ Kudo Myn,” they called her 
in the chorus with their ready wit) and 
shepherd her motherless lamb of a 
little sister; brainless but very decent 
young sportsman (who was after the 
lamb) ; his craven father under thumb 
of his entirely odious wife, who, dis- 
approving of both chorus and poverty, 
forbids the banns ; and a retired don, 
very ugly, odd and middle-aged, ex-tutor 
to the young sportsman, who with his 
irreverent fellows dubbed him Uncle 
Anyhow at Oxford. 

The two nicknamed characters are 
the centre of Mr. Sutro’h (shall 1 say?) 
tactful little romance, and ho has spent 
some pains upon them. Uncle Anyhow 
drifts back and forth, desperately shy 
and out of place (in the author’s inten- 
tion), never having seen a pink stocking 
(thorn were, of course, none in Oxford in 
1914), helping the young lovers, him- 
self making love to 44 Rude Myn ” under 
a barrage of whimsical lectures on 
natural history and dotachod observa- 
tions on life, sending five-pound notes 
at critical moments (as when papa 
broke open tho cash-box — with a chisel 
too — and borrowed from the rent hoard 
eight sovereigns to pay for his aeroplane . 
model), and generally comporting him- 1 
self like an old dear. And there is “ Rude 
Myn,” impish, motherly, appallingly 
candid, full of grit and lovableness. 

Now, if you share my respect for 
Mr. Dennis Radik's skill, you can well 
imagine him building up tho character 
of some odd, elderly, untidy, shy, ultra- 
donnish, gradually humanised person 
(as per author's schedule) with sub- 
tlety and conviction. Bub, alas, for 
some reason which I am absolutely 
unable to fathom, Mr. Eaihk appeared 
well-preserved, well-groomed, for the 
most part imperturbably at ease and 
quite good-looking. There is no point 
in Mr. Si Tito’s hero if ho is as present- 
able as Mr. Radik. Can it he that this 
artist lias joined tho sartorial school 
of acting and daren’t face a matinee 
audience with baggy knees or an arti- 
ficially unsymmetrical nose and ruffled 
hair ? Surely it should be quite obvious 
to him that this queer lapse of his 
makes it very difficult for the other 


players, with their constant references 
to his ago and eccentricity. 1 do seri- 
ously ask him to alter all this, for it is 
an important matter of principle going 
deeper than the merits and chances of 
this particular comedy. 

Miss A thunk Seyler made an en- 
tirely charming figure of “ Rude Myn.” 
This attractive character, with more 
stuff to it than is ordinarily served to 
comedy heroines, gavo her versatility 
and vivacity a good chance, which she 
took quite brilliantly. Her quiet un- 
stressed playing in the rather dull open- 
ing (and this dulness offered a tempta- 
tion to let go too soon) led artistically 
to the emotional and lively passages as 



1‘LAIN MVNNKHS OF A FLANK MAN 

ltichanl I'nnrlotr Mn. H A ykion. 

Mr. Flni/rr . . . Mu. Dawson Mu.waud. | 

the character unfolded itself. This j 
actress plays with her head, taking 
risks, 1 admit, hut I hope she will go 
on doing so. I don’t think she quite 
convoyed to us tho gradual dawning of 
he) 1 love, hut (to he fair), looking back, 

I don’t see that Mr. Sutho allowed her 
much opportunity. 

Mr. Fewlaks Llewellyn gave a 
quite delightful little study of a com- 
mercially - minded toy - manufacturer 
with a (self-assisted) sense of humour. 
Mr. Dawson Mjlward as the husband 
henpecked to tho point of abjectness 
saved, by the most skilful and restrained 
handling, a character that might easily 
have boon made unpleasantly impos- 
sible. 

Mr. Randle Ayrton, I am afraid, is 
developing an incurable tendency to 
| over-act, and his disgruntled iuventor 
1 of aeroplanes positively swallowed the 
[ ends of his words in the vehemence of 
| his passion. I feel sure he must see 


j that it throws him out of the perspective 
of the whole and mars the pleasure 
which a considerable talent should give. 
I liked Miss Enid Trevor’s Eliza Jane 
very much ; and Miss Rosa Sullivan did 
an inconceivably cattish snob of a step- 
mother with a really fine tact. Miss 
Lila Maravan will realise that tho 
author has, for reasons of his own, 
overshadowed her part with that of her 
rude sister, and that makes it difficult 
for her. Her name is new to mo, and 
her work sooms of good promise. T. 

PROTEST DE LUXE. 

The lirst meeting of tho L.P.A.L.T. 
(the League of Protest Against Luxury 
; Taxes) was held in Taxton Hall, West- 
minster, last night, when a represen- 
j tativo company of luxurious people 
! passed a number of resolutions against 
j what was happily described as “tor- 
• pedo legislation.” 

j In his opening remarks the Chair- 
| man said that they were to exert all 
the vigilance of which they were cap- 
able to prevent the new Luxury Tax 
; falling upon tho wrong articles. (Loud 
cheers.) Confidence in tho Govern- 
ment, collectively and individually, hav- 
ing long ceased to exist, they could 
| approach the subject with a candour 
not always possible. (Hear, hear.) 

! Everyone there, lie imagined, was suffi- 
ciently patriotic and desirous of winning 
the War to offer no objection to taxa- 
tion where it was right and proper; 

I but what they 7 were met to resist was 
j taxation that was wrong and improper. 
(Loud cheers.) Take, for example, rac- 
ing. There was a sinister rumour that 
some kind of new revenue wns to bo 
exacted from the tired war workers who 
found their relaxation and an outlet 
for their spare cash on tho racecourse. 
Fortunately they had with them that 
evening Sir Tailupp Stout (loud cheers), 
who would tell them why this must he 
resisted tooth and nail. He would not 
detain them further hut call on Sir 
Tailupp to address tho meeting. 

Sir Tailupp Stout, on behalf of tho 
Jockey Club, moved that tho strongest 
possible representation be made to the 
j Chancellor of the Exchequer to 
| refrain from putting a luxury tax on 
race-horses and racing. Racing was 
an essential to the country, especially 
during war. Tt was perhaps true that 
i trials of speed could be made in private 
| and thus effect the only purpose for 
which the sport notoriously existed; 
but was that the British way ? (Loud 
negations.) Were we to be as hole-and- 
corner as that? (Renewed protests.) 
And more, would it be fair to the 
horses ? (Sensation.) The horses' feel- 
ings must be considered too. (Hear, 
hear.) The horse was a noble animal, 
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The Time is Coming 

when war will cease and the pursuits of 
commerce, learning, science, art, &c. 
will be resumed. 

The things that have stood the fiery ordeal 
of war will endure. The shoddy things, whe- 
ther in goods or ideas, will be ruthlessly shed. 

The Allies, caught dreaming of beauti- 
ful democratic Utopias, were nearly swept into 
obscurity by a highly trained brute-nation which 
waited and plotted for “the Day” when it could 
make its wild spring for world domination. 

Russia turned away from her joint task with the Allies 
to play with Socialistic dreams instead of bending her 
strength to help in overthrowing the vilest of tyrannies. 

Poor Russia ! 

Her Vodka was a vile intoxicant, but her Socialism was 
more deadly than her Vodka. 

While our sons are dying that we may live in security 
from the slavery that the brute-nation would impose 
upon us, let us sacrifice everything to support our 
glorious fighters. 

Excess in anything is not only a sin, it is a 
crime against all free nations. 

HAIG 6? HAIG Ltd 
Distillers since 1 679 
57 Southwark Street 
LONDON S K 1 




The Sentinel 
Steam Waggon 


LMlNCir, <)|{ THK LONDON CHARIVARI. 

‘ I'JIlIL 


NOTE- 

Only one 
driver is 
required. 


T IIE neat appearance 
of the Sentinel Steam 
Waggon is a great busi- 
ness-bringing asset, anil the 
Sentinel is so compact in ils 
construction that any difficulty 
in entering narrow gateways 
or awkward corners of goods’ 
yards is easily avoided. All 
driving controls being comfort- 
ably under one man the Sentinel 
is as ea^y to handle as a motor- 
car, even when running under 
its lull load. 


TUT. PROOF 
FOR THE ASKING. 

Sentinel Waggon Works, 

Shrewsbury. 
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ME E COA/OAf/OA L STEAM WACCON 
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who values a clean healthy skin should use only 

SAPON Soaps 

Entirely Different from ai.i. other Soaps. 

A Brighton Doctor writes : — 

“ I * idler every winter from dupped hands, print-ip; used In 

o ot insoluble soaps in tl e eumrely haul watn 
a. iv le.i\ inn tin: li.niils loiifili and di > after using :i imisnf soap h 
using your Rm si.m Tar Snap mv Isu 
1 this laid water, and that 

i.ud ami illy. Ii is a boon to wash 

i; m si\ times of a momin l\ (luring 

' I may add (1 t this soap has a most an 
not rombi ' ' “ (linn*) in tin 

surfaee of tin: watt during its use, i 

,\huh it would do if it combined with the e.\cvssi\ el> haul w 

i this disti il l." 

4d. & 6d. per Tablet 

Oltainalle ihicuc.li the Civil Scant Stoic*, Ilaymaiket, Hatukts Stoic*, amt 
fi in* if til Stoics in f.oiulon ami I’lOiimes: also tin on ah Hoots' Ding Stoics in 
nil the fitm if c.l cities amt tc.ens. Any Stoics, Gioter oi i'hcvnst mu obtain 

if fell 1 gift 1i tilt } 


it foi ion Jiom 

SAPON SOAPS, LIMITED 

Sapon House, London Bridge, E.C. 4. 
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SAPON Wonderful 

lain Tar Soa^) 1 


On the 
Alert ! 

H OW much we owe to the 
ceaseless watch kept by our 
magnificent Navy! Save for a 
very rare “ tip and run ” exploit, 
the enemy must keep his ships 
safe in harbour behind his mine- 
fields. II is submarines, out to 
“ sink without trace, *’ meet their 
reward at the hands of our Navy. 

Vigilance and 
Efficiency 

are the watchwords of the Navy- 
without these qualities, satisfaction 
is never attained, whether in warfare 
or commerce. 


Wood -Milne 

British made 

MOTOR TYRES 

arc subject to scrutiny that never 
slackens. Faults cannot escape the eye 
of the “ look-out .' '* 


Therefore, in buying Wood- Milne 
British-made Tyres, you take the 
minimum risk of getting any- 
thing but the best. 


WOOD -MILNE, LIMITED, 

21, A!. WON STREET, GAYTHORN, MANCHESTER. 
’Phone: City 8774. Teleg. : “ Wudmilii,” Manchester. 

I.oml n, Preston, New castle, Bristol, Birmingham, 
Glasgow, Belfast, Dublin, <!fcc. 
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unaccustomed to race in private. No, 
not only should racing go on, hut it 
must he treated in a lenient spirit by 
tho Government. It was cruel — nay, 
ho would go farther and say it was un- 
sportsmanlike — to ask a beautiful fiery 
creature, already burdened with a 
jockey and numberless “shirts," to 
carry a luxury lax as well. (Cheers.) 
Humanity cried out against it. The 
It.S.P.C.A. would not allow it. (Great 
applause.) 

Mr. Alf Oddson, on bohalf of tho 
Bookmakers' Longue of Pity for Them- 
selves, bogged to support tho gallant 
gentleman whose breezy speech they 
had so much enjoyed. (Applause.) 
Speaking as a sportsman he held that 
racing was not only so essentially a 
British gentleman’s pursuit as always 
to be entitled to preferential treatment, 
but that tho spectacle at tho present 
time, during critical battles, of crowds 
of people hurrying to Newmarket with 
plenty of money for gambling purposes 
could not but hearten our Allies. (Re- 
newed applause.) 

Colonel Co 13, speaking on behalf of 
Turf journalists, who surely wero as 
hard working a class of men as any in 
the country (cheers), considering that 
man) 7 of them had never seen a race- 
horse in their lives until the exigencies 
of Fate got it between the shafts of a 
London cab, begged to support the last 
speakers. Racing was a Fleet Street 
industry and must not bo hampered. 
(Loud cheers). 

After further remarks on the topic of 
racing, marked by a pronounced unan- 
imity, tho Hon. Ernest Redd Potter rose 
to take up tho cudgels on behalf of all 
those who find their relaxation, after 
long hours of toil, in playing billiards or 
snooker’s pool. Some one, lie said, had 
been so unimaginative as to suggest 
that that useful and necessary adjunct 
to civilised life, tho billiard table, should 
he taxed also as a luxury. Luxury! 
(Loud laughter.) lie -unde stood that 
the French Luxury Tax included bil- 
liard- tables ; l)u t, much as he admired 



our brave Allies across the Channel 
in many respects, ho could not go with 
them all the way. (Sensation.) More- 
over, what was the good of taxing a 
table that had no pockets? (Rcnowed 
laughter.) 

Following the debate on the billiard- 
table tax thus brilliantly opened, which 
ended in another unanimous vote in 
favour of remitting any such unfair 
imposts, the meeting was addressed 
by Mr. Boyd Constant, the gravity of 
whose demeanour struck immediate 
gloom. He had that day heard, said 
the new speaker, that it was proposed 
to put a luxury tax on all wines which 
exceeded a certain price per bottle ; and 


this naturally would strike at the very 
heart of conviviality, because cham- 
pagne must necessarily come within 
its scope. Now whatever the last 
speaker might think of French saga- 
city when it taxed billiard-tables, there 
could be no doubt that France was 
inspired when she produced cham- 
pagne. On sunless days where could 
sun be found? In champagne. (Cheers.) 
On joyless days where could joy 
be found? In champagne. (Renewed 
cheers.) When there was no victory 
for us on the Front, where could 
victory be found? In the same place! 
(Terrific applause.) Was it not, then, 
monstrous even to whisper of taxing 


this benelieent fluid ? ife bad a bottle 
with him. (Uproar.) . . . 

When, after a while, the audience 
had returned from the platform to their 
[scats, tho Chairman put tho various 
resolutions, exempting certain so-called 
i luxuries from taxation, to the meet- 
1 ing, and all were vociferously agreed 
to. It was then decided to lay the 
report of tho proceedings before Mr. 
Bonah Law without delay, and the 
[company dispersed, chiefly in their 
I own cars. 

| “ Wanted. — Robust diameter woman (would 

! not object to joint). '' Theatrical Paper . 

I Who would in these rationing times ? 
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TWO PICTURES. 

Dear Mr. Food-Controller, — At this moment; I am 
not very sure of your mime. For a time you were Lord 
Dkvontout, and then you became Lord Rhondda, and then 
there came a devastating rumour that you wore to bo 
somebody else, namo not stated. Now you have harked 
back to Lord Rhondda, and tins is good hearing, for under 
that namo you had done the State pome service, people j 
had got usod to you, and, though a few hero and there 
grumbled and groused — what will men not grou-o about 
oven in those days? — the vast majority at home recognised ' 
your decrees as being necessary and were glad to note how j 
smoothly the now machine worked in your hands, and how ! 
easily the people accommodated themselves to what was, 
required of them. It is no small feaL to have accomplished j 
this in a world suspicious of even the slightest, change. So 1 
hero wo are, living under the coupon system and, un the : 
whole, very little the worse for it. Some of the credit of j 
this must go to the people who arc afTecled by it ; but even 
when that deduction is made a large pmpoition must 
remain with you. So please stick to your po-t, Lord 
Rhondda, and loop on giving us a geneious display of 
common-sense. That’s that; and I fancy 1 have got you 
into a good temper and that you are willing to listen with 
an open mind to tho litt-lo complaint that I wish to bring 
before you. 

I had a letter from the Western Front the other day from 
a friend who in happier days was an efficient solicitor, and is 
now an efficient Major in a London regiment. He spoke 
with intense admiration of tho fighting quality of his men 
and praised their cheerfulness and kindness to one another 
under difficult circumstances. “ One thing,” he said, “ will 
amuse you. About a week ago we were marching through 
what had once boon a village and was now a mere collection 
of ruins. There wasn’t, a trace of life in the w hole place so 
far as wo could see, except, that, as we passed, a lean and I 
famished little dog issued from a fanmaid and stood! 
watching us. Everybody whistled to him or called to him, 
and at last ho seemed to make up his mind and took his 
place in the ranks and stepped it gallantly between Bert of 
Feck ham and Alf of Camberwell. From that moment, he 
has remained with us, and is being fed hark into robust 
health by our particular portion of the great Hi it ish Army. 
All the men are devoted to him and see to it that, he gets 
his food. It is little enough now and then, but still lie gets 
it; and the men would resent as offensive any suggestion 
that their new little friend should not be allowed to draw 
his ration. They tell one another anecdotes showing bis 
brilliant intelligence, and feel in some obscure way that the j 
luck of the section with which he marches is hound up j 
with him. Quo of tho corporals has manufactured for him j 
an anti-poison-gas outfit, which ho wears very ludicrously 
and very proudly.” 

That is one picture. Hero is another of a very different 
sort. During the past week or so a painful and deplor- 
able rumour has come to our ears, and wo have been 
told with varying degrees of assurance! that no more dog 
biscuits are to he manufactured, and that, on the exhaustion 
of the existing stocks, dogs will have to go without food, 
which means, of course, that tho vast majority of dogs 
will have to come to an end, for our own food ration 
has been so greatly cut down that, even if we were allowed 
to share it with our dogs, it could not ho done. Dogs 
therefore will have to starve, or will bo “put down,” or, 
as a third alternative, will have to be taken to Flanders, 
and attaohed to some generous body of soldiery. And mind 
you, Lord Rhondda, this offensive against our gentle and 
loyal friends is to take place in spite of the declaration 


made by famous manufacturers of dog food that the biscuits 
so much relished by dogs are made up of ingredients abso- 
lutely unfit for human food, so that there can bo no ques- 
tion that, if dogs aro still to be fed on food specially 
made for them, any human being will bo nearer to 
starvation by the fraction of a crumb. No, my dear Lord 
Rhondda, let us observe some measure in our rationing 
processes, and let us not rejoice the hearts of the Gormans 
by reducing our dogs to starvation and ourselves to 
absurdity. Can anyone give mo a sound reason why stuffs 
that are good for dogs and had for human beings should not 
be made up into dog food ? I venture to call your attention 
to this matter because I know' that it is deeply felt by many 
who aro friends of the friend of man. Do pray look into it, 
and don’t givo way to the man who, having oneo been 
harked at by a Pekinese, roes himself pursued by Great 
Danes and wolfhounds through the remaining period of his 
existence. 

1 am, dear Lord Rhondda, with all respect, 

Yours faithfully, A Dogmatist. 

THE TURN OF THE TIED. 

[‘•The whole T’.nipire o\\o< tho Civil Service a lasting det t of grili- 
tiklo."- 77/.’ War Cabinet's J'eporl . j 

Ci'TiiHKirr, in placid days before the War 

You played at work, remote and bureaucrat ie, 

“ Like tountains in the Square, from ten to four,” 

A phrase dogmatic, 

J > 1 1 1 true- how could a layman dare to doubt, it, 

When no Press comment wits complete without it ? 

The War produced your name. You wore the 1 tay 
Of journalists who saw on the horizon 
The hopeless dawning of a sfuntless day, 

And put us wise on 

Your oomhing-out- a heart’s cry from the natii n - 
(You couldn’t much affect their circulation). 

Foamed at the mouth The Mail and Kvcnimj 
Scathingly censured your elusive habits, 

Taught Hammersmith to call you cmhus-kews, 

Drew* you as rabbits, 

Saving your precious skins from things untoward, 

Like Rhondda’s coneys when the price was loweud. 

The business man took up the daily dirge ; 

** Erass ” joined the paper and tho comb in chorus : 
And each self-made commercial Demiurge, 

Set to rule o’er us, 

Saw* naught of yours that he could not impiove on : 

“ Down with red tape and let me get a move on.” 

They let him, and he fairly made things hum 
At iirst with posters, jobs and commandeering, 

Eut, when results were reckoned lip, tho sum 
Was far from cheering ; 

So came to grief your critics, and I wondered 
If, in obscuring you, w r e had not blundered. 

But when, surveying all, the Cabinet 

(Once by the Press and Business given a halo) 
Ungrudgingly records tho Empire’s debt 
To you who lay low, 

I take that verdict, as a wise man doth, 

And almost raise my hat, 0 priceless Cutli. ! 

“ It would scorn, indeed, that the Allies are beating tho enemy in 
their field tactics as well as in bravery and efficiency. Suuimou lias 
met his David. The fight is not finished.” — Daily Dispatch. 

In fact the real tug-of-war will not begin until Delilah 
tackles Goliath. 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr . J’unch's Sta ff of Learned Clerics.) 

I am rather inclined to call Second Marriage (Skcker) 
the host, because certainly the most direct and compre- 
hensible, story that I have yet read ovor tho signature of 
Viola Meynell. The marriage in question was that of 
Ismay Hunt and Arnold Glimour. This Ismay was one of 
a largo family of girls, and just before the opening of the 
tale had wedded Hunt, of whom we are told that ho was 
rich beyond dreams and adored his wife so fervently that, 
believing her disappointed with the union, he promptly 
died, and from motives of delicacy left her hut a bare three 
thousand of capital. A hint here of the old subtlety. Much 
more obvious is the uncomfortable situation of poor Ismay , 
who, faced with a general expectation that she should 
finance her sister’s love-match and generally play tho 
goddess in the gilded car, has to tell the assembled two 
families that it simply won’t run to it. (Only of courso 
Ismay expresses herself moi'o elegantly than this.) It runs 
to it less than ever after she has mot and fallen headlong 
in lovo with Arnold , becauso thenceforward the throe thou- 
sand becomes definitely assigned to liis projects for a 
pumping-engine to drain tho fens among which the scone 
of the story is iaid. Much of tho charm and cleverness of 
the book comes from the part that the manipulation of this 
water-power plays in the plot; else what you may admiro 
most is the skill with which the two protagonists, with 
their almost violent individuality, are made to stand out 
from a crowd whoso collective ambition is to be as much 


like each other and ovorybody else as possiblo. Ismay 
especially doth bestrido tho story liko a fomale Colossus; 
and her vitality is, I feel, of enormous benefit to a society 
that but for these strenuous lovers would remain a little 
devoid of any conspicuous activities cither of mind or body. 

Mr. W. Pett Ridge is tho wise bird. IIo sings his 
songs twice over, and many times more than twice, hut 
always with somo touch of freshness. Moreover he has 
in full measure the careless rapture that comes from an 
apparent enjoyment of his own themes. For example, tho 
latest story, Top Speed (Methuen), which treats of precisely 
tho typo of kindly Cockneys, small tradesmen with largo 
hearts, whom tho author has made peculiarly his own. This 
timo it is tho Mayor of a London Rorough and his family 
whose development-- hut especially that of tho Mayor and 
Mayoress — from a milk-shop to honours and aflluenco is 
sketchod with a smiling sympathy that almost obscures tho 
fact that tho whole thing is a fairy tale. I daresay you can 
imagine already tho members of the Donaldson home circle— 
tho capable daughter and tho not so satisfactory son, also, 
of courso, that characteristic figure of tho observor within 
the (area) gates, tho caustically critical "general.” (What, 
by tho way, do London kitchens think of Mr. Pett Ridoe? 
I have often been tempted to this inquiry.) Through 
domestic trials and the hazards of public life, in tho fierco 
light that beats upon a scailet robe, tho upward progress of 
tho Donaldsons forms a most happy entertainment, of which 
perhaps the author’s own title is tho only needed criticism. 
Would thoy, one can’t help asking in tho infroqyont pauses, 
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go quite so fast or be so uniformly efficient ? Also I record 
my conviction that the otherwise admirable mot describing 
diaorosis as “ a complaint that brings out two black spots,” is 
an unlikely contribution to dialogue in a milk-shop parlour. 


English acquaintances- and more particularly tc the hero 
himself. 


If Mrs. George Wemybb could have abandoned the rather 
tiresome staccato of her phrasing and the pursuit of infi- 
nitesimal jokes almost to the verge of facetiousness I should 
have enjoyed her Impossible People (Constable) more whole- 
heartedly. I think Parson Templar and his wife Joanna (he the man in question to bo a sport and carry on the decep 
used to preach ex-tempore sermons from he* notes— which tion, she is “ going some.” But Beatrix is the spoilt scion 


I did not find Scandal (Hurst and Blackett) nearly so 
startling as I think the author, Mr. Cosmo Hamilton, 
intended it to be. True, one may say that, when Beatrix 
Vanderdyke , in order to escape a wigging from her family, 
mendaciously tells them that she is secretly married to a man 
whom in actual fact she hardly knows, and coolly calls upon 


was awkward when the third page was part of a letter to a 
friend) are really so impossible that they must have existed ; 
and perhaps that’s why, for all their queerness— a nice 
kind of queerness which took the form of an all embracing 
charity and tolerance — they are more alive than some of 
the other people whom I am not sure (such is my dulncss) 
the author meant to be quite as impossible as they are. 
The Templars adopted a girl-child who turned out ill — or 
illish — and a sort of housemaid who did exceedingly well, 
became a distinguished 
ornithologist (I was never 
certain whether she really 
discovered a now kind of 
bird), found a charming 
squire and — I think, but 
can’t swear to it, for the 
text is again obscure — 
provod to bo an aristocrat 
of illegitimate birth ; which 
is very comforting, for 
blood, you know, will tell. 

By tho way, I would ask 
the author if “ talking in 
paregorics” is a likely 
malapropism ? I am sure 
she is candid enough to 
say No and not let it occur 
again. 

Mr. Guv Fleming, in 
a story which for no very 
apparent reason he calls 
Over The Hills and Far 
Away (Longmans), rather 
gives one the impression 
that this attempt to achieve a novel of action, of the Gretna 
Green school, is all against his natural bent. Certainly his 
Duncan Ferricr rescues damsels in distress, confronts 
villains, hobnobs with highwaymen and displays a marked 





Tho K night-1! r rant ( who has come , at great personal risk, to rescue an 
imprisoned damsel , suddenly changing his mind), 44 Do not bf. alarmed, 
DEAR LADY. I WAS JUST PARSING AND THOUGHT I WOULD LOOK IN. BY 
THE WAY, I’VE BROUGHT YOU A SKIPPING-ROPE. No DOUBT YOU ARE IN 
NEED OF EXERCISE. UOOD-BYE ! *’ 


of a multi-millionaire race, and is in the habit of going some, 
and (if one may enlarge upon that Transatlantic idiom) 
then some more. Fortunately or unfortunately she has 
selected for her victim another young plutocrat, who, if not 
equally spoilt, is equally in tho habit of going some when the 
occasion calls for going in any form. Being not unnaturally 
indignant at the position he has been placed in by the girl’s 
selfish and unnecessary aotion, Pelham Franklin proceeds 
to get some of his own back by playing tho husband with 

a realism that gives the 
spoilt Beatrix tho fright 
of her young life. Having 
earned her undying hatred 
it follows that in tho 
course of ensuing chap- 
ters ho will win her love 
— having first, of course, 
fallen in lovowith Beatrix 
himself — and that the wed- 
ding will ultimately take 
place in real earnest. The 
story is smoothly told and 
tho interest cleverly sus- 
tained, and if a slight air 
of unreality overhangs the 
whole it is rather because 
Mr. Hamilton has selected 
highly - coloured subjects 
than because he has over- 
painted his picture. Scan- 
dal, in short, is a distinct 
improvement on much that 
the author lias written of 
late, and more nearly re- 

J calls tho work upon which 

his reputation as a Society novelist was founded. 


even 


Senjt. Spud Tamson , V.C. (Hutchinson) is a sequel, but 
on if you have missed (as I have) the former * 


hook your 



ing scoundrel, or hero, John Paul Jones, plays tho leading 
part ; yet somehow it does not do. Kven the freest use of 
such recognised incidents of everyday life in the eighteenth 
century as robberies, duels and smuggling affrays does not 


lias embraced it with both arms and demanded a fresh 
supply. It is the kind of literature which nothing but war 
could have produced, and when I mention that various 
characters in these chapters are called by such names as 


WIAWUlL J IVQ UUU4D — JT J 

savo the book from being almost inconceivably wooden, so Algy Diehard , Colonel Me Indoo -Me Mu ran , Jock Bednose 
that when that dull dog and weathercock lover, Duncan, and so forth, you will understand that its humour is not 
finally arrives at present felicity and a prospective earldom likely to appeal to tho High-Brows. Captain Campbell 
one has hardly patience to congratulate him on either believes in calling a Spud a Spud , and if his frankness is 
event. On the other hand, the story, kept together mainly occasionally amazing there is no resisting his high spirits 
by such well-worn threads as the idiosyncracies of the and vivacity. Above all the Army, with gpod reason, has 
Scottish marriage-law and of the Scottish language, does j adopted Spud, , and so 1 must believe that the more books 
contain minor sketches of real beauty and interest. For we have about him the better it will be for the cause, 
the old minister, Duncan's tutor, and his robel friend, the 

laird, Iron Qray t in their environment of heather and rock, “ The Little Village.” 

and even for that old shrivelled parchment, the family u Lord and Lady have retired to London from Scotland.” 

lawyer, one has a welcome which one refuses to the hero’s Surrey Advertiser . 
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r|4Amy hundredth birthday. We understand action has been taken, for it has boon 

CrrlAmVARIA. he still h a g a V ory vivid memory of upheld in the courts to ho illegal to 

“ Hbue,” says a journalist, dealing things that happened before the War. throw things out of a moving train, 
with the Royal Academy, 44 the horrors *,* 

of war are brought home to us.” All The fifty thousand pounds' worth of Owing to differences of opinion 1x5- 
fcho same we feel he need not have been jewellery stolen en route to Bombay tween Mr. Pmrjp Snowden and Mr. 

quite so bitter about it. from the mails has not boon recovered, Henderson wo gather that the Mii- 

and the postal authorities are consider- lennium has been indefinitely post- 

44 The secret of health,” says a con- ing as a last expedient whether they ponod. 
temporary, 11 is the eating of onions.” ought not to offer the thieves fifty per 

The trouble, of course, is to keep it a cont. of the film rights if they will Mr. T homas Lol <ui,M. 1\, having eom- 
secret. ... ... appear and reconstruct the main inci- plained that the Press do not give full 

dents of the robbery. , roports of private Meml>crs’ speeches, 

A Nottingham man has boon sent to j several newspapers havo threatened to 

prison for imposing on a solicitor. Fine Me, a Chinaman, was charged * do so. 

This innocent and helpless class 
must he protected. 




Friends of Peace by Under- /' ' , x not apply to burglars unless they 

standing received a severe set- a * ) fc. confine them solves to making 

hack last week when a natur- ' ' J : off with lieavy articles, 

alized German was fined one i I 

pound for assault. The defend- ^"TTi ■ ■■■& ■ ‘ , \ — - The “ Eotulisin ” germ is said 

ant first insulted a fellow-pas- to have been brought to this 

songer, an Englishman, and then - ftTlT t- jp-Q- i ft ft I cou ntry m imported canned 

hit him on tho fist with liis jaw. foods, and tho police are keep- 

poem” by Mr. William Wal- No corroborative evidence was 

lace, entitled ‘‘ Wallace, 1305 — Tji ~~ produced l)y the Pomeranian 

1905.” It seems impossible that which was charged with eating 

adequate justice can havo been - < !l moat pio in a London ros- 

dono to all the intervening | J KEEP OFF taurant and defended itself on 

Wallaces. - Vy ^ ^ jf M the ground that tho pie snapped 

! jg&iif**** /A THp^CREENjOj^f^p^^. at it first. 

By tho agreement with ilol-j 

land, only supplies for Belgium ' * r * ' j “ ^unksu Sami*ans. 

maybe shipped from Germany ^ ^0* .' ' v Tm rompHil «>rs entered, their boats 

over tho Limburg Railway. It * ------ L’iug gaily decorated with tlii^s, mill 

is anticipated that thousands of 4?*. •» very amusing race resulted in tin-. 

«;™» *Mm will l«™ over . . ; J#' KS3 CSSftr* ! * " 

this route disguised as pork. Jtouijfomg Overseas Mail. 

Wry amusing- particularly for 

Trotsky has addressed an- •- , 4 , * , 1T ml,* 

n , m i rx , *vr^ - ^ 7 tlie crew of the second, 

other sharp note to Germany, ; ^ 

hinting that if she continues to ! ^ 

violate tho hrost-Lllovsk treaty Til]-: AMENDED <K)LK COl KSE. . Kilnilo, its present appellation liav 

MlO Bolslievik Government will > - J in*? horn ',ul)snr|m‘ntly uonfonvil on it. 

lake immediate steps to do nothing | at a London Polico Court with keeping I in honour of St. Andrew tho Apo«tio, Hnymi 
about it. •. ... | opium-smoking utensils. It was a rash i ri - Ju:ts of uh <,m 11 un< ^ hoa.Mod of possessing. 

, „ . , , f< . . Hiins to <1o with a namo liko that. jThoSamtappoiuslohavol.^na.nucl.- 

"Itomach and Go., rum inci’cliants, manio.l n,an. Was ll.afc wl>y l,o f..nk 

are to he wound up, says a news item. We have not had to wait long to seo ; 

That may be, but it would ho more the otfect of tho 44 No Confetti ” order, j ll ^ * ' ' 


I W 7 e mnlcistand that the extra 
| ration for manual workers will 
not apply to burglars unless they 
confine themselves to making 
j off with heavy articles. 

Tho “ Botulism ” germ is said 
to have been brought to this 
country in imported canned 
foods, and tho polico are konp- 
, ing a sharp look-out at all our 
ports. .. .. 

N o corroborative evidence was 
produced by tho Pomeranian 
which was charged with eating 
( a moat pio in a London res- 
taurant and defended itself on 
, t.he ground that tho pie snapped 
at it first. 

| “1'niNr.sK Sam cans. 

• Trn ooiupH itors (.‘litcnul, their Ijn.ds 
bring gaily deeor.ited with flags, and 
a very » musing race resulted in the, 
winner passing the post only ;t length 
behind i lie second.” 

Jtmujhmy Overseas il/a/7. 

\Vry amusing- particularly for 
the crew of the second. 


TJ1E AMENDED (K)EF COl KSE. 


W : e have not had to wait long to seo! 


tlie ofi'ect of tho 44 No Confetti ” order, j 


• hi. Andrews was originally railed 
Kilnile, its present appellation hav- 
ing been '.nhserpiently conferred on it 


St. .Uulreics Chnmu lv. 
The Haiti t appears to havo been a miich- 
manied man. Was that why he took 


dignified to follow tho usual custom of At a Dorchester wedding one of tho ! rm “ \ ,R, J X cojiinig into jaMi urn. 

7 : .1 no „ , , . i , , i ”, j * j • j , r l ho handworkers aro iiowllic suet of l he earl h 


“ In the House of Commons dining- 
room,” says The E veiling News , 4 ‘ several 


referring to them as enemy traders. guests hurled two plates at the hri.lc- ! 

groom. , on an etjualily with them an possible.” 

“ In the House of Commons dining- Weekly VM/* v. 

room,” says The Keening News,* 1 several A Kingston-on-Thames publican re- , It will he a difficult task, for suet ei 
Members were enjoying thoir checreuil jccntly returned two barrels of beer to! any kind, as every liousowifo knows, L 
cn casserole." This form of game is the brewers, because he had too much, j almost unattainable. 

likely to become popular now that tho | Since tin’s announcement wo under- i — — 

debate on the Maurice letter has spoilt ! stand that it has been offered a good “ Ihdoro sailing f«*i* Kgspl |^ oI “i <l r ‘ 

Members appetite for scapegoat on , home. >f**cntiti cd ‘ StinK’whfiv in Enghind, 

toast. *’ 1 hrginning - 

The Athlono police have arrested a Kmus or lln i a maiism.’* 

"Mr. Hkniiy Solomon', residing in man for throwing his wife out of aj l>ov*t r»nntyClnouh 

Midlothian, has celebrutod his one- j railway carriage. \Vo are glad that ( A really beautiful opening line. 


lloforc sailing f«n* Egypt J<d»n sjx-nl .1 
days ill .md no «loubl. then wtnl* tin 

entitled ‘ Stiinewlnre in England, 
hi -ginning 

I*: i-i i i. is or II i i ri MAriSM.” 

Jhjvsrt <' tnuitj f ChuHth 


VO!.. CL! V. 
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THE MAURICE AFFAIK AND OTHERS. 

“ Recruit." — You say that you con- 
sider your duty as a citizen to ho more 
sacred than your duty as a soldier, 
and that was the reason why you ab- 
sented yourself from parade in order 
to assist at the killing of your first home- 
grown pig. Wo are afraid wo cannot 
take up your case. 

“ Politics under Arms.” — You are 
misinformed. There is no intention of 
finding a new post for General Maurice 
as Director of Political Operations. 

“Party Ueiieh Alles."-- Wo note 
your satisfaction, as an ex-member of 
the late Ministry, at the establishment, 
for tho first time since the inauguration 
of Armageddon, of a definite Opposition, 
organised with full equipment of Whips 
and Party funds to harass the Govern- 
ment which is responsible for the con- 
duct of the War. This satisfaction is 
cordially shared by the enemy, and 
their disappointment over the failure 
of your recent attack, from which they 
Imped great things, is very hitter. 

“ Divided Duty.”— You are engaged 
on important national service and find 
the greatest difficulty in attending at 
tho House of Commons for the weekly 
crisis. Have you consulted Mr. As- 
quith or Mr. Pringle ? We are con- 
fident that if you put your case to them 
they would consider it favourably, and 
possibly arrange for these crises to 
occur only once a fortnight, at any rate 
during the presold offensive at iheothor 
Front. 

“Hard C \sk.”- We appreciate your 
scruples. You are in the early forties 
and perfectly fit for general service, 
yet so long as you are drawing foun 
hundred pounds a year as a Member] 
of Parliament you hesitate to indulge | 
your ardour for the trenches to the! 
neglect of duties nearer home. Our ad- ] 
vice to you is to ignore these scruples, 
however manly and creditable to you. 
On Hie other matter which you raise - 
tho difficulty of finding house accom- 
modation at Maidenhead— wo have no 
useful advice to put at your service. 

“ Anti-George.” — We agree with 
you that war lias its drawbacks. Hut 
when you go on to say that the chief 
of these is a tendency to distract the 
Opposition from its purpose in life, 
namoly, to embarrass the Government 
of the day, we cannot follow you. We 
think you have greatly overrated this 
alleged tendency. 

“ Under the Clock.” — Many thanks 
for the unsolicited paragraph in The 
Daily Ncics describing our language to- 
wards tho onemy as beingintho Billings- 
gate vein. In spite of this gentle re- 


buke, and at tho risk of offending the 
readers of your patriotic organ by hurt- 
ing the feelings of the Huns, wo propose 
to go on saying just what wo think of tho 
Kaiser and his friends. By the way, 
have you ever tried standing in front 
of tho clock, instead of underneath it? 
You will find the former position more 
convenient for seeing tho time of day. 

“ Pax et Vh.eteuea Nihil" — Wo 
are obliged to you for your recommenda- 
tion of Beauchamp’s Puce Pills for Palo 
Pacifists; but wc are not taking any. 

“ Brightonian.” We feel sure that 
the Board of Trado will consider your 
claims to the privileges of a soason- 
ticket holder if you point out that you 
have for some time been a hond’jidc 
resident in Brighton during tho more 
prominent phases of tho moon. It 
will not he necessary for you to re- 
mind the authorities of the national 
importance of tho Gatwick race meet- 
ings — a point which they already re- 
cognise. O. S. 

WAR-TIME DISEASES. 

Under existing circumstances and 
with the present shortago of doctors a 
self-made physician thinks it wiso to 
warn the public that new diseases are 
springing up amongst us every day. 
Tho following are a few of the most 
common, which in many cases lend 
themselves to simple homo treatment : 

Quack Fever, 

This is caused by eating vegetable 
duck. The symptoms include a ten- 
dency to waddle and to flat feet, with a 
shortening of the legs. Change of diet 
is essential. 

Ur /tf hi Disease. 

This is an offal disease, caused by 
eating lights and other bright objects. 
The patient complains bitterly when 
asked to protrude his tongue. 

Sausayeria, 

The symptoms include snatching at 
stray animals. Visits to tho Zoo should 
he prohibited. 

Daymare. 

Tho patient suffers from hallucina- 
} lions, ilo fancies that small parcels 
! of all shapes and sizes are hanging 
from every linger, toe and button. There 
is a great feeling of restriction and 
pressure. Bending, bursting and tear- 
ing sounds are heard continuously. A 
brain sedative may he tried to relieve 
the discomfort. 

AUolvunups, ' 

The sight becomes impaired, with a 
tendency to magnify or see double. The 
tongue becomes swollen and exhausted. 


Jealousy is a serious symptom. The 
disease may lead to insomnia and man- 
slaughter if not taken in time. Cooling 
drinks relievo tho tension. 

Couponenza. 

Tho senses reel and there is difficulty 
in making the mind act. There is an 
increase in appetite, but the digestion 
is upset. There may ho a marked an- 
tipathy to rico and eggs. Change of 
see no and diet is essontial. 

Polyphasia. 

Thoro is considerable tension of tho 
tonsils, which the patient tries to re- 
lievo by talking to strangers in omni- 
bus, tram or train. Tho discomfort 
may ho reduced by sucking anti-con- 
versation lozenges. 

Cuthhertitis, 

Tlicro is a tendency to amrmia and 
chattering of tho teeth. A lack of 
interest is shown in anyone or anything 
hut tho sufferer. Soft or feather beds 
should he avoided, and alcohol, tea and 
smoking prohibited. 

Pushulismun. 

This diseaso is prevalent in crowded 
places. The temper is much affected 
and physical and vocal powers are 
temporarily increased to an abnormal 
extent. Tho elbows tend to sharpen 
and tho feet to stamp. The pain may 
he relieved by long walks, or by soli- 
tary confinement and the avoidance of 
stimulants. 

Ncurata.via, 

Tho patient is subject to sudden 
spasms of apprehension and betrays a 
disposition to burrow in tho bowels 
of the earth, lie may become unintel- 
ligible or speak in a foreign tongue. 
The sufferer should ho withdrawn from 
his favourite haunts. Quiet is essential 
and a course of barbed wire may he 
necessary. . 

“In the Spring . . 

“ \Ya n ltd, Young Lady, for fancy.” 

Provincial Paper. 

“It is upsetting somewhat the plans of the 
high (ionium oflicers who arc arranging things 
from afar through telescopes down which they 
shout their orders .” — Liverpool Daily Post . 

Why could not wo have thought of this 
useful gadget ? 

The bringing-down of Baron von 
Richthofen , though claimed by a 
British airman, is widely attributed in 
the German Press to a certain “Gunner 
Lewis,” who thus takes his place among 
Hie immortals by the side of Sorgoant 
Hotchkiss, Corporal Archibald, and 
Bombardiers Pom-pom and Soixantc- 
Quinze. 
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WOMAN -POWER. 

Ceres. “ SPEED THE PLOUGH ! ” 

Ploughman. "I DON’T KNOW WHO YOU ARE, MA’AM, 13 UT IT’S NO GOOD SPEEDING 
THE PLOUGH UNLESS WE CAN GET THE WOMEN TO DO THE HARVESTING.” 

[Fifty thousand more women are wanted on the land to tako the place of men called to tlio colours, if the harvest is to bo got in.] 
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THE STOLEN PYJAMAS. 

By some curious oversight the com- 
pilers of King’s Regulations and Army 
Council Instructions have failed alto- 
gether to lay down the proper course 


places at the Front it often sleeps in ; 
its hoots and puttees and trousers as j 
well, hut even in camp at homo one 
very rarely sees any man break the i 
unwritten law which ordains that shirt ! 
and pants are the eorroct attire (for! 


ho had soen the Colonel directing affairs 
amid the ruins of his marquee, clad in 
the missing pyjamas. 

There was no doubt in his mind, 
because a convenient ilasli of lightning 
enabled him to see the stain on the 


of action for a private to take whon ho 
suspects that his Commanding Officer 
has stolen his night-wear. Otherwise 
Coddington might have got tho pro- 
motion for which ho had been rocom- 
mondod, for ho was always a consci- 
entious youth, and ever sinco he joiuod 
tho Army he had tried to make himself 
a good soldier. lie never swung the 
lead. Ho never disnboyed an order. 


all soldiers not holding commissions) 
between “ Lights Out ” and “ Reveille.” 

There are a few exceptions. Codding- 
ton was one. 

Ignoring the insults and badinage 
hurled at him when he lirst produced 
thorn, ho got into his pyjamas every 
night until at last they excited no com- 
ment, though every other man in tho 
battalion knew of their existence. 


left pyjama which ho had made a fow 
weeks previously by upsetting a bottle 
of marking-ink. 

“ 1 mean to got them back,” ho told 
I me in tho morning. “It's not that I 
I mind losing them. What I object to 
is the infernal liberty that ’s been taken 
with mo.” 

“What are you going to do?” \ 
asked. “ Accuse him of theft ? ” 


And ho spent hours swotting up K.R.s 
and A.C.I.s and things like that, so that 
ho might know tho right way of doing 
everything. Hut ho had one weakness. 

Pyjamas are all very well in their 
place. 1 have worn them myself, and 
I liopo to do so again. I liko them. 
But it is quito clear from his experience 
that there are times when tho posses- 
sion of a sleeping suit may bo a very 
great handicap to a young man who is 
trying to make his way in the world. 

I hope I am giving nothing away to 
tho enemy when I say that, so far as 
the rank and tile are concerned, the 
British Army sleeps in its pants. In 
the trenches and other uncomfortable 


Suddenly they disappeared. We were 
all going to bed in a gloomy mood, fur 
it was a wet and stormy night, when 
Coddington discovered his loss. None 
of us took the faintest interest in it, 
despite the fact that lie accused every ; 
man in our tent in turn oE rising to | 
pull his leg. 

“ I got the clean ones back from the ; 
laundry to-day,” lie said, “ and put 
thorn on my blankets. Someone must 
have taken thorn away.” 

“ Obviously,” growled one of the 
accused, and the rest of us thought no 
! more about the matter until the, middle 
, of the night, whon a gale wrecked half 
! the camp and Coddington declared that 


“Why not?” 

“ Rather a delicate job, isn’t it, charg- 
ing your O.C. with petty larceny ? ” I 
ventured. 

“ O.C. or not,” answered Coddington, 
“ 1 don’t see why ho should be allowed to 
go about the country pinching people’s 
pyjamas. All tho same I don't quite 
know how to tackle tho business.” 

“ Why not go and askjiim whether 
he knows he s got your pyjamas? ” . 
j “He must know, you idiot. But a 
private can't approach a Colonel unless 
I he s taken by an N.C,0. f and I don’t 
want to. show , him up to the. whole 
camp if he *s man enough to own. up 
and return *om. I think I *11 ask *tlie 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. -Mav 19 IN. 


Incomparable 

T here is nothing to compare 
with an Overland for all-round 
utility and fine appearance. So com- 
plete is the range of models that it 
includes a car for practically every 
need of motoring. 

There is a model to suit your purse, one 
of which you will always be proud — 
beautiful in outline, perfect in finish, cap- 
able of speed and endurance, convenient 
to drive, simple to control, and turned 
out by manufacturers whose output 
is so enormous that they are abund- 
antly able to maintain their guarantee. 

Every Overland Car is manufactured 
under conditions which ensure to the 
purchaser all the advantages of economy 
with quality and elegance of appointment. 

We are booking orders now to 
insure early delivery after the war . 

Wi I [ys -Overland . Lid. 

I5M53. Greal Portland Slreel.LondonW 


S m THE 1918 BURBERRY 

^ New Service Weatherproof 

.Sgi T"\ I ST IN’ ( ! U I S H E 1 ), practical and thoroughly 
La efficient, this Rurherrv Safeguard is ideal for 
Naval Officers. 

H It is made in Burberry-proofed mateiials, which 
Pf! exclude all forms of wet and cold, yet ventilate 
naturally because free from rubber, oiled-silk or 
other air-tight agents. 


Telephone 

Telegrams 


May fair 6700. 
Wilovelon, I.omloii. 


Illustrated 
N< 

Catalogue 
post-free 
on request. 


Officers’ Com- 
plete Kits in 
two to four 
days or Ready 
for Use. 
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who values a clean healthy skin should use only 

SAPON Soaps 

Entirely Different from ai.l other Soaps. 

A Brighton Doctor writes:— 

“ I suffer overy winter from chapped hand*, piiw ip.illy r.tis-.<*,l I» il,.» 
use of insoluble soaps in the extremely hard water wo get in this place, 
always leaving the hands lough and dry after using all kinds of t.oap -but I 
litul from using your Russian Tar Soap my hands become quite comfortable 
after its uso, even in this bard water, and that the skin remains *1110001 and 
pliable instead of hard and dry. It is a boon to me, as I ha\e to wash my 
hands sometimes live or six times of a morning, and frequently during tho 
rest uf the day. 

"I may add that this snap has a most agreeable odour, and as it does 
rot combine with the ih.dk (lime) in this wat« r, there is no scum on tie 
-iirfaoo of the water during its use, nor does it leave any deposit in the. bas.11, 
which it would do if it combined with the excessively liaid water which we 
1 a . 1 : in this distikt." 

4d. & 6d. per Tablet 

t /iii mil It tint ugh t he Civil Set vice Slows, 11 ay market, llattthh Stine*, and 
/timifal Shoes in London anil Provinces; also through Pools’ hi tig Stoics m 
all tic fund fill lilies mu! tuuiis. Any Stows, liioitr or Chant; t m.i obtain 
it for you from 

SAPON SOAPS, LIMITED 

Sapon House, London Bridge, E.C. 4. 

SAPON Wonderful 



\ 

\ 

\ 

\ 

\ 

\ 

\ 



Yardleys 

T 016 CEngliaft 

Lavender Soap 


Is the soap “do luxe” for the Toilet. 

It has such a mellow velvety lather — so soothing 
to the skin and is so beautifully scented. 

Each tablet is a delectable morsel of fragrance, 
filling the room with its delightful perfume. 

Box of 3 Large Tablets .... 3!- 


Of all Chemists anti Stores, unit from 

YARDLEY & CO. LTD., 8, New Bond Street, London, W.l 

Perfumers and l-lnv Soap Mahers since CIO. 






Phyllis Bedells & Air Raid f 

HEADACHES 

London Hippodrome, 22 : 10 : 17 
To Messrs. "Daisy " Ltd. 

Deaf Sir, 

!l Is only quite recently that l hate 
acquit cd the bad habit of " nerves 
and headaches,” and ihls hes been 
accentuated through (he strain of 
playing through air raids. 

Lei me thank you very sincerely 
for the always inslant relief I obtain 
from 'Daisy' tablets. 

Two of these invariably pul me 
tight, and now that / know their worth 
l shall always use them, for they never 
fall in iheir relief and cure, 

/ both thank you for them, and 
suggest their adoption by others. 

You have my full permission to 
publish this letter and my photograph. 

Yours sincerely. 



PLulb fyicizJfc 


The d&intineta and dulicacy of 
poetic dancing has no more 
artistic and inspired exponent 
than Miss Phyllis Bedella whose 
interpret*, t'on of the apirit of 
her themes always arouses 
the highest enthusiasm in her 
audiences. 

Yet even dancers are material beings 
and are prone to common troubles 
such as Headaches, whioh are never 
pleasant companions. 

Miss Bedslb wisely rslles on the great 
British specific Daisy" Tablets to 
drive away each attacks, and her ox- 

K rtencs is explained in her letter to 
e Proprietors of "Daisy," repro- 
duced at side. 

Daisy Tablets are sold by Boots, 
J}3 per box. or direct (post free ) 



TABLETS 

for Headache 4* Neuralgia. 

TREATISE AND If you would like to 


name and address on a postcard, and we 
rvill send you FREE u dainty host, along 
with a very interesting scientific booklet 
on the cure of head and nerve pains of 
all kinds, Write to-day to— 

DAISY, LTD. (Dvpt. T ltf) LEEDS. 
Taylors , and Chemists everywhere at 
from Daisy. Ltd. \Dept. T 18). Leeds. 


Grey ness Conquered at Last! 

A Royal Princess writes ; ** * Inecto' has 
given me the greatest satisfaction.'* 

O NE by one the diseases and disabilities of life and age 
are being conquered. The latest triumph of Science 
is over Greyness. A Paris physician and scientist (a dis- 
tinguished member of the Paris Faculty now serving with 
the F rench Red Cross) has discovered a method of restoring 
colour inside each and every hair of the head, producing the 
same life-like coloration as nature. Impossible to distin- 
guish from natural coloration. No metallic glitter. No 
variegated shading. “ Inecto ’’-restored colour never comes 
off on the pillow or hat, nor “runs,” even in Turkish or hot 
baths, shampoos, rain, mist, fog, 
sible —because the colour is inside 
and not vn the outside of the hair. 

A well-known Royal Princess writes: 

44 4 Inecto ' hits given me the greatest satis- 
faction .” Over 1,500 Court and other 
leading hairdressers now use “Inecto” 
in preference to all other methods. 

At the “Inecto” Salons in London 
readers may -and they are invited 
to do so — sec the absolute perfection 
of restoration upon the heads of 
hair of ladies in attendance for the 
purpose. Call or write for further 
information and 44 Inecto Illustrated 
Treatise”— gratis or post free from 

INECTOsalons 


or perspiration. Impos- 



ter 


(Dept. P), 15a, North Andley Street, Oxford Street, London, W.l. 

frirtft* to aua «♦ P.ri. Miim M#l]| 
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American Wife {to Hcaaiok husbumt). “See ueiie, udauih, don't you worry a holt 
ME. I’M NOT I.ONKBOME. TlIJJIU] ’» A CROWD OF OFFICERS I ROM NOO YORK BKLOW - 
AND IT'S SOME JOKE. THEY THINK I'M A WIDOW l” 


B.S.M. if I can speak to tho C.O. on 
a private matter/' 

The Regimental Sergeant-Major, who 
had already recommended Coddington 
for stripes, was evidently in a gracious 
mood, for the interview with the C.O. 
took place. The effect was disastrous. 

All that was said we never dis- 
covered. What we did learn was that 
Coddington was taken at once to the 
Medical Officer, the Colonel sending 
with him a “chit” asking if ho was 
mentally deficient. 

At the vory time that tho examina- 
tion was taking place in tho medical 
inspection tent, Hillings, the Colonel’s 
batman, came to our tent with a 
parcel. 

“ Give this to Coddington,” he said. 
“It’s his pyjamas. I mislaid the old 
man’s clean ones yesterday, and I 
knew ho’d play tho devil about it, so 
I borrowed those. Same pattern, you 
know. Couldn’t find Coddio last night, 
so I took ’em without asking. I didn’t 
think lie ’d mind.” 

The Doctor certified Coddington as 
mentally sound. But ho never got his 
stripes -—except the ones in the pattern 
of his pyjamas. Ho was allowed to 
keep those. 


THERE IS A FIELD IN FLANDERS. 

[Extract from a letter from the Front : “I 
saw a few wind-flowers the other day, and a 
vast meadow full erf kingcups, and that was 
enough to mako mo happy for weeks. “J 

There is a field in Flanders 
Where yellow kingcups stand ; 

Liko fair princesses clad in gold 
Their joyous court they proudly hold 
In the gay meadow-laud. 

There is a wood in Flanders, 

A little shimmering wood, 

Where wind-flowers sway among tho 
grass 

And smile upon you as you pass 
As country maidens should. 

There is a bank in Flanders 
Where celandines a-blow 
Lift up their shining heads and peer 
To see their lovely image clear 
In a bright pool below. 

And you who go in English fields, 

0 think not that our days 
Are wholly dark or wholly ill, 

For there are flowers in Flanders still 
And still a God to praise. II. F, 


Our Art Critics. 

“ Quito a young mail was responsible for tho 
only grey top-lmt to be seen sit the Academy 
to-day ! ” — Westminster Gazette. 

“Tho Academy private view almost brought 
us back to happy 1914, so large was tho number 
of men in grey top hats .”— Daily Mirror. 

“Not many pictures in tin's year’s Academy 
aro concerned with tho War.” — Times. 

“Every tenth is a battle picture.” 

Daily Mirror. 


The Scottish Spirit of Economy. 

“Sheriff , Dundee, in imposing lines fur 

treating, said the treating restriction seemed 
to him to be tho least irksome and the im*l 
easily observable of all the liquor restrictions.” 

Scotsman. 


“Tho shortage of shoe leather in (b nnam 
is illustrated afresh by an official appeal to 
German horses to give up their blinkers.” 


r)aihf Payer. 

The intelligent animals have replied 
'■irfUAjjYui/. ‘with the suggestion that the German 

London United V™*™) v. Blatciiixgton peoplo should sefc t ] lcm tJl0 oxa mpIe. 

At Hove Park, to-morrow, at 3.15, 

“Rebellion makes strango bodfellows; and London United. — A. Braham (captain), “Mr. Justice Eve remarked ib.it bo bail 
wo observe that Mr. John Dillon and Mr. de Mordecai, Musaphift, Jacobs, Myers, Carter' unfortunately no ear for mu-aV and b ^ for 
Valor a have appeared on the samo platform.” Haynes, Weil, Vino, Litraan, Frank cl.” poetry.”-- Morning Post. 

Morning Post. Evening Argus (Brighton). jf Only all Eves had boon equally 

Does this mean preparation for sharing The national game seems still to attract irresponsive to strange sounds, how 
the same plank-bed? the best English families. different tho world would have been. 
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THE VOYAGE OF H.M.S. "PRESIDENT.” 

A DuK.ur. 

pit*. Punch moans no disrespect to H.M.S. President, which, being 
moored in the Thames off Bouveric Street, ho has always looked upon 
as his guardship, Imt ho has often wondered what would happen if 
only a few thousands of the officers and men borne on her books wore 
to issue from the Admiralty and elsewhere — but especially from tho 
Admiralty — and go on board their ship; hence tho disquieting dream 
that follows.] 

It was eighteen bolls iivtho larboard watch with a neap- 
tide running free, 

And a gale blow out of the Ludgato Hills when the Presi- 
dent put to soa ; 

An old mulo caino down Bon verio Street to give her a 
helping hand, 

And I didn’t think much of the ship as such, hut tho crow 
was something grand. 

Tho ho'sun stood on a Iloxton 1ms and blow tho Luncheon 
Call, 

And tho ship’s crow caino from the four wide winds, hut 
chiefly from Whitehall; 

They caino like tho sand on a wind-swept strand, like shots 
from a Maxim gun, 

And tho old mulo stood with tho tow-rope on and said, 
“ It can’t ho done.” 

With a glitter of wiggly braid they came, with a clatter of 
forms and lilcs, 

The little A. P.'s they swarmed like bees, the Commodores 
stretched for miles ; 

Post- Captains caino with hats in flame, and Admirals by 
the ell, 

And which of the lot was tho biggest pot there was never 
a man could toll. 

They choked tho staggering quarter-dock and did tho tiling 
no good ; 

They hung like tars on the mizzon-spars (or those of tho 
crowd that could) ; 

Par out of view still streamed the queue when tho moke 
said, “ Well, I’m blowed 

H I’ll compete with tho ’olo damn Meet,” and lie pushed 
off down tho road. 

And tho great ship she sailed after him, though the Lord 
knows how sho did, 

With her gunwales getting a terrible wetting and a brace 
of her stern shoots hid, 

When up and spoke a sailor-blukc and ho said, “It strikes 
mo queer, 

And J ’ve sailed tho sea in the B.N.V. this fivo-and-forty 
year ; 

“But a ship as can’t ’old ’urf ’or crow, why, what sort of a 
ship is ’or? 

And oo ’s in charge of tho pore old bargo if dangers do 
occur? 

And 1 says to you, I says, 4 Eave to, until this point’s 
agreed 

And some said, “Why?” and tho rost, “Ay, ay,” hut tho 
mule lie paid no heed. 

So tho old boast hauled and llio Admirals bawled and tho 
crow they fought like cats, 

And the ship wont dropping along past Wapping and down 
by the Plum stead Mats ; 

But tho rost of tho horde that wasn’t aboard they trotted 
along tho hank, 

Or jumped like frogs from the Isle of Dogs, or fell in the 
stream and sank. 


But while they went by the coast of Kent up spoke an 
agod tar- - 

“ A joko ’s a joke, hut this ’ere moke is going a bit too far ; 

I can tell l>y the motion we’re nearing the ocean — and 
that ’s too far for mo;” 

But just as ho spoke the tow-rope broke and the ship 
sailed out to soa. 

And somewhere out on tho deep, no doubt, thoy probe the 
problems through 

Of who ’s in cliargo of tho poor old bargo and what they 
ought to do ; 

And tho groat files flash and tiio dockets crash and the ink- 
wells smoko like sin, 

But many a U-boat tolls the tale how the President did 
her in. 

Lor many have tried to pierce her hide and flung torpedoes 
at her, 

But the vessel, they found, was harraged round with a mile 
of paper matter ; 

Tho whole sea swarms with Oflico Forms and tho U -boats 
stick like glue, 

So nothing can touch the President much, for nothing at 
all gets through. 

iji >[: •!■ i. : v 

But novor, alack, will the ship come hack, for the President 
she’s stuck too. A. P. II. 

HOW A WOMAN BAULKED AN AIR-KAID. . 

SunDKNTiY abovo the diminishing chatter sounded from 
the corner cot tho three sharp whistles of the hostile aero- 
plane warning, and upon cars not so startled as they might 
have been broke tho pulsing hum of a Bosch ongine. In a 
moment the chiaroscuro of tho ward was pierced by four 
rays of brilliant light as the Perforated Sapper, tho Fusilier 
of tho Thousand .Patches, tho Gassed Grenadier and tho 
Gunner with tho Game Leg switched on their electric 
torches. The questing beams searched and swept hither 
and thither, from tho blanket ridgo which marked the 
Colonel’s corporation to the spotless ceiling. Undismayed 
tho nurses stayed bravely at their posts. To and fro, up and 
down, peered tho searchlights, till “There ho goes!” said 
tho Malaria Major, and clear ill the white radiance hung 
revealed the crimson shape of a German Scout. 

As the white beams converged and steadied upon tho 
sinister form (cut from the cover of a popular monthly) 
there woke from cot after cot tho racket of Archie and 
machine-gun fire. Astonishing etfocts can bo produced with 
a long pencil against a wooden locker, and tho Perforated 
Sapper’s imitation of an Archie had many a time, ho swore, 
provoked genuine competition. There was an angry croak 
from tho Gassed Grenadier, “Put out that light there!” 
addressed to tho glow of a foolhardy cigarette. Louder 
rattled the machine-guns; more angrily woufed tho Archies; 
the red shape in the searchlights hovered menacing above 
the Blightied warriors ; and the intrepid nurses, mastering 
their laughter, opened a fire of vain expostulation. 

Then came the crash of a bomb (as tho Fusilier slammed 
tho lid of his loekor), and simultaneously a commanding 
question, “ What is the meaning of all this noise?” 

That first bomb was the last ; the Bosch’s engine stopped, 
tho Archios and machine-guns ceasod, tho staring search- 
lights wore cut off as with a knife. Of all tho clamour there 
survived no murmur; only muffled snorts from beneath 
pillows showed where British officers were cowering under 
cover. And under cover they remained till the stately Sister 
had passed through the swinging doors again, when the 
Gassed Grenadier blew, softly and timorously, “ Ail cloar ! ” 




04. The baby homester. 


340. The urageoy of the abbreviated riANOLA-Roi^. 








Lady. "Tin: roou niiui'a food iw.sn’t kki:m to Ann km with iu:k. I no Horn kiim iivrVt cot this kjjw diskasm —Bolshevism." 


SJNN FEIN. 

“ Ourselves Alone.” 

And is not ours a noble creed, 

With Self uplifted on the throne? 
Why should wo bleed for others’ need? 
Our motto is “ Ourselves Alone.” 

Why prate of ruined lauds “ out there,” 
Of churches shattered stone by stone? 
We need not care how others fare, 

Wo care hut for Ourselves Alono. 

Though mothers weep with anguished 
eyes 

And tortured children make their 
moan, 

Let others rise when Pity cries ; 

Wo rise hut for Ourselves Alono. 

Let Justice ho suppressed by Might 
And Morey’s seat ho overthrown ; 
For Truth and Eight tho fools may 
liglit, 

We iiglil lint for Ourselves Alono. 

Piety and Business. 

“ Pure mid uinuixod butter being not avail- 
able in Peshawar City, and feeling an urgent 
demand for the same, wo have, by the grace 
of tho Lord, started a butter factory on a 
small scale. Wc shall do our utmost to pro- 
mote this beneficial work.” 

Adit, in “Peshawar Daily News.” 


ITEMS OF INTEREST. 

(117///. acknowledgment!! to the .S 'croppy 
Snips of our Contemporaries.) 

Mu. Philip Snowden rarely lunches 
with Lord Northclikee. 

Roiling water is a good thing to keep 
moth from the fur of a kettle. 

In some parts of London it is still 
possihlo to buy second-hand fish. 

The Public Executioner of Austria is 
sometimes required to work overtime. 

In Chicago it is considered unlucky 
to he knocked down by an express train 
on a Friday. 

If all the motor-cars in this country 
were laid end to end it would almost 
certainly lead to confusion. 

With tho exception of Leap Year wo 
have three hundred and sixty-five days 
per annum, mostly week-days. 

The Koh-i-noor diamond w as brought 
to this country in 1849, some years 
before Little Willie was born. 

If all tho cheesos made in Great 
Britain in ono year were piled one on 
top of the other they would probably 
fall down. , 


WHAT THE MONTHS 
BRING ES. 

A Nature Poem. 

(With apologies to Saha Couhudge 
from a pessimistic Meteorologist.) 
January’s hosts and snows 
Numb the Ji rigors and tho toes. 
February rains and freezes 
And produces coughs and sneezes. 
March, tho arch-refrigerator, 

Shifts tho Poles to tho Equator. 
April brings the primrose sw r ect, 
Also hail and rain and sleet. 

May, by mixing heats and chills, 
Fosters pulmonary ills. 

June, if sunny, always brings 
Insects armed with poisoned stings ; 
While July with tlnindcr-showers 
Deluges tho tender flowers. 

August, long boforo it ’s out, 

Makos the wiso resume tho “clout.” 
“ Still ” September never fails 
With its equinoctial gal ok. 

Chill October always doubles 
Rheumatoid-arthritic troublos. 

Dull November brings us fogs 
And tho bronchial system clogs. 

And December lends first-aid 
To the undertaker’s trado. 


THE THREATENED PEACE OFFENSIVE. 

G ermas Eagle (to British Lion). “I WARN YOU— A LITTLE MORE OF THIS OBSTINACY AND YOU’LL ROUSE THE DOVE IN ME 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, May 6lh . — Sooner or later 
all Ministers acquire tho habit of 
drawing nice distinctions. Sir Albert 
Stanley usually displays an almost 
Transatlantic directness of speoch, but 
there was a suspicion of tho Downing 
Street manner when he accompanied 
his denial that “special” trains were run 
for race-meetings with tho ad- 
mission that tho increased trallic 
on these occasions might some- 
times require “extra” trains. 

Several Members who were , 
anxious to know whether the new i 
rationing order would apply to gas 
used for motor-cars were informed 
that the restriction would affect 
only persons using gas “ drawn 
from their own source of supply ; ” 
but I believe nothing personal 
was intended. 

Sir K. Win fumy stated that 
in the course of eighteen months 
no fewer than twenty ex-soldiers 
have been settled on tho land ; 
but, not content with this remark- 
able activity, he is going to intro- 
duce a Bill to accelerate it still 
further. 

The MiNTSTF.it of Nationa 
Service has invited a number of 
gentlemen to assist him in re- 
leasing men of military ago now 
employed in Government offices. 

Major Nkwman inquired if tho 
Combing-out Committoo would them- 
selves 1)0 unconnected with tho Depart- 
ments ; but Mr. Buck could give no 
such undertaking. “It would be very 
difficult,” he said, “ to find any dis- 
tinguished gentleman of today uncon- 
nected with Government Departments.” 
Tho House paid noisy tribute to this 
supremo example of Ministerial com- 
placence. 

Who says that the Government have 
no regard to economy? Sir Alfred 
Mono has closed the refreshment pavi- 
lion in l\e\v Gardens, and tho happy 
couples who were wont to frequent that 
delightful pleasaunco must in future 
conduct their philanderings without the 
added charm of tho Kow Tea. 

Krom that useful little publication, 
The Parliamentary Gazette, 1 learn that 
during last Session Mr. Lough spoke 
111 columns of Hansard , while the 
Prime M i nist F it was responsible for 
but twelve more. Yet you would never 
gather from the newspapers that the 
two orators wore so nearly matched. 
Mr. Lough complained to the Speaker 
about the inadequacy of tho Press 
reports, but received little comfort. 
Mr. Lowtiier was move sympathetic 
to Mr. George Lambert’s grievance 
about the inaudibility of Ministers, and 


urged Members in general to follow the 
old rule and “address tho Chair and 
not the Serjoant-at-Arms,” Sir Colin 
Keppel, most modest of men, was quite 
| surprised to learn that he had been the 
target of so much oratory, 
i A debate on a measure designed to 
1 punish profiteers in Beans, Peas and 
1 Pulse, was chiefly remarkable for the 
appearance of Sir E. Banbury in the 


A a 



Mli ALFRED MOND ON THE KEW TEA. 

1 character of Mr. Dick. lie so persist- 
j ently threatened the Minister in charge 
i of the Bill with tho fate of Charles I. 

| that the Speaker had to intervene. 
Mr. Clynes, however, kept his head 
and got a second reading for his Bill. 

Tuesday , May 1th . — Downing Street 
was awakened this morning by a bomb- 
shell fired from a Maurice tube. To 
Mr. Asquith's anxious inquiries as to 
how Ministers felt after it, Mr. Bona a 
j Law* replied that they proposed to take 
! the opinion of two of II i s Majesty’s 
Judges. The suggestion that the good 



THE OVERFLOWING LOUGH. 


faith of the Government was a matfcor 
for Parliamentary rather than logal 
opinion did not appeal to him. Ho con- 
sented, liow ? ever, to give a day for the 
discussion of the matter. 

Members flocked out into tho Lobbies 
to chatter about the latest crisis, much 
to the satisfaction of Mr. Herbert 
Pisher, who was able to get tho first 
two clauses of the Education Bill 
through Commit! oo. 

Wednesday , May Hth. — Lord 
Beaverbrook made his maiden 
speoch in tiro House of Lords 
and surprised tho peors by the 
ease with which he overcame 
its acoustic difficulties. Too 
often tho bafflod reporters have 
to record that “ tho noble lord 
was imperfectly heard,” but the 
Director of Information was 
audible throughout, whether he 
was complimenting Lord Den- 
bigh as a born propagandist or 
recounting his own efforts in the 
same line of business. Prince 
Lichnowsk v will be interested 
to learn that four million copies 
of his famous apologia have been 
printed and that its circulation 
among our Northern artisans has 
caused a markod diminution in 
strikes. 

Its effect upon Lord Lans- 
downe has been to confirm his 
belief that there is a largo num- 
ber of peace-lovers in Germany 
Austria and that “peace by 
negotiation” is still practicable; hut 
I iord Curzon remarked that the enemy’s 
peace-offers had hitherto been designed 
to divide tho Allies, and that Brest- 
Litovsk and Bucharest w T oro not en- 
couraging examples for imitation. 

Clause *1 of the Education Bill, oblig- 
ing local authorities to provide “ physi- 
cal training ” for tho pupils in continu- 
ation schools, vexed the pacifist spirit of 
Mr. Whitehouke. He urged its strict 
definition as “ other than military in- 
struction,” lest tho brutal practico of 
“ forming fours ” should contaminate 
our youth with Prussian militarism. 
His apprehensions moved even that 
gentlo soul, Sir George Greenwood, 
to unwonted ridicule. Mr. Ramsay Mac- 
donald supported the amendment with 
one of his paste-diamond orations, all 
glitter and no depth, but tho House 
rejected it by 201 to 44, though imme- 
diately afterwards, with fine impar- 
tiality, it rejected a diametrically oppo- 
site proposal from Mr. t^ETO by almost 
as big a majority. 

Thursday , May { 3th . — The import- 
ance of the debate on the Maurice 
disclosures was attested by the presence 
of Mr. Hall Caine, who thought it a 
good opportunity of seeing what a Prime 


and 
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OUR WAR METAPHORS. 

First Waitress. ‘She’s a clever one.” Second dillo. “ Yes, she knows which mue tikis m;i;\h\s mviu.arjm h. ’ 


Minister in difficulties looked like oft' 
tho stage. Mr. Asquith was sur- 
prised and pained to discover that the 
Government interpreted his motion for 
a Select Committee as a vote of consuro 
upon them. He honestly thought that 
thoy would have jumped at it, as being 
far preferable to their own proposal of 
a judicial tribunal. 

Mr. IjTjOvd George, however, jumped 
upon it instead, and made it plain that, 
after the attacks upon him in tho Press, 
no dilatory inquiry of any sort would 
now suit him. So ho told his story, forti- 
lied with official statements coming from 
General Maurice’s own department, 
and loft it to the House to 
vindicate his voracity. Sir 
Edward Carson made an elo- 
quent appeal to Mr. Asquith 
to withdraw his motion and 
to tho Houso to “close up our 
ranks.” But, though this was 
endorsed by such staunch Lib- 
erals as Mr. Spencer Hughes 
and Mr. Hkmmerde, tho ex- 
Puemier rushed upon bis fate, 
and was beaten *by 293 votes 
to 106. 

Perhaps, after all, the 
Prime Minister was not far 
wrong when, in referring to 
General Maurice, he said, 

“I was under the impression 


that he was a great friend of mine.” 
Certainly ho has given the Govern- 
ment a now lease of life. 

The Servant Problem Solved. 

Letter from linn of waste merchants: 
“ Wo can offer you all kinds of Wipers and 
Duster.-., and shall ho glad of your enquiries. 
Price from (» Id. per lb. nett; cash hero for 
Washed and Sterilised Domestics.” 

Ornitheology. 

“Si’EcrAL Services rou the VTounu. 
Preacher itisv. dames Grubb. 

11.30: Subject: — 

* T>I RPS AND THEIR MkSSAOKS.' M 

Irish Times. 



BACK-FIRE. 


GREAT POSSESSIONS. 

( Drain'd after perilous daps.) 

A haven where the hills abide 
And song our lot to soothe for us, 

An open road whereon to ride 

And friends to make it smooth for us: 

A harbour on a languid eve, 

And foaming there a cup for us, 

And Jenny of the scant y sleeve 
To come and lill it up for us. 


“Tin* battery of six guns begun firing at us 
t. a distance of 300 years.” 

Journal of (\mi merer. 

Something wrong with the 
time-fuses, no doubt. 


“For being in iho unlawful 
possession of imb. of sugar, which 
ho concealed under li is waistcoat 
end inside his trousers, a man, 
said to bo well connected, was on 
Saluulay sent to prison for four- 
teen da\s.” 

Birmingham Daily Dost. 
Mr. Jennies de la Plnche , to 
whom we havo referred the 
above paragraph, declines to 
behove tho statement that 
the offender is well-con- 
nected, and says he “ hobvi- 
ously belongs to the lower 
hoarders.” 
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THE WATCH DOGS. 

lxxht. 

My dear Charles, — There are throe 
men, the Frenchman, the Englishman, 
and the American, are there not? I 
am lucky enough to have met them all, 
and to-night I have just lot myself go 
in the attempt, as an Englishman, | 
to toll iho American all about it. It 
was not a success; I found he had it 
already from the Frenchman. 

When I had finished my lecture the: 
American, whom we will call David, j 
since that happens to be his name, told 
me something about our own immortal 
Thomas which I had never heard before. 
Ho mot one of them returning from 
England fo Franco oft* leave. Jt was' 
one of those dark and unforgivable 
days when everything 
oxlornal and internal 
goes np and down, up 
and down ; when any 
land, even tho North 
of Franco, is prefera- 
ble to tl io sen. The 
closely-packed party 
was not a happy one. 

My friend David, never 
a pessimist, was him- 
self asking if that 
thing called Lifo was 
really worth worrying 
about, and the trench- 
hardened warriors in 
khaki who surrounded 
him wore plainly of 
opinion that it was 
not. Suddenly, when 
it appeared that there 
was no turn for the 
worse that things 
could possibly take, tho escort appeared J 
to take alarm and ono of them started 
loosing oft with a gun. A wretched 
warrior who had probably experienced 
every evil which humauity can contrive, 
turned to David, and with a grey sickly 
smile said, “This brings tho War 'ome j 
to yor, don’t it, male? ” 

Whv “ in at o ” ? Because he too was 
in uniform, hut not an English uniform. 
Indeed our oflicials had shown them- 
selves rather sticky about passing him 
on to the boat, for ho was clearly neither 
a civilian nor a member of the D.E.F. 
“proceeding.” There was, in fact, a 
regrettable delay of twenty -four hours 
before he could get on to any boat at all. 
lie was in a hurry to get back to his 
regiment at the Front, not from any 
passionate longing for tho Front, but 
because he know what a penchant his 
regimont had for punctuality in such 
matters. Our own authorities are pe- 
dantic onougli on these points, but they 
arc quite casual, it appears, comparod 
with the Legion. 


Yes, bit by bit I got it out of David many a 44 Mon Commandant,” was that 
that bo bad begun as a Legionary (not you can’t march if you have no feet 
“soldat,” if you please), and had had to march with. The Major's point was 
twelve months’ service in the Legion simply “ Marchez !” and it was empha- 
itsolf and other months’ service lent to sised, not brutally but plainly, by a 
other regiments of the French Army, lethal weapon. And so they did as 
All French regiments of attack have the Major suggested, and never again 
seen life, but the Foreign Legion in thought of doing anything else, 
particular lias missed none of the fun. But do not run away with the idea 
It is not as foreign as all that, really, that the Legion is merely unkind in its 
Though there is the stranger element, methods ; its management is as good 
some hundreds of David’s kinsmen, for las its discipline. Their liold kitchens 
example, there is also a proportion of are brought up to them at tho gallop, 
it which is tho vory best French, whorever they may bo at meal-times 
especially the officers. This, as we all and however many field kitchens may 
know, is a hard best to compete with, bo damaged in the process, 
though our fellows at the moment are As to Jo-Jo— there was an affair of 
seeing what they can do about it. Tho scouts on a hard high-road. A patrol 
picture that David drew, for instance, of the Legion ran up against a Bosch 
of certain Legionary, an ancionb patrol, and tho latter, realising what 

| they had to deal with, 
at once summoned 
two more patrols to 
assist them on tho 
; flanks. In tho mid- 
dle of the excitement 
Jo- Jo’s viilo jammed. 
A French rille, when 
it is jammed, is the 
nearest thing to per- 
manentsoliditykuown 
, in this world. In the 
i midst of men fight- 
ing like devils, with 
the 41 tsing,” 44 tsing,” 
44 tsing ” of bullets all 
about him, sat Jo- Jo 
oil t h a t h ard high -road , 
carefully stripping the 
mechanism with a 
screw -driver, putting 
right the error deli- 
cately, deliberately re- 
Breton whom they called Jo-Jo tho constructing the whole, and saying to 
Dog-faced Man, in particular caught anyone near enough to hear , 44 Go on, 
my fancy. my children ; I too shall be there in 

But first as to David’s initiation, ono instant.” 

When all tho men in Europe suddenly At another time tho soetion wore 
went out to fight, David, who found taking an hour’s rest from tho fight, 
himself idling away his time in those They were disturbed by the guns, and 
parts, thought this was an opportunity the order wont out to construct shrapnel 
of becoming a man himself, and, as he cover at once. David, by now an old 
put it, “growing somo hair on his soldier, saw a dog- kennel near by, whose 
chest.” So ho went gaily into it and roof appeared to bo the easiest and 
found himself in no time attempting simplest means of achieving his task, 
to march twenty-live miles a day, carry- So, with a friend, he made off to it, 
ing on or about himself a weight and started to lift tho roof with en- 
whicli in peace-timo you would pay trenching tools. Tho thing was just 
two railway porters sixpence each to , coming apart when there was an ugly 
carry between them from one train to | noise from witiliu. They peered through 
another. After about a couple of days, the cracks ; inside, on the straw, was 
of this ho and his friend found that Jo-Jo, sleeping with his habitual aplomb, 
their feet were no longer feet at all, and, The parting from tho Legion was 
greatly daring, they determined to fall tho most touching incident in David’s 
out. Bo they fell out, and the hard- whole career. In the middle of the 
bitten Major came to them to have a battle it was decided to transfer the 
talk on tho subject. His address was American part of that particular unit 
short and easily understood : “ Mar- j to another regiment, also a regiment of 
chez ! ” Their point, expressed with ■ attack, but at the time lying some way 



Ex-Uanhn City Enthusiast , 1 Jukt a momf.nt, old hoy. 
a cuckoo.” 
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CIGARETTE 
SITUATIONS— No. 3. 
When one’s thoughts are too 


utterable thoughts in fragrant 
wreaths of satisfying smoke. 

1 he cigarettes for every situation, 
Aristons turn discord to harmony, dis- 
content to complaisance, and always 
soothe tin' palate with the full, rich 
fragrance of lore Dubee Tobaccos. 

ArUton ( igarrltt*" are Mild at prices out 
of all proportion to the enjoyment they 
give. They are beautifully packed, smooth 
'looking, and thoroughly enjoyable to 
the end. 

! i # i ttige <ot(!i vonr tobacc.mi-.t to send a regular supply 
In your S’ aval nr Military friend, (iinwtitics at 200 
arc duty jtcc and cat i iage ('aid. . I ristan So. 10— Hi •, 
.hi don (laid iipf'cd—17',- , or Seb Ka So. 2— IS}- . 

Obtainable frnni .ill liidli-rl;i r .s tiibmvonists or from 

Mi K.vm s, r t«i. , 

\V#M l'nd Drpiit, 28. Piccadilly, London, NV. 


sublime for verbal utterance, 
Aristons will diffuse the un- 



Aria ton No. 10, Larue, 
Dubuc. 

100 - 11 /- 50 - 5/6 ’ 5 - 2 / 10.1 

Arlston Gold Tipped 

(22 ct.) Medium Dubec. 
100-11/- 50 — 5/6 2u— 2,3 


ARISTQN 

Cigarettes. 

11. M U HAITI, SONS Sc CO. LTD., Manchester, London, Paris, New York. 


Arlston Dell cat for those 
'''ho I'n. for a small cigarette. 
ioo.'8/6 * 0 — 4/3 .’ 5 — 2 / 1 V 

Neb - Ka No. 2 Largo 

J Hrkish. 

mo- 10 /- 50-5/- 
*>- 2 - io-1/- 


SALE of SEAMLESS 

Axminster Carpets 

T HESE CARPETS are perfect goods and cannot be 
repeated at the prices at which they are now offered. 
The reductions are made to clear certain patterns for 
stock-taking purposes, and present an opportunity which 
careful buyers should take advantage of at once. 
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When these Carpets 
cannot be repeated 


are disposed of they 
at the reduced rates. 


TRELOAR & SONS, 

68, 69 « 70, LUDGATE HILL, *.c. 
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| POOLING INSURANCE Fop Selected Risks 

Non-Mutual except in, respect of Profits* which are distributed 
Annually amongst the Policy-Holders. 

Under this Scheme are given— 

“The Pool Comprehensive Family Policy” 

at 4/6 per cent. Covering amongst other risks Fire* Burglary and War. 

“The Pool Comprehensive Shopkeepers’ Policy” 

Which similarly covers all risks to the shopkeeper at rates according to trade, but always 

lower than obtainable elsewhere. 


(POLICY 
PREMIUM 
l RENEWAL 


As lint nit as the Weather . but Reliable 



OneI: 

The LICENSES & GENERAL INSURANCE Co. Ltd. 

34, MOORGATE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 3 

'*3td2s CuAd&eC Pfuuj -dense, 


'repareaness . . 

saves lives and money 
at home as at the Front 
.... Your life would he 
safer for Dexter Preparedness 
against weather .... guaran- 
teed to resist wet always. 


Supplied 
by Agen l s 
Everywhere 




to the Army l\»y Corps, 

Another Lob* Mad* Good, 
ihc The other day I quoted from the letter of 
a young officer who, referring to the loss of 
pcrjomd belbngings ok'ing to the Goman 
mrush, said, ” worst of alt, the iumm.iI 
fluns have got my gramophone. *' The note 
baa touched the heart of on* of my readers, 
Vho ha* written ashing me for the address 
of .the .-officer, so that he may send him a 
new gramophone. 

.A small incident, but typical of the spirit 
,up J nf the nation — anxiety to make every loss 

Another reader says *' Vour note re »hc 
officer’s loss of S gramophore is other 
Interesting, as my own son (captain, R.R.t 
wrote on the J4lh ; ' Of cmirsr, we hav* err* 
tainly lost a lot of guis* and stores of all 
kind* . (pwnibly a gramophone •) * fhey 
do think a lot of thei~ t I ,r 



FORTNUM & MASON LTD 

IBl-10 4. PICCADILLY. Wl 

AUSTIN REED LTD 

113, REGENT STREET, Mv l 

MANCHESTER ..... BIRMINGHAM 

R. W. FORSYTH LTD 

GLASGOW , . . . . . ■ KOINWUWgri 


Seeing that two out of every three gi a- 
mophoitcs at the font au 
the (fiances ate that the one mentioned 
in the Evening Simulant, April 5th, 

leas a “Deita." — 

T I IK *' Dccca ” is the ideal gramophone for Active Service. It 
can b carried with case anywhere. No case required ; no loose 
parts to get lost. Hays perfectly all makes and sizes of needle records. 

DECCA 

THE PORTABLE GRAMOPHONE 

lit I .father Cloth I Compressed Fibre I Solid Cowhide 
£6 15s. Od. I £7 17i. 6d. | £10 10a. Od. 

of Harrods, Aum and Navy Stoics, Wlntclry’s, Svlfi idge’s, Carnage's, amt all lending 


Store:, aii.1 Music Pe.ilei 


U\i/ti, e. Si oft ( 0 ., I til. {tt'hofthale*, Uht^iW, 

Makers of Dexter Weather? roofs. 


Illustrated Folder, and name of nearest agent, free on 
application to the Manufacturers— 

Tin*: delta co. t . 5 (>, worship street, London, k.c. 2 . 

(Pioprictois: HARNETT SAMUEL & SONS. Lid.) 


BULMERS 


CHAMPAGNE 

CIDER. 

DELICIOUS 

TO THE LAST DROP. 

WARDS OFF 

GOUT AND RHEUMATISM. 

Wiite for lllustiated Booklet to 

H.P. BULMER & CO., Hereford. 

Wholesale Loudon & Export Agents: 
Findlaler, Mackic, Todd & Co., Lid., 
London Bridge, S.K. i 


Torpedoed ! 

AN OFFICER’S TESTIMONY TO THE SUSTAINING QUALITIES OF 

HORLICK’S MALTED MILK TABLETS 

HoRMt'k’' Mai ihi Mtt k Company, Slough, limbs. 

- 1 had 1 na :imi>ii the other day to prove the sterling qualilii": whuh you < l.iim for 
•our Mailed Mills Tnldi-is and l tiiul they aie all you make them out to he. 1 
tout load of Surviyn (there weto eleven ot us all told) front a ship that was torp' 
iihtn.it ini'. We w ere adrift for itO hours in an open boat, w itlt nothing l> 

■ largo ■ Masks of Mallei! Milk Tablets to nuentli mir tlmst. 1 ant \ i.tukful 

e aide ’ tha » la i ked i of i 

•ither hunger or thirst. 1 shall always of these Tablets with me 

'hen I goto sea, as l consider them extreu ; valuable. 1 have already lecuiniiiended 
hem to sevei.il brother officers. Yo sincerely. *- Kngr. Suh-Lt. K.X.K. 

I'.S.— You are at liberty to make whatever t of this letter you may wish. 

SEND THEM TO YOUR NAVAL AND MILITARY FRIENDS 

Sec I hat the name Itorlich’s appears on every container. 

In Glai* Pocket Fink* ot all Chemists and Stores, and In Batlon tins for K.M. Forces, 
X>B each. If cn active service our Ration tins should be sent, and we will forward one 
of these tins post free to any address on receipt of 1'6. Give full name and address, or 
name of ship, also givs your own name and address when sending remittance to 

H0RLICT8 MALTED MILK C0.. 8L0U6H, BUCKS., EH8LAMD. 




mm m 9 mmm 9 • m m w « « mmm m m 

Every Morning 

/'"\FTEN 1 before the dawn, many 
\^/ women workers are out anti 
doing. The air is often cold and 
raw, but they can defy the weather 
if they use Oatine. f/1^ and 2;3 of 
all Chemists, Stores, &c. — Ask for 

ojtsae 

USE IT III PROVE IT 
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back. He and bis friends were paraded 
before the whole and thanked; the 
parting was sad, as all such partings 
must be; but thesoare hard matter-of- 
fact times, when men may be allowed 
to think a little of their own particular 
comfort, and there was a touch of 
pleasure, even a feeling of advantage, 
in going ton miles back, far from the 
noise and fuss of it all. Some repartee 
took place, in which David and his 
friends had the upper hand. j 

That night they found themselves j 
lodged in comfortable billets, thinking j 
with a comfortable pity of their old 
Legion up in tho line. The following 
morning they received orders to march 
back to the lino themselves, with their 
new regiment. You rarely get tho real 
host of repartee with Frenchmen ; the 
unit they found themselves relieving 
was their same old friend, the Legion ! ; 

Yes, Charles, there are three men — 
tho Frenchman, tho Fnglishman, and ! 
the American. And they are all as bad \ 
as each other, and none of thorn will 
over be got to treat this War as an 
entirely serious matter. 

Yours ever, Henry. 


THE movje library. 

The successful filming on Long Island 
of Mr. Ambassador Gerard’s book, My 
Four Yearn in derma mj, suggests that 
there is nothing outside tho power of 
the movies. For tho narrative is wholly 
of llunland, and yet so realistic and 
satisfactory did “tho super-film pro- 
ducer,” Mr. William Nuni (can this! 
bo our old friend, Bill Nyk, who dealt 
so faithfully with the Jfoathon Chinee, 
in a new incarnation?), make it that 
at the first performance in Washing- 
ton, at the White House, “ tho audience 
persistently called for Mr. Gerard, who 



LIFE'S LITTLE IRONIES. 


Jiutchcr (cnCUHrayiiiyly). “If YOU COMB HACK AFTER DINNER, MlBSIH, I ’f.L 8KB 
I CAN DO.” 


WHAT 


in response” (the quotation is from an 
official source) “made a speech— a fitting 
finale to so worthy a subject.” 

If, then, ou distant Long Island, all 
the atmosphere and high personages of 
Berlin and Potsdam can he accept- 
ably counterfeited for tho screen, why 
should any hook whatever defy the 
cinema ? 

With his German background all to 
his hand, Mr. Nigh might adapt 
Kant or Schopenhauer or Nietzsche 
right away. TheCritigue of Parc Heaton 
could he made into a sparkling show, 
provided that enough liberty was taken 
with it. Lord Haldane’s assistance 
would he invaluable hero. A new title 
might be advisablo, such as “The lluu 
Mind at Work,” or “ Back of Hun Fore- 
heads,” or 4< Fritz’s Grey Matter.” 

The Pilgrim's Progress must, of 
course, have been done ; and The 
Anatomy of Melancholy is a little on 


the sad side, unless Mary Pick ford, 
say, could be engaged to typify in her 
inimitable way the spirit of pensive- 
ness. But The Complete Angler should 
draw every fisherman in whatever 
country it was shown. With Charlie 
Chaplin as Pi scalar the book should be . 
one long scream. j 

Boswell’s Life of Johnson is per- 
haps too easy for a super-film producer, 
but it would make a delightful enter- 
tainment : “Tho Grumpy Doctor; or, 
The Fun and Frolic of Old Fleet Street,” 
thirty thousand feet. In casting the 
great Lexicographer there should4ie little 
difficulty — is there not a film favourite 
named “Fatty ” ? — while for tho histor- 
ical accuracy no doubt Mr. Birrell 
and Mr. Shorter would be willing to 
lend their counsel. 

There is a bettor book awaiting the 
producer than any of the?e— Darwin’s 
Origin of Species. That really would 


| be worthy of his genius, and, with the 
1 assistance of the Zoo, wonders could be 
worked. “Tho Romance of tho Miss- 
ing Link -Sensational Jungle Story in 
four reels, based on Charlie Darwin’s 
famous work ’’ would lie the shining 
success of the year. 

Marriage a la Mode. 

** There wen? no bridesmaids, and the bride 

was attended by Mr. , as ‘ best-man.’ ” 

Procincial Paper . 

Wo hope lie was also tho bridegroom. 


“ Rose Jones (2.0) pleaded guilty to bigamy 
and Albert Egan (32), soldier, to aiding and 
abetting. A few da\ h after marrying her hus- 
band, at Longsiglifc, in 1812, Jones left him. 
On first going to Egan she told him she was 
married, but he refused to believe it as she 
looked so young.”— Maiwketter Paper. 

Egan seems to have been something of 
a humourist. 



318 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [May 15, 1918. 


HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

(The GmnrAN Kaiseii and the Kaiskiun.) 

Kaiser (angrily). I will not bo dictated to. If any orders 
are to bo given I will give them myself and will brook no 
interference from anybody. I am the Kaiser and it is my 
duty to command, and this duty I will fulfil in spite of 
everybody. A pretty pass things are coming to when it is 
said that the Kaiseii must share his responsibilities with 
his advisers! 

Kaiser in. My dear Willie, do not bo so angry. A man 
to bo so angry as you are must wear at least a Kiold- 
Marshal’s uniform. It's no use being violently angry in 
a shirt and a pair of trousers and a dressing-gown, it looks 
too funny. 1 have always told you not to be angry just 
before you go to bod. 

Kaiser. Now you are abandoning mo. 

Kaiserin. Oh, my dear Willie, what on earth put such 
an absurd notion into your head ? I only hinted as a little 
joko that it is moro suitable to bo angry in a uniform than 
in a drossing-gown, but you are so touchy to-day that 
really ono doosn’t know what to say or how to say it. 

Kaiser. You said somothing about peace. 

Kai serin. I did. 

Kaiser. Such a word is enough to make any soldier 
furious. 

Kaiser in. I don’t know why any soldier should bo angry 
at such a word ; even if ono is not allowod to say the w r ord 
the thing itself must come sooner or later. 

Kaiser. Jhit not a bad poaco. 

Kaiserin. You know I am beginning to think that there 
is no such thing as a had peace. When one reads of all thoso 
splendid young men of ours boing shattered to pieces by 
thousands and thousands, when ono knows of the grief and 
misery of half the mothers of the land, ono begins to think 
that even victory may bo bought at too big a price. 

Kaiser. The enemy brought it upon themsolvos by attack- 
ing us. 

Kaiserin. Yos, l firmly believe that our causo is a just 
ono ; but I believe too that we have done almost enough to 
prove it, and that it is time this dreadful slaughter came to 
an end. 

Kaiser . Bah ! You are only a woman. 

Kaiserin. Yes, you always say that, and it is true that 
we women do not fight, but it is truo also that wo women 
suffer not less than the men, though in a dilloront way. 

Kaiser. Do not say such things to mo; peace at this 
moment is unthiukablo. Never unloss our offensive fails 
in the fiold— and I have given instructions that, it shall not 
fail — will I resort to peaco negotiations. Thero is nothing 
for it but to lot the German sword speak, as it has already 
gloriously spoken in many a great battle. 

Kaiserin. But aro you not fighting in order that there may 
ho poaco? You all say so, hut as soon as anybody begins 
to strive for peace you all fall upon him and abuso him. 

Kaiser. And rightly so. You don’t mean to say that you 
defend our poor-spirited Austrian ally who wrote that 
infamous letter the otlior day ? 

Kaiserin. No, I cannot defend the manner in which ho 
did it. lie is young and inoxporioncod. But, at any rate, 
ho roalisod that tho Central Towers want peace and must 
have it, tho Germans as much as anybody else. As you 
say, I am only a woman, and I cannot understand how you 
men, who havo all the power in your hands, have got your- 
selves so miserably tiod up in war that you cannot devise 
any means for extricating yourselves and us. We may 
he women, hut we think wo could have managed better 
than that. 

Kaiser . I will not liston to you any more. This kind of 


languago is almost treasonable, and I cannot think why I 
have allowed you to continue so long. 

Kaiserin. You havo allowed me to continuo because you 
know I am right, and you are now stopping me because 
you cannot find any answer to what I say. 

Kaiser. Not at all. 

Kaiserin. Good night thon, and may your dreams be 
pleasant. - 

SAVED FOR SEVEN-AND-SIXPENCE. 

Captain Angus McAllister sat in the Mess, a brimming 
tankard of rin Wane at bis elbow. Only yesterday thero 
had been added to his already enormous list of decorations 
that crowning distinction, tho Order of the British Empiro. 
No wonder tho junior officers of the squadron regarded him 
with all the rovoronco to which his fame so justly entitled 
him. No wonder the Huns from Montdidier to the sea 
Hod wildly from the sky at tho first symptom of the approach 
of his purple polyplane. 

To-day he was not long (o rest from his deadly work. 
An orderly approached him and, saluting with the smart- 
ness characteristic of tho K.E.C., said that hisprcscnco was 
requested in the C.O.’s room. 

“So he it,” said McAllister sternly, and strode from the 
room, tho deathly silence only broken by tho dull clanking 
of tl io modals on his chest. A moment later the grey-luiired 
Commander had imparted his instructions. The pilot's lips 
sot in an oveu sterner line, and, drawing himself up to his 
full hoight, he saluted rigidly. 

“Very good, Sir,” was his grim response. 

Another moment and ho was seated in the machine. 

“ Petrol off, switch off,, suck in,” cried the mechanic. 

“Contact,” snapped McAllister and roared into the sky . . . 

In loss time limn it takes me to get this into print his 
work was done, that heroic act that was so soon to ring 
through tho world and bring tho mighty house of Holion- 
zollorn in utter ruin to the ground. He had scattered two 
million porcelain door-knobs, painted to resemble poached 
eggs, over the st reets of famiuc-haunted Berlin. Bcvolution 
was a matter of hours. . 

His work had been well done indeed, and his return 
would mean another bar to his M.Y.O. ; hut every moment 
his position became more perilous. Every moment new 
anti-aircraft guns joined in tho hideous din below till the 
whole sky was ablaze with bursting shells. 

Angus McAllister’s lips were set in a still sterner lino 
as his polyplane rocked to tho blast of tho liigh-explusivo. 
Six of its wings bad already boon torn from the tortured 
machine, and the propeller was a more parody of its original 
design. 

A blaze of dazzling light, a deafening dotonation, and a 
seventh wing dropped into the void below. Tho machine 
faltered; it was rapidly losing its buoyancy. Lower and 
lower it sank, and Angus know that with its present load 
it could novel* hope to cross the British linos. 

“ Have the 'bus ” is the motto of our intrepid birdmen, 
and McAllister’s decision never for a momont wavered. 
The machine must at all costs he saved for tho nation. 
Kiddled with shrapnel as it was and appreciably reduced 
in value by the los3 of so many wings, it might still bo cut 
up and used for colanders. 

Hotting his lips in a line of indescribable sternness, 
McAllister leaped from the machine. He felt himself 
falling — falling. . . . 

But what is this ? Can this bo the same gallant officor, 
drifting gently downwards, wafted by the friendly breeze 
across the lines to home and safety? Yes, it can , because 
he 7cas wearing a Pottfers Patent Parachute (a Boon to 
Birdmen ), 7s. 6d., of all reliable Outfitters. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

Mit. Alokunon Blackwood’s insatiable characters have 
(if 1 may ho forgiven the flippancy) broken out again. 
After exhausting the creepy possibilities of earth and lire 
and water, it was only to bo expected .(especially with all 
this flying-chat about) that thoir fancy should lightly turn 
to The Promise of Air (Macmillan). t The result is a book, 
admirably written, full of grace and dignity of thought — ] 
but, to my mind at least, entirely lacking in any kind of 
thrill, either human or supernatural. The idea, which (if 
1 have it right) concerns the liberation of soul from the 
limitations of earth bondage, is fine enough, almost indeed 
too lino for story treatment ; and, as always with Mr. Black- 
wood, the chief characters who develop it are drawn with 
a great measure of artistic care. Hero they are the over- 
worked father, Mr, Wimble, cumbered with the tics of 
earthly matters, but pursuing afar oft’ a dream of freedom ; 
his wife, who has abandoned dreams for the “muddy” 
details that make up real life for her ; and Joan, the daughter, 
nearer to the air than either, leading her father eventually 
to — no, this I confess was a bitter blow to me, since, despite 
all sorts of hints and promises, they never actually and 
physically flow— at least I think not ; but it must be ad- 
mitted that Mr. Blackwood in uplifted mood is rather easily 
misunderstood. AVhat constitutes my complaint against 
the book is this, that it falls botweon the stools of allegory 
and romance, being something too profound and slow- 
moving for frank make-believe, and hardly direct enough 
to bo acceptable as pure ethics. Perhaps "the real trouble 
lies in the mistake of having stretched a beautiful episode 
into an attenuated novel. Still, I on joyed much of it, 


especially Joan, who was pleasant enough 1<> make me 
wonder whether Pear Brutus may perhaps have sot a 
fashion in attractive daughters. 

The Narrow Strait (Hutchinson) has a trillo more body 
in it than most of those gentle Kensinglonian romances to 
which Mr. W. Ik Nonius is in the habit of restricting the 
widccircloof bis admirers. Yet even here the action moves 
hut slowly to a placid sound of teacups in the drawing-rooms 
of good houses; while the addresses of practically all the 
cast could obviously have been discoverer l from the Red 
Book. But the central character, Felix Jloden , financier and 
politician, is drawn with tinner strokes than Mr. Nonius is 
wont to employ, and rouses a proportionately greater sym- 
pathy. This Felix, son of a rich ironmaster with ambitions, 
had married a French woman of the old nobility, an achieve- 
ment that his son Herald is in process of imitating, when 
his death at the Front ends his rather too protracted court- 
ship and his father’s hopes for him in one blow. The 
publishers aro well justified in saying that The Narrow Strait 
“ is chiefly concerned with the inherent difficulties attend- 
ing an Anglo-French marriage”; f hough they might have 
added that those obstacles are, in the second example, not 
so much duo to international incompatibilities as to the 
incurable tardiness of Mr. Nonius’s lovers. You will pro- 
bably find your interest stirred less by the son’s delayed 
| romance than by tho ruin of bis plausible, unscrupulous 
and very human father. Mr. Nonius, in his long record, 
lias not, I think, any scene moro genuinely moving than 
that in which Felix Jloden receives the nows of bis son’s 
death, lioguc, almost scoundrel as be bad boon, Felix in 
that moment drew' from mo both sympathy for himself and 
admiration for his author. 
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Three of Hearts (Holder and Stoughton) is a mild and 
harmless story of lifo and lovo in an English garrison town, 
which may serve to occupy a spare hour or two of the 
average novel-reader. Captain Hunter, the M.O. of the 
Loamshiro Light Infantry, had what is known as a “ down ” 
on Second-Lieut . Billy Somers , and sought to discredit him 
in the eyos of his C.O. by making him drunk, using to this 
end a powerful drug. The only noticeable effect of this 
was so to stupefy Billy as to make him proposo to three girls 
in the course of tho same dance. The throo girls were of 
widely divergent types — - Nora Wynnc-Pritchard, heroine ; 
Lome Halliday , tho local dean’s daughter, of tho purest 
deanery typo'; Lily Goosey (sic, if you will believe mo 1), one 
of the many fluffy children of the vulgar builder of the neigh- 
bourhood. All this occurred in tho pre-war days of 1914, 
and was complete in the first twenty pages of the book. 
The rest of tho book is occupied with the development and 
solution of tho littlo difficulties that naturally followod on 
such an excess of simultaneous engagements. In her latest 
book “ Miss Berta Ruok ” would not herself claim, I fancy, 
to bo a very profound student of humanity, its more subtle 
tendencies and more in- 
tricate affairs. She re- 
cords merely the simple 
lifo of her own locality 
in a chatty style. She 
gives mo tho impres- 
sion of looking at things 
from the rather narrow 
point of view of a 
British military milieu 
established in the pip- 
ing times of peace and 
not greatly affected by 
the Great War. On 
tho whole I am hound 
to say that I regard 
this story as one which 
should have been writ- 
ten, read and forgotten 
a couple of years ago. 

One does not usually 
talk like this of the 
work of Mrs. Oliver Onions. 



First “If Tin: com-:n ’adn’t btoited mi: I'd ’aye smashed 

THAT UGLY FAC 11 OF YOURS.” 

Second flitto (hrn stndn/f of the Tho* nan,). “Yrs, ylu third to, hut yeti 
didn't gain yku objective.’* 


I think that I should not be going far wrong in calling 
Miss Frances Rumsey at least an>dniiring student of tho 
late Henry James. Certainly her novel, Mr. Cushing 
and Mile . du Chastel (Lane), reveals even in its title that 
sincerest form of flattery that may be either deliberate or 
(as probably here) unconscious. It is all about the reasons 
why Mr. Cushing did not “hit it off” with tho French 
wife, Anne Marie, whom lie had brought to share his 
American home; and the further reasons that induced her 
to desert her husband and elope with somebody else. 
Naturally the success of so meticulous a study depends on 
tho writer’s ability to persuade you that tho game is worth 
the very lengthy candle, and while I am not denying to 
Miss Rumsey both insight and an obvious sincerity I con- 
fess that sometimes her method did recall to me that old 
jest about exhausting both subject and reader. Also of 
course there remained the feeling of a borrowed mantle, of 
which the scheme of the tale, its setting, and tho little cast 
of wealthy and cultivated French- Americans who formed 
its personnel, were all so many reminders. But for this 
suggestion of tho second-hand I should no doubt have en- 

! joyed tho hook more. 
Miss Rumsey displays 
a pretty wit (I liked 
especially that com- 
plaint of poor Anne 
Marie to her incom- 
patible spouse: “You 
talk about these largo 
ideas till tho universe 
becomes one vast 
draught ! ”), and evi- 
dently believes in her 
people. Which makes 
me the more sorry to 
admit myself unmoved 
i by them, save as an 
' experiment in a method 
[that has already been 
handled incomparably 
better. 


If you havo the heart to go over the prologue and sundry 
acts of a tragedy which has brought upon us the dark days 
through which wo are passing let me commend to you a 
sheaf of collected papers on War and Jievolution in fiussia 
(Constable!, by Mr. John Pollock. Perhaps there arc 
too many of this kind of hook, which necessarily lacks con- 
socutiveness and covers too much ground; but the chapters 
;,on Russia in Revolution are of exceptional interest. The 
author writes well, can observe acutely and sift wild rumour 
from confirmable fact. A declaration, “ I am in politics a 
Liboral and by conviction a Republican/’ gives point to 
opinions which do not harmonise with the assumption, too 
easily made by our progressives, that nil that was opposed to 
autocracy was Aviso and white and glorious. Ho puts the 
final blame upon the system of repression which prevented 
tho growth of any sense of constructive statesmanship 
and bred a race of fanatical loaders in opposition who can 
soo nothing but tho abstract glories of their impossible 
ideal without reference to any of the actual facts of the 
situation. Mr. Polloc k relates all this with patience and 
tolonuico, and without bitterness. Tho sobriety of the 
author also gives value to a chapter on Gregory Rasputin, 
which one could not have accepted from a collector of 
unconsidercd gossip. 


Miss Katharine 

Tyn\n” is not to he flurried by tho times in which wo 
are living, and in Miss Gascoigne (Murray) she has 
given her admirers yet another opportunity for quiet and 
sane enjoyment. In the days when Miss (Jascoigne was 
the lady of tho Manor of Goldcups a drive in a motor-car 
was still an adventure, and littlo things mattered very 
much. Here we have tho gossip of the country-side, 
and its lovo affairs and daily episodes related with an 
easy grace that conceals its art. Mrs. Hinkson is 
indeed supreme in making a delightful story out of the 
slightest material. Only once was I brought up with a 
jerk, and that was when the heroine spoke of “ tho dura- 
tion of John’s recess”— the John of this pompous phrase 
j being just a small cadet at Osborne. I have no further 
! comment to make, but simply commend Miss Gascoigne 
1 with great confidence to the faithful. 

From the Zoo’s Annual Report : — 

‘ Tho rations of animals that wore accustomed to food 

from visitors have been increased, and although it cannot bo doubled 
• bub that such animals havo had a duller time, their health has not 
1 suffered. Tho elephants used for riding were accustomed to receive 
! buns and broad from visitors in tho Broad Walk, and, especially at 
j first, they eau«cd somo trouble by taking bags, articles of clothing 
! and so forth.” 

! Tho ostriches have entered a protest, wo believe, against the 
'elephants’ infringement of their alimentary prerogative. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Fifty - one children were lost on 
Hampstead Heath during the recent 
holidays. The fact that they wore all j 
restored to their pareuts speaks well for 
the honesty of Londoners. 

A hrown snake measuring liftocn ! 
inches long has been caught in County j 
Tyrone. We are sorry to note this 
evidence of scamped work on the pari 
of St. Patrick. ... ... I 

The Food Ministry has declined to ! 
fix a maximum price for Spanish onions. | 
lb is predicted that long-range onions • 
of heavy calibre will undergo a further, 
advance. ... * 

With reference to the man who | 
socured breathing space in a suburban 
train last week a satisfactory explana- 
tion is now forthcoming. lie was the' 
engine-driver. 

War is a great leveller. The Carl j 
Rosa Company are about to produce an j 
opera by a British composer. j 

A Frankfort hotel- keeper has been , 
fined for soiling a guo^fc a c ; gar for 
9.s\ bV. which only cost 4 s. fit/. We 
assume that it was urged in defence 
that the additional charge merely 
covered the risk of premature explosion, j 

We understand that the K aiser some- 
times refers to the Austrian Government , 
as Our Dumb Friends’ League. | 



A case of sleeping sickness has been j T 

reported in Scotland. This seems aU * Juti'uicr \to .s.ihsUiut-). " A», jhui: in: a \ 

most incredible in a country where the j asuckIikiv kmh ^srium’ S AU ' KI,,lir * 
bagpipes flourish. j: 

: j magistrate ordered a sanitary inspector 

“ No cure for potato wart lias yet boon ! to destroy a cheese which was unfit for 
found,” says an official of the Board of j human consumption. We learn that 
Trade. We feel that everything has not j the poor fellow asked to be allowed to 
been done which might have been. For , see his wife and family first, 
instance, have they written to the well- | . * 

known Editor who went to the Front to ’ According to The Hr en imj Sewn a 

toll Sir Douglas JIaig how to win the butterfly was la-t week seen fluttering 
War? in Fleet Street, though it is only fair to 

say that the poor misguided creature 
A member of the Sissinghurst Mouse , did not know it was Fleet Street. 


A member of the Sissinghursb Mouse 
Club recently killed six hundred and 
lifty mice in one day. It is supposed 
to have been a surprise attack against 
a weak sector. 


A wood-pigeon shot by a Warwick ! 
farmer was foun«l to have 737 grains of j 
barley in its craw. The voracious bird, j 
it appears, attempted to evade the issue 
by affecting to have lost its caterpillar 
card. 


A correspondent of The Daily Mail j by affecting to have lost its caterpillar 
voices a demand for “plainer Bishops..” ! card. 

For ourselves wo arc always glad to see, | 

whether in prelates or others, the gift! “The baking trade has reached rock 
of spiritual grace combined with that of j bottom,” declared the Mayor of South- 1 
personal beauty. .. ... I wark last week. Frankness of this j 

' kind is bound to disarm criticism ex- 1 
At a London police court last week the ' cept by the most fastidious*. I 


29th. 

ini: V.\!(.Mi:a— ’\JIA1U o’ A l)\\Vol” 

J i st ki:mkmijj;ui:u jl was oak aitj.k j>\y 

A woman has complained to tho Acton 
| magistrate that her husband Imd not 
| spoken lo her since September last. In 
| a similar case that has come to our 
j notice the man excuses himself on the 
! ground that ho never cares to butt in 
j when his wife is talking. 

I “ 4 Nelson,’ tho greatest naval p igeanl 
'film ever attempted, will,” say tf'The 
I Jhuhj X lews, “ toll the love story of 
I Nelson's life and the outstanding inci- 
dents of his career, including the do 
struct inn of tho Spanish armada.” No 
scandal about (Juekn Fliz vhkth, we 
trust. 

“The store is or -upicd by ;m Italian burner, 
wlio on opening tho door found that his slock 
of wood was burning, and immediately hurst 
! into a \ast conflagration. Th * tire, which 
, threatened to invade.: t lie mm loundmgs, was soon 
' jmt out .1 l-Moqlmh Al - la/ai f VVn/f/bv). 

! Tho turner seems to have been rather 
put out too. 


vni . C i.r v 
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OUR NEUTRAL NATIONALISTS. 

[Tn :i recent interview with the New York Press the Leader of the 
' [ri.sh Nationalist Party is reported to have said, “ Wo helievo that the 
i cause of the Allies is the cause of Freedom throughout the world.” 
i At the same time, while repudiating tho policy of the Sinn Feiners, 
j lie admitted that he had co-operated with them in their resistance 
■ to tho demand that Ireland should defend the cause of Freedom.] 

Who dares to say wo take the side 
Of 11:011 with treason is infected ? 

Tho Kthinp cannot change his hide, 

Nop yet can Freedom’s own Elected, 

Dispensing with their native skin, feign 
Approval of the principles of Sinn Fein. 

True, we have clasped the traitor’s hand, 

Leaned to his felon lips and kissed him, 

Smiled on a t is Hag, together banned 
Tho law that threatened to enlist him, 

And cursed the tyrant when I10 came 

And conjured us to tight in Freedom’s name. 

A common hatred made us kin ; 

With one consent wo launched attacks on 
Tho alien whom we loathe like sin, 

The cruel, autocratic Saxon, 

Whose brutal subsidies debase 

Tho spirit of our proud and patriot race. 

If William Kaiser’s ways arc vile, 

Lloyd Gk.ORok wo doom as great a villain; 

So sit wo on tho neutral stile, 

Conducted thoro by Mr. Dillon ; 

Though such a course may rouse tho cholcr 
Of hackers who donate the useful dollar. 

Yet to our Engl is 1 1 foes to-day 
And their Allies who striko for Freedom, 

“Our hearts, in this high quest,” wo say, 

“ Aro yours, if you could only read ’em ; 

Yes, for a cause so fair and right 

We will do anything on earth but light.” O. S. 

D.A.M.N. 

A Niuhtmahk of U )2 — 

D.A.M.N. — or, to give it its full though less expressive 
titlo, “ The Department for Abating Ministerial Nuisances ” 
— came into existence about the tenth year of the War, to 
combat tho prodatory onslaughts of tho Accommodation 
Committees of tho various Ministries. 

Jt was set up by the Covernmeut as a rosult of the popular 
outcry raised at tho eviction, at three hours’ notice, of tho 
j Royal Family from .Buckingham Palace, to make way for 
tho Minister of Intor- Departmental Warfare, a functionary 
whose activities wore first brought to public notice when 
tho Premier raised him to Cabinet rank for his services in 
saving the Treasury offices from an envoloping movement 
of the Ministry of Munitions —this department having 
secured a footing in Downing Street and begun conduct- 
ing a simultaneous drive southward from the Admiralty 
Arch. 

Tho growth of Government departments had been allowed 
too long to continue unchecked, until it had becomo no 
uncommon event for whole sections of a department to 
loso touch with their headquarters and to establish them- 
selves in outlying parts of tho Metropolis, whence they 
harried tho unfortunate inhabitants with requisitions for 
accommodation and forced labour. In the early years of 
the War tho provision of accommodation for Government 
departments had been tho concern of the Office of Works, 


but latterly departments had taken matters into their own 
hands, and, having furniture no longer provided for them 
and being unable to obtain sufficient staff by voluntary 
methods, they had adopted the easier course of com- 
mandeering houses with their contents and even their 
occupants. 

To combat this state of affairs D.A.M.N. was founded ; 
hut it differed in many respects from any other department 
created during tho War, and in every respect from any 
department created in pre-war days. To begin with, its 
birth was not heralded by any Press notices; further, it 
had no generally recognised headquarters, and its staff was 
almost exclusively composed of burglars, house-breakers 
and other men nimble with their fiijgers. Finally it cost 
the public little or nothing, and its actions, whenever they 
were brought to light, mot with unfailing public approval. 

Tho business of D.A.M.N. was to lop-off the numerous 
and unnecessary excrescences of Government departments 
and to reduce them to the limits of efficiency and usefulness, 
and its method was somewhat as follows : The particular 
branch or section or group of sections to he “ lopped” was 
first of all isolated from its headquarteis by the simple 
expedients of disconnecting the telephone wires and com- 
mandeering the fleet, of motor-cars standing in serried ranks 
about its doors. This done, the next step would ho for a 
special squad of D.A.M.N. representatives, introduced into 
the building in the guise of furniture removers, to win over 
or, if need ho, to overpower (for violent, methods had becomo 
usual in those days) the registry and messenger staffs. 
Pandemonium would then ensue for a short time, as tele- 
phones were vainly rung and rung again, while urgont 
papers piled themselves in every “out” tray and drifted like 
snow on to the floors. Within an hour howevor the work 
of tho “ isolated ” branch would have come to a standstill, 
and that work being of interest to 110 one but itself it 
would he 110 one’s concern to set it going again. With a 
final powdering of noses the staff would sadly and silently 
vanish away, and D.A.M.N. would then proceed quiotly 
but effectually to eliminate all traces of their previous 
occupation. 

As no accurate statistics had ever been compiled of the 
personnel and offices of the larger Ministries, it is not easy 
to convey an accurate impression of the magnitude of the 
task accomplished by D.A.M.N. from its creation up to the 
present time. It may, however, ho of interest to record 
that the Ministry of Munitions has been restricted to two 
palaces, three railway termini, fourteen hotels and ten 
streets of houses, and that in tho process a male staff 
equal to two Army Corps and a female staff sufficient to 
form ten divisions of W.A.A.G.’s have been m ado available 
for work of national importance, and sufficient petrol has 
been saved to restart the majority of the motor omnibus 
services in London. 

Tho Air Ministry too has been pruned down to such an 
extent that it is hoped that St. Paul’s Cathedral and one or 
more museums may shortly bo reopened to tho public, and 
that tho headquarters staff may not he greatly in excess of 
tho numbers of the R.A.F. in the field. 

Lastly, with the reductions recently effected at the 
Foreign Office, Admiralty, War Office, Board of Trade, etc., 
it is confidently oxpected that parts of St. James, the Grocn 
and Hyde Parks, together with some sections of the Em- 
bankment, will bo permitted to resume their normal functions 
as “lungs” of tho Metropolis. 

“Kaiser as the Hero of tiil 20tii Century. 

In time to como the Kaher may be known as the Iterod of the 20th 
Con tu rv . ” — Nvtti ngham Even i ng 1 \>st. 

Personally, we prefer the text to the headline. 
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where and anchored him to it. This 
THE MUD LARKS. has } ia( i t,h 0 effect of creating in him a 

Oun squadron is at the present dual personality, 
moment billeted in what the house- Sometimes lie thinks he is just fat 
agents would describe as a “ unique old Dolce F. Niento tho pig, and be- 
old-world property/’ a ramshackle pile haves as such, and one can tread all 
which looks like a palace from the over him without disturbing his melo 
South and a workhouse from tho North, dious slumbers. At others the collar 
It commenced its career, back in the and chain prey on his mind and he 
long ago, as a glorified week-end hun- imagines ho is Patna; Defensor the 
galow for Doges. In course of time it j trusty watch-dog, and mows down all j 


became a monastery. 

When the pious monks took over 


Tho children and fowls are doing 




they got busy with whitewash and nicely. They speedily discovered what 
obliterated most of the Doges’ sportive innumerable fowls and children all the 
mural decorations. Most, hut not all. world over had discovered before them, 

Methinks the Abbot hail tripped the ! namely, that the turtling dove is a wild 
boulevards in his youth and 

he spared some of the — s j 

When first wo came into 

residence hero we hoard Jh’ar Soul (ns she hoot s tho air-raid warning). “ All, what 
, . i • i • OWH TO THEM HKllOKS A-liLOWIN* OE THE MACAROONS ! " 

strange nocturnal swish i ngs 

and shufflings overhead, where none I beast compared with the British warrior 
should be, and attributed thorn to and his war-horse, and they victimise 
tho ghost of tho Abbot, who had re- j tho defenceless creatines accordingly, 
turnod from Purgatory with a bucket The result is that the Atkinses get 
of lime and was striving to wash out only what husks of their rations tho 
his former lapses. Later on we dis- children have neglected, and tho fowls 
covered it was tho calves, who from only allow the lniirics what oats they 
inscrutablo motives of their own prefer cannot possibly stagger away with, 
living in the attics. How Mrs. .Refugee Antonio Giuseppe the donkey was 
hoisted them lip there in the first place also a war profiteer. Commerce might 
and how she proposes to get them down stagnate, armies clash and struggle, 
again when they ripen are questions nations bleed to death, lie did not 
she alono can answer, but will never care. “ 17 ra la guerra 1 ” said Antonio 
do so because wo haven’t enough Italian Giuseppe. “As long as there is a 
to ask her. British unit handy to dine out with l ’in 

The piebald pig is supported entirely all for it.” These sentiments, though 
by voluntary contributions, and, like | deplorable, were not without reason, 
many other such institutions, keeps j for until we came I very much doubt 
frequent fasts. When he retreated here j if lie had ever had a full meal — a real 
there was no sty to accommodate him ; rib-straining blow-out — in his life, 
but Mrs; Refugee, with tho practical He was a miserable little creature, 
originality that distinguishes her, routed standing about a yard high by six inches 
out a retired dog-kennel from some- 1 broad. By tucking in his tail he could 


J)ear Soul (oh she horns tho air-raid warning ). “All, u iiat 
OWE TO THEM HEROES A-liLOWIN* OE THE MACAROONS ! “ 


have passed for a rabbit at any fancy- 
dress hall. His costume was a patch - 
work affair of hairy tufts and bare 
j spaces. I think ho must have been 
j laid away in a drawor without camphor 
at one time and been mauled by a 
moth. 

A disreputable ragamuffin person was 
Antonio Giuseppe the donkey, but for 
all that lie had a way with him, and 
was in his day the Light-weight Cham- 
pion Diner-out of all Italy — probably 
of the world 

At night he reposed in the kitchen 
along with Mrs. Refugee, the bambini 
and fowls. The day he spent in his 
observation post, lurking behind a 
i screen of mulberries and 
’ vines, keeping a watchful 
; eye on the horses. 

As soon as their nose- 
; bags were on he commenced 
‘ to move stealthily towards 
tho lines, timing himself 
to arrive just as tho nose- 
bags came off and tho hay- 
V nets went up. Ho then 

K na k glided softly between the 

v!V\V horses and helped himself. 

Being tiny and very discreet 
ho frequently passed unob- 
served, hut should the line- 

R guard spot him ho had his 
plan of action. 

Oft-times have I seen a 
perspiring and blasphemous 
trooper pursuing the winged 
Antonio Giuseppe round the 
lines with a stable broom; 
but when tho broom de- 
scended Antonio Giuseppa 
was not there to receive it. 
- Ho W ould nip under the 
breast-rope, slip in under 
no we not ono horse’s belly and out 
between tiio legs of another, 
dodging through and round the as- 
tounded animals like a half- back through 
a loose scrum or a greased pig at a fair, 
snatching a generous contribution from 
| each hay-net as he passed. Under this 
method Antonio tlirovo and throve ; 

J hut the tale of splintered brooms grew 
I and grew and tho Quartermaster loved 
mo not. 

| Yesterday tho General intimated that 
I he ’d like to inspect us. Always eager 
to oblige, we licked, polishod, brushed 
and burnished ourselves, pipe-clayed our 
head- ropes, pomaded our moustaches, 
powdered our noses and paraded. 

We paraded to-day in regimental 
column in a held west of our palace- 
workhouse and sat stiff In our sad- 
dles, the cheerful sunshine glowing on 
leather-work, glinting on brass and 
steel, conscious that we could give any 
Beauty Chorus a run for its money. 
There sounded a shrill fanfaronade of 
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AT THE SIGN OF THE RED TRIANGLE. 


If You were in the Battle Zone. 

The dug-out is close to the fighting. Great shells go 
scroaming overhead. But to the men who come trudging 
painfully back— spent and athirst, with halting footstops 
and with bandaged heads and arms — how welcome a haven 
of rest the Y.M.C.A. dug-out is. 

What a privilege you would hold it to lend your arm 
to ono of tho “walking wounded.” With what joy would 
you hand food or warm drink to an exhausted man. How 
eagerly you would say to tho weary : “ Here is the 

Y.M.C.A. Como in and rest.” 

It is just these things yon can do now. Tn your own 
h'ome, protected by the men who are holding tho very 
Oates of England, you can, by writing a chequo for the 
Y.M.C.A., satisfy the longings of your heart to help tho 
men who livo face to face with death. 


In the recent offensive, 130 Y.M.C.A. Cenlres have been 
lost or destroyed, which together with stores and equip 
nicnt, represent £150,000. It will he impossible to rebuild 
tlioso Huts at the moment, but 84 new marquees, with 
equipment, have boon sent to the Front to onable our men 
to carry on. 

Help us to continue the work. 

This is the moment to act. If you have never helped 
before, help now in tho crisis of battle. If you have 
helped in tho past, now is tho time to make good your 
generosity by replacing tho losses. 

Please send your Cheque to-day. 

Donations should bo addressed to Sir Henry E. E. 
Procter, Acting Hon. Treasurer, Y.M.C.A. National Head- 
quarters, 12, Russell Square, London, W.C.l. Cheques 
should bo made payable to Sir Henry E. E. Procter, and 
crossed “ Barclay’s Bank, Ltd.” 


The above space is put at the disposal of the Y.M.C.A. by 


BIRMINGHAM: 

20 Temple Street 

CARDIFF : • 

5 Church Strcot 

LEEDS: 

82 Albion Street 

LEICESTER: 

19 & 20 Corridor Chambers 
Market Place 



LIVERPOOL: 

30 Castle Street 

HEAD OFFICE: 
Multigraph Works 
West Bromwich 



BELFAST: 
Scottish Provident Buildings 
Don- gall Square 

LONDON : 

22 St Andrew Street GLASHOW : 

llolborn Circus, E.C.4 166 Buchanan Street 


MANCHESTER: 
7 Bluckfriars Street 

NEWCASTLE : 
St Nicholas Hquaro 
(Opposite Cathedral) 

SHEFFIELD : 
28 Change Alloy 

SWANSEA: 
3-5 Goat Stroot 
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SALE of SEAMLESS 

Axminster Carpets 

HPHESE CARPETS are perfect goods and cannot be 
1 repeated at the prices at which they are now offered. 
The reductions are made to clear certain patterns for 
stock-taking purposes, and present an opportunity which 
careful buyers should take advantage of at once. 


No. in 


SIZE 


Usual 

REDUCE 

D 

Stock 

ft. 

n. 

ft. in. 

Price 

PRICE 


2 

io 

6 by 

10 () 

£\o 2 

*7 

7 

O 

IK 

12 

0 

10 (> 

II 11 

8 

8 

O 

3 • 

13 

r> 

icj (t 

12 i<) 

9 

9 

O 

I 

15 

0 

IO ft 

14 S 

IO 

IO 

O 

I 

‘5 

0 

12 0 

1ft 10 

12 

0 

O 

39 • 

10 

f> 

9 0 

10 

7 

17 

6 

3^ • 

12 

0 

9 0 


9 

O 

O 

1 

10 

r> 

10 0 

12 

9 

3 

6 

10 

12 

0 

IO f) 

4 

IO 

IO 

O 

24 

>3 

r, 

10 ft 

. r ) 15 

11 

16 

O 


>5 
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TO ft 
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13 

2 
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ft 

12 O 

0 

7 

IO 

O 

2 

*3 

(> 

12 O 

H 

13 

IO 

O 

H . 

15 

0 

12 O 

20 

15 

O 

O 


When these Carpets are disposed of they 
cannot be repeated at the reduced rates. 


TRELOAR & SONS, 

68, 69 St 70, LUDGATE HILL, 



KHAKI SHIRTS. 

The War has proved the absolute superiority of " Viyella ” Khaki 
Shirts. •‘Viyella'’ is soft, warm, and -non-irritant, exceedingly 
durable and will not shrink. Moreover, owing to the fact that 
it both absorbs and radiates away the moisture of the body, 
the wearing of "Viyella” is of real importance to the health. 

If you are unable to obtain, write to the Manufacturers for name of suitable Retailer 
Wm. Hollins & Co., Ltd. {Trade 64, Viyella Hons# 1 , Newgnte St., London, E.C. I 



Cheerio there 

here’s the“Decca” 



I N an instant, boredom vanishes. At once 
the "Dccca” is opened and the enter- 
tainment begins. First somethinK light 
from the Revues, next a 'cello solo or a song, 
then a little *' patter" -and so on. Every- 
one’s tsste is gratified, and whether it be 
ragtime or a Queen's Hall orchestral triumph, 
the music t is perfectly rendered by the 
inimitable ’ Dacca." 


f)ECCA 

THE PORTABLE GRAMOPHONE 

In Leather Cloth Compressed Fibre Solid Cowhide 

£6 1 So, Od. £7 17a. 6d. £10 10s. Od. 

Of Harrods, Army and Navy Stores, Whitdcy’s, Selfridge’s. 
Gntnage’s, and all leading Stores and Music Dealers. Illustrated 
Folder, and name of nearest agent, free on application to the 
Manufacturers— 

THE DECCA CO., 36, WORSHIP ST„ LONDON, E.C. a. 
(Proprietors: BARNETT SAMUEL & SONS. Ltd.) 




ip 


u 


DURO 


‘ Garment replaced if colour fades* 


Duro Cambric 

31' - for smart 
frocks and 
blouses, in novel 
stripes, fine lino 
checks and plain 
white • 3/6 a yd, 

Duro . Zophyr 

SI''— a beantiful 
fine soft cloth, 
in plain colours, 
stripes, checks 
and two tone 
effects -9A a yd. 


- the Guarantee Riven Duro. . Pique 
with all Duro fabrics. 


r PHKSE charming andeconomi- 
X cal Cloths combine absolute 
fastness of colour w’ith wonderful 
durability. 

Dyers and Manufacturers: 

BURGESS, LEDWARD A CO. , Ltd. 

Patterns and the names of local retail- 
ers may be had from The British Textile 
Syndicate, Room 38, 10, Piccadilly, 
Manchester. 


40 '--very smart 
and economical, 

in white grounds 
with coloured 
stripes nnd all 
white • 8/11 a yd. 
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Myopic Husband (< entering suddenly from France). "Ah, thkhh you auk, my dear- just tii same— not cji\nomd a nr Same 
PRETTY ilAT TOO.” 


trumpets, tootling th(3 salute, and a 
dazzle of gold and scarlet, like a Turner 
sunset, blazed into view -the General 
and his Stall. 

At the same moment Antonio Giuseppe 
espied us from his observation post and, 
getting it into his head that wo were 
picnicing out (it was about lunch-time), 
hastened to join us. As the General 
readied tho loading squadron Antonio 
Giuseppe reached tho near squadron 
and, sliding unobtrusively into its ranks, 
looked about for the hay-nets. 

However tho Second in Command 
noticed his arrival and motioned to his 
trumpetor. The trumpeter spurred for- 
ward and pinked Antonio Giusoppo in 
the hindquarters with his sw T ord-point 
as a hint to him to move on. Antonio, 
thinking the lino-guards were upon 
him and with a now type of broom, 
loosed a squeal of agony and straight- 
way commenced his puss-in-the-corner 
antics in and out and round about tho 
horses’ legs. They didn’t like it at all ; 
it tickled and upset them ; they changed 
from the horizontal to the vertical, 
giggled and p&wcd the air. 

Things were becoming serious. A hee- 
hawing tatterdemalion donkey, playing 
“ ring o’ roses ” with a squadron of war- 
horses, tickling them into hysterics, 
detracts from the majesty of such oc» 


casions and is no lit spectacle for a 
General. A second trumpeter joined 
in the chase and scored a direct prick 
on tho soft of Antonio Giuseppe’s nose 
as he dived out under tho tail of a 
plunging gun-mare. Antonio whipped 
about and lied towards tho centre 
squadron, ears wobbling, braying an- 
guished S.O.S.s. Tho two trumpeters, 
young and ardent lads, thundered after 
him, swords at the engage, racing eacli 
other, knee to knee for first blood. They 
scored simultaneously on the butt of 
his tail, and Antonio, stung to the quick, 
shot clean through (or rather under) 
the centre squadron into the legs of the 
General’s horse, tripping up that ma- 
jestic animal and bringing the whole 
statoly edifice ruining clown into a 
particularly muddy patch of Italy. 

Tremendous and awful moment ! As 
my groom and countryman expressed 
it, “ Ye cud hear tho silence for miles.” 
The General did not break it. I think 
his mouth was too full of mud and 
loose teeth for words. He arose slowly 
out of the ooze like an old walrus lift- 
ing through a bed of seaweed black as 
death, slime dripping from his whiskers, 
and limped grimly from the held, fol- 
lowed by his pallid staff proffering 
handkerchiefs and smelling-salts. But 
I understand lie became distinctly ar- 


ticulate when he got homo, and tho 
upshot of it is that wo aro to bo put in 
tho forefront of tho nastiest battle that 
can he arranged for us. 

And Antonio Giuseppe the donkey, 
author of all the trouble, what of him ? 
you ask. 

Antonio Giuseppe tho donkey will 
never smile again, dear reader. With 
his edges trimmed and “Welcome” 
branded across his hack ho may serve 
as a mangy doormat for some suburban 
maisonette, but at the present moment 
ho lies in the; mud of the parade-ground, 
as Hat as a sole on a sand-hank, waiting 
for someone to roll him up and carry 
him away. 

When a full-fed Major-General falls 
ho falls heavily. Patuandicr. 

A Sinecure. 

“Teacher for small infant school, no chil- 
dren.” — Ch n n h Ti mes. 

“ The story of the Department of Agricul- 
ture shows how sin Irish institution, wholly in 
Irish hands, may flourish when it is withdrawn 
from the cold and paralysing shoes of the 
Castle.” — Daily Chronicle. 

Are we to understand by this that there 
would be no more cold feet in Ireland 
if Irishmen wore allowed full use of 
their own brogues ? 
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A MATTER OF PRECEDENCE. 

Louisa is greatly distressed. She 
tolls mo sho will never have another 
moment’s peace until the War is over, 
and she is inclined, unreasonably 1 
think, to blame my conduct in the 
matter. Recalling tho quite uncommon 
circumstances 1 do not see how a man 
of honour and chivalry could have acted 
otherwise than as I did. 

Briefly, tho facts are those. Louisa 
is a slave to superstition. Not a day 
passos hut sho does something or 
refrains from doing something else with 
the notion of averting misfortune from 
herself and her family. Naturally I 
smilo at her childishness, but since our 
only son, Gerald, went to Flanders 1 
have so far humoured her as to cease 
using my portable shaving mirror, to 
make doubly secure our hanging pic- 
tures, to avoid spilling tho salt, or, 
having spilt it, to throw a pinch over 
my left shoulder, to remove my glasses 
before bowing to the new moon, and to 
forbid admittance into the house of any 
sprigs of black or white thorn. 

Having indulged her whims to this 
extent it was but natural 1 should go a 
step further. When Louisa was laid up 
with bronchial asthma this spring and 
was prevented from fallowing her usual 
custom of going out info tho country to 
hear tho call of the cuckoo and there- 
upon at onco opening a gate to “lot in 
the luck,” 1 volunteered to go instead. 

Louisa was greatly relieved. “ You ’re 
almost sure to hoar it round Hammer 
Down Copse,” sho said, “ and there s a 
gate close by leading to a fanm When 
you hear it — just one ‘Cuckoo* — don’t 
lose a moment ; run to tho gate and 
open it. Think of our boy and opon it 
wide and lot in all the luck.” 

It was nonsenso, of course, but, after 
all, opening a gate is a vory simple 
mattor, and I am not tho man to shirk 
a promise to a wife with bronchial 
asthma and a boy in Flanders. 

I sot out for Hammer Down Copse. 
For seven evenings in succession 1 sat 
on tho gate loading to tho farm ready 
to jump down and fling it wide open at 
tho sound of tho spirit voice. But no 
cuckoo broke the silence. 

Louisa was in despair. “ Try Dipper 
Dell,” sho said. I tried it. It was a 
balmy night, a trifle warm for walking. 
I took it easily. I was barely fifty 
yards from tho spot when suddenly the 
clear soft call, “Cuckoo,” was wafted 
to my ears, and facing me, loading to 
the dell, I saw a five-barred gate. 

I ran. I have never run so hard 
since I ran for the doctor when Gerald 
was born. I took tho road in leaps. 
But out of the dell’s green depths came 
a man, a bont and grey-haired man, 


full fifteen years my senior. And he 
also leapt. 

We mot across the gate. Tho intro- 
duction was abrupt, and we were both 
temporarily short of broath. The gate 
was fastened in tho usual simple fashion 
of country gates. To open it one had 
merely to jerk it upwards on its hinges. 
I was about to do so when, with the 
agility of a monkey, this venerable 
gentleman climbed upon it and hung 
with all his weight across tho topmost 
bar. With as much gentleness as was 
consistent with firmness I took him by 
the shoulders and obliged him to de- 
scend. Instantly he attempted to raise 
the gate. There was no alternative but 
to assume a leaning position over the top 
bar myself. With a dexterity beyond 
his years he succeeded in dislodging mo. 

The situation threatened to become 
undignified. I addressed myself to him 
with quiet appeal. “Sir,” I said, “I 
have a son at tho Front. Need I ad- 
vance a further claim ? ” 

“ One son ! ” he replied. “ I have 
throe, and my youngest just going.” 

And Louisa blames me because I 
turned homo without a word and left 
him to opon tho gato. 

THE SUM OF CHIVALRY. 

What shall bo said of him, your friend, 
That vory perfect gontlo knight 
Whose fair life, crown’d with such an 
end, 

No graven scroll could praise aright? 

There is a simple line can toll 

Of the great spirit proud and free, 
Whose steadfast vision still would dwell 
Upon the star of Courtesy. 

No shining warrior prince of old 
Whoso glory lit the knightly days 
But this brief epitaph had told 
The perfect measure of his praise. 

Yet him wo mourn a courage graced 
That finds no ancient counterpart; 
What knew they of the deaths ho faced 
With laughter from a boyish heart? 

There needs no marble; just tho small 
Rude cross of wood that soldiers rear, 
And this for proud memorial, 

An English Gentleman lies here. 

An Appropriate Item. 

From a programme of the Municipal 
Concerts, Bath : — 

“Doughs Reverie and Petit Valsk 

Tchaikovsky. 

In tho event of rain tho Band will play at 
tho Pump Hoorn.” 

“Educated Girls Wanted for Training in 
Rabhit Catching in Radnorshire.” — Times . 

Export exponents of the “ Bunny-Hug ” 
specially invited. 


THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

xiv. 

Conversation on Chapter LXXVIII. 

Richard . Tell us something more 
about tho Universities of Oxford and 
Cambridge, Mamma, and the great 
reconciliation between them in this 
period. 

Mrs. M. Very well; but it is a long 
story. The antagonism between them 
was mostly friendly and was expressed 
in atldetic contests, hut it occasionally 
led to harsh mutual criticism. Thus 
it was said, on tho ono hand, that 
Oxford could only produce a manner 
and a marmalade, and, on the other, 
that Cambridge was only famous for 
sums and sausages. 

Mary. Well, I think that sausages 
and marmalade aro both very good 
things. But I hate sums and I don’t 
understand what you mean by a 
manner. 

Mrs. M. My dear child, it is not 
seemly to speak of food with such 
enthusiasm, and by abusing arithmetic 
you render yourself ridiculous. But as 
you ask for information on tho subject 
of the Oxford manner I will endeavour 
to enlighten your ignoranco. It was 
supposod to reflect a consciousness of 
intellectual superiority to thoso who 
had boon educated elsewhere, and un- 
doubtedly in some instances causod 
considerable irritation, especially as tho 
majority of tho great poets were edu- 
cated at Cambridge, while three of the 
most distinguished bards who entered 
Oxford — Shelley, Swinburne and 
Calverlky — found the conditions so 
uncongenial to tho development of their 
talents that they loft or were obliged to 
leave without obtaining a degree. I 
am hound to admit, howovor, that two 
out of tho three wore decidedly uncon- 
ventional — 1 had almost said Pagan — 
in thoir opinions. 

Georye. Well, give mo Calverley 
every time. 

Mrs. M. Your expressions are rather 
odd, but the sentimont is defensible. 
Calverley, as you perhaps know, 
migrated to Cambridge, whore he had 
a brilliant academic career. But to 
revert to this criticism of Oxford, I find 
it expressed in a most pointed manner 
in the writings of an eminent Cambridge 
professor of the period, Bateson by 
name, who, after complaining of the 
neglect of science by the sister univer- 
sity, traces the evil back to the public 
schools. “Boys who are marked out 
as leaders,” he observes* “ rarely have 
much instinct for science and avoid 
such teaching, finding it irksome or 
unsatisfying.” And the Professor con- 
tinues : “ Those it is who, going after- 
wards to the Universities, in preponder- 
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First Amatt nr Hardener , “How auk vol’H vkas doing? ’ 

.Second ditto . “ SplKxNuidly only they ’he all coming up sastubuumh. ’ 

First ditto . “That’s curious. I’\k out some tuknivh like that i*n my plot 


siting numbers to Oxford, make for 
themselves a .congenial atmosphere, 
disturbed only by faint ripples of that 
vast intellectual renasconeo in which 
tho new shape of civilisation is forming. 
With self-complacency unshaken they 
assume in due course charge of Church 
and State and Press, and in general the 
leadership of the country. As lawyers 
and journalists they do our talking for 
us, let who will do the thinking. 
Observe that thoir strength lies in the 
possession of a special gift -the gift of 
speech — which under the, conditions of 
democratic government has a prodigi- 
ous opportunity.'’ 

Mary . Dear Mamma, I think Pro- 
fessor Bateson must bo right, because 
he writes just in tho same way you talk. 

Mrs. M. I am afraid, Mary, that your 
opinion does more credit to your filial 
piety than to your discrimination. Still 
l am not insensible to the. compliment. 

Richard. But had all the Oxford men 
the gift of the gab— I beg pardon— of 
speech ? 

Mrs. M. Some of them certainly were 
distinguished for their forgnsic and ora- 
torical talents*. Mr. Asquith and Lord 
Curzon, for example. But Lord Nortijl- 
cliffEj Lord Beaverbrook and Mr. 
Lloyd George were none of them edu- 
cated at Oxford. In any case Professor 
Bateson’s indictment was rather unfor- 


tunate, for, at the very time ho wrote, 
the antagonism that he, perhaps uncon- 
sciously, helped to foster was swallowed 
up in a noble emulation which turned 
all tho undergraduates into lighting- 
men, all tho scholars into crusaders, 
and enriched tho annals of both Uni- 
versities with countless and imperish- 
able examples of heroic patriotism. 

TUB RECENT HEAT-WAVE. 

(With acknotrlcdijmentit to our Snappy 
Contemporaries.) 

[“Owing, it is thought, to the heat a tram- 
car ran off the rails at Bed worth/’ 

Daily Paper. J 

As a result of the warm weather 
several moths in tho suburbs have de- 
cided to discard their fur coats. 

At Sunningdale last week a ferocious 
attack was made on a policeman by a 
butterfly, which actually snapped at 
tho ollicer while in the execution of his 
duty. 

It is thought that Ludkndorff was 
overcome with nervous prostration 
when he announced in a despatch to 
Berlin that, “ with the exception of tho 
postponement of tho offensive, there 
was nothing to report on tho Western 
Front.” 

Things got so warm in Ireland that 


several Sinn Femurs were invited by 
the Government to go away for the 
benefit of Ireland’s health. 

A Sergeant-Major who gave the 
wrong word of command last week 
was so overcome by the heat that he 
absolved the recruits from all blame. 

During the rush for the Brighton 
train at Victoria Station an alien who 
jumped on an intending passenger, < is- 
locating his shoulder and removing a 
brace of teeth, went so far as to apolo- 
gise. Tt is supposed I hat lie was suffer- 
ing from a heat-stroke. 

We have reluctantly to deny the 
rumour that, during a warm day last 
week, Sir JIedley lk Bah rushed into 
a restaurant and ordered iced cham- 
pagne at four shillings an inch. 

A Provident Lad. 

Extract from small boy’s letter bom 
school 

“ Dkaii "Motj i KK, — Would } on wild mi; 
some more pocket-money ? I thought 1 ’d 
better lay in a store of penny stamps to wiite 
lo you with- -as 1 hear they are going up in 
price. . . /’ 

“ I have been killing a pig f< r our own use 
for the last fifteen years/’ 

Letter in “ The Daily Dispatch ” (Manchester). 

Like Charles II. the pig soems to have 
been an unconscionable time in dying. 
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First Officer (in spasm of jealousy). “Who's tiie knock-kneed chap with your sister, old man?" 
Secoml Officer. “ My. other sister.” 


TALES TOLD TO CIVILIANS. 

The Fly. 

Have I been at. tho Front ! — O Lor ! 

Was I over tho bags -You bet. 
They tell me 1 won tho mouldy war 
At tho Battle of Nouviltetto ; 

Tho bombs was terrible thick 

And the shells was mountain-high, 
And many a Bosch went hack to Base, 
But I can't say much about what took 
place, 

For 1 had a 11 y in my eyo. 

Wo were just getting up to Frit/. 

When tho horrible thing occurred, 
And bang in my eye the blighter sits, 
Tho si/o of a well-fed bird ; 

“ Como on,” tho Officer says ; 

l says to him, 14 * By-and-by ; ’ 

It ’s all very woll to say, ‘ Como on ! ’ 

I would if iny arms and logs wore 
gone, 

But 1 ' vc got a fly in my eye." 

Have you boon on a bicyclo, Sir, 

And copped it proper tho same, 
When the world was only a misty blur 
And your oyo like a rod-hot flame, 

So that you wopt great tears, 

So that you longed to die? 

Well, think what it is when there hap- 

pens to be 

A battle you specially came to see, 
y And then &ot a fty in your eye. 


They say as there ain’t no doubt I 
What 1 ought to have gone and 
done— * 

Turned my upper lid inside out 
And over the under one; 

But 1 tell you the bombs was thick, 
And never a man said “ Hi ! 

Just monkey about with your upper 
lid;” 

So I blow my nose and I wept, 1 did, 
And 1 still hacl a lly in my eye. 

And then, Sir, I just went mad, 

I groped for my trusty hypo, 

And I laid about like a Tyneside lad 
With a good blind circular swipe ; 
They tell me 1 killed ten Huns 
And laid out Corporal Fry ; 

The Huns they took to their heels and 
fled, 

And even tho Company wished mo dead, 
And I still had a fly in my eye. 

I fell on my poor old face, 

1 lay in a hole and swore ;» 

And now they call me a shell-shock 
case 

And toll mo I won tho War; 

They gave me tho D.C.M., 

And that ’s why I seem so shy, 

But this is tho truth I vo told to you, 
And you nover can tell what a man 
won’t do 

With a darned great fly in his eye. 

A.P.H. 


SPELLING BY 44 ANALOGY.” 

Lady (finishing order at telephone). 
And send it to Two hundred and liity- 
threo, Tanza Hoad. 

Voice over telephone. Two hundred 
and lifty-three where, Moddaru ? 

Lady. Two lnmdrod and fifty-three, 
Tanza Load, 

Voice. I ’in sorry I can’t hear you, 
M odd am. 

Lady. Two hundred and fifty -three, 
Tanza 

Voice (coldly). Spell it by analogy, 
Moddam. 

Lady. T for Tommy, A for apple, 
N for novel, Z for zany. 

Voice. Z for wkat ? 

Lady. Z for zany. 

Voice. I 'in sorry I can’t hear , Mod- 
dom. Z for what ? 

Lady. Z for zebra. 

Voice. Ah, that 's better. 

“Yesterday evening Mr. , J.P., auc- 

tionoor and farmer, was fired at when driving 

home. , . Mr. , wlio is an ex-Ohairman 

of the Rural District Council, is a nubst 

popular man in the district.* For some time 
past ho has boon subject to a scries of annoy- 
ances, the most recent of which was the 
spiking of his lands, and his cattle and horses 
mutilated.”— Irish Paper. 

Popularity in Ireland would appear to 
have its drawbacks. 




Kaisek. “OUR FUTURE, MY DEAR BOY, LIES IN THE EAST!" 

Cbown Prince. » WELL, FATHER, FROM WHAT I’VE SEEN OF THE WEST I THINK 
YOU MAY BE RIGHT." 
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....... for Mudhampton ; but the award of the . .../Mi. 

THE NEW SPIRIT IN SPORT. p r ] ze j s under consideration owing to ^ SPECIAL OCCASION. 

[Being a few ox tracts from the papers of the the fact that the winning team’s sup- Tin had been waiting outside the 
near future, illustrating novel developments p Gr ters started sniping at them with a Tube station for some time, but the 
In war-time sport.] battery of machine-guns, and the other expression of his face as he glanced at 

“ The Clydeside Kivetters’ Cup Final competitors contend that, had they had the clock from time to time was one 
was played at Dalmuir yesterday before this incentive to dig themselves in, they of whimsical rather than of bored im- 
a crowd of sixteen thousand, and re- also would have made a vastly im- patience. 

suited in a draw. Fairfield Furies, who proved effort. ’’ . „ Fivo-and-twcnty past ono. 

started favourites, gave a great display, A quarter past had been tho appointed 

putting up a score of one hundred-and- “Messrs. Laird and Co., contractors time; hut she was always inclined to 
fifty thousand rivets, MacAndrew being for the Forth and Clyde Canal, have he a little unpunctual, though she could 
top-scorer with eight thousand, which very generously offered the proposed never he got to admit it or oven to 


yesterday’s race for 
sexes) u j) Hen Nevis 


Tanks 
the in- 


places him at the head of the averages, canal course for the forthcoming inter 
Bet an almost impossible task to win, | national trenching match between Eng 
Brown’s Hustlers (Clydebank) tackled land and Scotland.” 
tho proposition brilliantly, and stood a 
good chance of drawing level when the “ In 
supply of ships ran out-, and as nothing (mixed 
other than rivetting on ship-, 
hoard is allowed under Lloyd’s I 
rules tho game was abandoned. , 

We understand that three mem- i 
hers of the Fairfield team have ; 
been selected to represent Great 
Britain against the American 
team that is to come over next 
month and attempt to recover 
the cinders.” 



realise it. 

Would she ever alter ? lie was afraid 
not. 

After all, there was no doubt that 
part of her charm lay in a sort of irre- 
sponsible casual attitude towards the 
minor incidents of life. But in 
tilings that mattered he had 
never known her to fail. 

Half-past. Surely no accident 
could have befallen her? He 
half smiled at the idea. Kitty 
was not the sort of person to 
get run over, and somehow one 
felt certain she would he sure to 
emerge smiling even from the 
most cataclysmic of disasters. 
Suddenly he became aware of 


her coming towards him, thread - 


11 Greater public interest than 
ever is being displayed in tho % t 
Naval Gun-laying Tests which f * ing her way swiftly, alertly, hut 

opened yesterday in tho North quite quietly through the stream 

Bea. More than forty large j kIv L^ . -WtsSm of passers-by. 

passongor liners crowded with j HU ^ How delightful, how fresh she 

enthusiastic spectators accom- ' , * g|j§f looked ; how different from all 

panied tho Fleet, and betting] ? , . /✓'*" ' ' I y/' the other women ! 

was very keen on tho outcome. 1 *'* V*' L' ;// V hC Her smile as she came to- 

The forward barbette of tho -w ( Ul . wards him was a trifle solf-con- 

Qium Elizabeth stands favourite , .,7. t ''Z scions. 

at prosent m tho heavy section, I8N ’ T L ikb a sheep, and ihr hoi-ms isn’t like that holse 1 do hope you like it, she 
An exciting incident marked yes- up thkiih, and the trees are the wrong shape and said rather breathlessly when 

terday’s proceedings, tho Press- COROUR - ['JJ K0KUY ; ’ she got quite near him. “I’m 

boat being mistaken for a target you don’t do yovhkklf justice. Yoi h work interests 80 afiaid it is a little too gay. 
and sunk by a salvo from one of me extremely. I should describe it as Nko-ci rdtic He surveyed her critically, 
tho Super-Dreadnoughts. For- Vouticism, I think. • “I think it’s charming,” he 

tunately no lives were lost, hut in ! domitahlo Manjueritc alone succeeded said. “Those roses 

consequence of this mishap we regret] in attaining the goal. In view of the “Filly hoy,” she said. “ They ’re 
that tho opening scores have not yet ] practical impossibility of negotiating not ros *s, they’re dahlias. But 1 ’in 

como to hand.” 1 tho descent it has been decided to leave so glad you like it ; one can’t afford to 

: her there and convert her into an hotel , have clothes one doesn't wear these 
“ On Saturday afternoon Tooting heat ] for tourists desirous of seeing the sun- 1 days. Where are we lunching? ” 
Claphaui in the Planting Section of the ; rise from the summit.” 

London Allotments League. For a 


time Cliiplmm looked like winning, for p air warning. 

they holed out tho potato round in Notice put u by the C.Q.M.S. of a 

record tune; but they wore eventually L ulct batt I u i ion 

overhauled by the lootingitoB. who fiaye .. , NM . Krl los ()K Roolis ._ Thc Commanding 
a line display on tile greens, their j officer will inspect. No. 3 Coy. rooms ti -mo-, 
manipulation of cabbages and cauli- row. Cadets a re reminded not to leave any- 
flowers being considered ono of the thing of value laying Oil the shelves.’’ 
prettiest hits of play of the season, and uT “ 

i • _ „ r i / “In our recent report of the entertainment 

drawing forth repeated applause from a ht!ld at st . inadvertently omitted to 

largo attendance. mention the name of Miss as having con- 

tributed two sons Provincial Paper, 

Devonshire Chevrons Club held their Wo understand that Miss 


JIo looked a little apologetic. 

“ l thought, darling, as it was such 
a i'enj. special occasion, that per- 
haps ” He murmured the name of 

a very smart restaurant. 

“Ob, Jim,” she said, “do you think 
one ought? In wartime? But of 
course I shall simply love it. What 


a good thing the hat came in time. 
Shall we walk ? ” 

But this was to be a* day of real 
extravagance, and when she realised 
how much he was enjoying it she let 
has him have his own way. He had been 


first trenching competition of the season written to the Editor entreating him to working so hard, poor darling, all these 
on Saturday. It resulted in an easy win publish no further apology. months, a»nd spending nothing, except 
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THE NEWEST ARMY. 


Subaltern. “Ok course I can’t ask you to mess, Dad; but uht you ns elk some extras at the canteen with this,” 
hU parent half-a-eroirn.) 


(I funds 


on tho most necessary things. And, 
after all, it was an occasion. 

Tho lunch was a tremendous success. 
Even the waiter seemed to sympathise 
with their happiness, though one might 
have imagined he must have grown 
accustomed to the ways of lovers, and 
become blase in consequence; hut then 
this was such a particularly attractive 
pair. 

And after lunch they wont to a 
matin6o, and he bought her violets 
and chocolates, and there was more 
taxi, and finally they had tea in a cosy 
little very now place which only the 
extremely initiated had heard of at all. 

On their way out they paused a 
moment in the dark entrance. He 
had to go back to the City ; there were 
important things still to be done at the 
offico. Ho kissed her very tenderly. 

“ It has been lovely,” sho said. “ I 'm 
so glad* we decided to keep it quiet ; it 
would have been dreadful to have a 
fuss, and people, and all the fcimo to 
feel ” - 

The tears came into her blue eyes 
for a minute, but she blinked them 
away. He knew that she was thinking 
of those whose gay smiling ways would 
never again brighten their happy circle, 


and ho held her little hand tightly, 
keeping it tucked under his arm while 
they traversed the brief distanco be- 
tween the tea-shop and tho Tube station, 
and again going down in tho lift and 
along tho draughty passages. 

“1 ’ll try not to he very late,” ho 
said, as ho put her into tho train. 

Sho was smiling again, and the last 
glimpso he had of her was her bright 
face beaming at him from tho window 
over his bunch of violets, which she 
had pinnod into her fur. lie walked 
away briskly, his mind full of happy 
memories. It was their golden wed- 
ding day. It. F, 

“A Berlin telegram announces that the 
Reichstag, after the reading of the Colonial 
Budgot, has adjourned till June 4.” 

Morning Post. 

By which time it may havo got over 
tho shock. 

“Sergt. said that he was in London 

Road, , when he saw tho defendant in 

charge of a brown mare and about two tons of 
stone. The Mayor was restless and under the 
saddle thoro was a raw wound about two inches 
in length .” — Provincial Paper, 

Quite sufficient to account for his wor- 
ship’s uneasiness. 


A RONDEL OK WAR-TIME BOOTS. 
Tub friendly cow, all rod and white, 
She never gave me hoots like these, 
Habiliments of little ease, 

Where paper (brown) and wood unite 
And, anything but water-tight, 

Open their seams to every breeze. 
Tho friendly cow, all rod and white, 
Sho never gave mo hoots like theso ; 
Leather sho givos (when sho has quite 
Finished with it herself) and choeso 
And cream in varying degrees — 

But not this cardboard composite. 

Tho friendly cow, all red and whito, 
She never gave me hoots like theso. 

“ ‘235 Acre Farm : Farm, near Rugby 

and Coventry ; chiefly pasture which wiil 
fatten a bullock .” — Morning Paper. 

But no single animal ought to be allowed 
in these times to make a beast of itself. 

“ Quiet restful holidays at Ilfracombe means 
I r cal tl i . ”— / )a ilij f ‘ a per . 

No doubt they does. 

“The ground thereabouts gave natural de- 
fences to tho village of Ville sur-Anoro. Oil 
the north of it there is flooded ground owing 
to the damning of the stream .” — Daily Paper, 
Or was it the other way about? 
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Jill (examining pit lurr of tank ). “ Hokr it havf. any openings? ’ 

Jack . "Only two. One to fiiil a ofn through and one to put the money in.” 


WHAT THU SUN DIDN’T SEE — 
FOli FAR TOO LONG. 

“ Once upon a time,” said the Sun, 
who lias lately been in a very good 
humour and full of stories, “there was 
a meadow surrounded by a Hint wall, 
whoro 1 caused the buttercups to shine 
like burnished gold, and where the 
grass was high and green and as long 
as the pony and the donkey who in- 
habited the meadow would allow it to 
be. Here and there was a cowslip; 
while near the house wore hen-coops 
with old hens in them whose anxious 
heads protruded through the bars quer- 
ulously shouting Instructions to their 
Huffy children. 

“ Such,” said the Sun, “ was the 
meadow, which was interesting to me 
chieily because it was tho playground of 
a small but very vigorous and restless 
boy named Nobby, whoso merry in- 
quiring face it gave me peculiar pleasure 
to taii and freckle. 

“A small boy,” said the Sun, '“can 
do a thousand things in a meadow like 
this, evon without the company of a 
donkey and a pony, and Nobby did them 
all ; while his collection of performing 
wood-lice was unique. 

“But a morning came when he was 


absent. .1 was shining at my best, tho 
buttercups were glowing, there was 
even an aeroplane manoeuvring in the 
blue — which is still, 1 notice, a certain 
lure both to young and old * but no 
Nobby. Tho wood-lice crept about or 
rolled themselves into balls, all un- 
noticed and immune. 

“‘This is very odd, H heard the pony 
say ; ‘ he ’s never neglected us before.’ 

“ ‘ Passing strange,’ said tho donkey, 
who at times affected archaistic speech. 

* And on so fair a morn too.’ 

“ So saying they resumed their 
eternal meal, but continually turned 
their eyes to the garden-gate through 
which Nobby would have to pass. I also 
kept my eyes wide for him ; but all in 
vain; and what made it more perplex- 
ing was that Nobby’s mother came in 
and fed the chickens, and Nobby’s aunt 
came in with a rug and a hook and 
settled down to be comfortable: and 
that meant that the boy was not absent 
on a visit to the town, because one of 
them would have gone too. 

“‘That settles it,’ said the donkey, 
who had, for an ass, quite a lot of sense; 

* Nobby is ill.’ 

“ The donkey was right — or approxi- 
mately so, as I afterwards found out. 
Nobby was ill. That is to say, was 


in bed, because that morning he had 
sneezed— not through looking lip at me, 
hut for no reason at all— and his mother, 
who was a very careful mother, had at 
once fetched the clinical thermometer 
and taken his temperature, and behold 
it was a hundred. So Nobby was not 
allowed to get up, but now lay there 
watching my rays pouring into tho room, 
and listening to the buzz of the aero- 
plane, and longing to be out in the 
meadow with the donkey and the pony 
and the woodlice. 

“ That, however, would never do ; for 
‘it all comes,’ his mother had said, ‘of 
sitting about in that long grass so 
much, and so early in the year too ’ — 
a lino of argument hardly likely to 
appeal to a small and vigorous boy wbo 
docs not reckon summer by dates and 
to whom prudence is as remote as 
Treasury# notes. 

“ Anyway,” said the Sun, “ he was 
paying for it now, for was he not in bed 
and utterly sick of it, while the rest gf 
the world was out and about and, 
warmed and cheered by rhe, completely 
jolly ? Moreover, bo didn't feel ill. No 
self-respecting boy would, of course, 
admit to feeling ill, ever; but Nobby 
was genuinely unconscious of anything 
wrong at all. Not however until h\* 
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WHERE FLYING MEN ARE FITTED OUT 



Co-ordinated 

T HE two Air Services are at last 
co-ordinated as truly as are all 
requirements of the flying man in 
the Dunhill Kit. And that’s saying 
a lot as much as we dare say with- 
out giving information to the enemy. 
But —and let it be known wherever 
the Royal Air Force operates - 
this co-ordination of Protection, 
Durability, and Cost ; this concen- 
tration of thought upon the vital 
questions of fabrics and fastenings, 
is what makes Dunhills as efficient 
in the service of the Flyer as the 
R.A.F. in the service of the Empire. 

Dunhills made kit for motorists long 
before engines ever left the ground, 
and all the vast experience thus 
gained is co-ordinated with unrivalled 
knowledge of air-war requirements 
in the production of equipment for 
flying men. 

Call in. if you can, at our well-known "base” 
in Conduit Street- a few paces from Resent 
Street and inapect the full kit. Or. if 
London ia “out of bounds,** drop a line for 
patterns and full details, which will be sent 
gladly on request, 

Dunhills Lv? 


2, Conduit Street, 
Regent St., London, W.l. 


Hereford — The English Rheims. 



The House of Bulmer, famous the 
world over for Ciders of quality, 
hat now produced that delicious 
*K)MAGNE." that has brought new 
delight to Champagne and Cider 
drinkers. There will be found in 
Bulmer’s Sparkling "POMAGNE” 
all the exhilarating and health-giving 
properties which attract the Cham< 
pagne Wines of Rheims, their manu- 
facture m each case being identical 

Prica List aad Particulars will 
be forwarded on application to 

H. P. BULMER & CO- 

HEREFORD. 


The 

Perfect 

Blend 

Just as, to make a perfect cham- 
pagne, you must blend the strong wines 
of the ‘‘Mountain of Rheims’’ with 
the flavoury wines of the river valley, 
so, to produce a perfect blend of 
tobacco, you must combine and con- 
trast the leaves of various plantations. 

Examine a palmful of “Bond of 
Union ” tobacco and you will find 
shreds bright as gold and others dark 
as ebony. There arc many different 
kinds of leaf in Bond of Union, and 
each is there to give its special charac- 
teristic to the Blend. The fine quality 
of the leaves and the skilful blending 
make Bond of Union the “ Cliquot of 
Tobaccos.” 


COPts 


hDeAccP 

Mild, 11 D oz. ; Medium and Full, lO^oz 

FOR THE FRONT.— We will poet “Bond of Union" 
to Soldiers at the Front, specially packed, at 4J2 per lb., 
duty free . Minimum ordmr \lb. Postage (extra) 
If - for lib. up to Wb. and U4 up to 4lb. Order 
through your tobacconist or send remittance direct to us. 

COPB BROS. & CO., LTD.. LIVERPOOL. 


Bis 
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POOLING INSURANCE Foi* Selected Risks 

Non-Mutual except in respect of Profits, which are distributed 
Annually amongst the Policy-Holders. 


Under this Scheme are given- 

“The Pool Comprehensive Family Policy” 

at 4/6 per cent. Covering amongst other risks Fire, Burglary and War. 

“The Pool Comprehensive Shopkeepers' Policy” 

Which similarly covers all risks to the shopkeeper at rates according to trade, but always 

lower than obtainable elsewhere. 


One! 


POLICY 

PREMIUM 

RENEWAL 


The LICENSES & GENERAL INSURANCE Co. Ltd. 

24, MOORGATE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 3 


At British at the Weather . but Reliable 



MUFTI 

Remember .... A Civilian 
Dexter will protect you in all 
weathers . . . just as your 
“ Trench " Dexter did “ out 
there." . . . Dexter Proofing is 
guaranteed in every Dexter . . . 
men s or women's . . . guaranteed 
to r esist wet to end_of wear ^ 

Supplied by Agents Everywhere 

F O R G E N T I. K M KN AN IJ 
GENTLEWOMEN T W O 




The “TRENCH MORTAR LIEUTENANT . 1 

“Thanks for the ‘ags.’ They’re just the kind we like 
best when wc scutter down into a dug-out after a spell-o 
against old Fritz. For our business means pretty close 
quarters with the enemy. It’s a case of spotting a 
likely target not many yards away, and then hit and 
run p-d-q. Yes, I’ll be glad if you will send me some more. " 

“ CAVAN DER’S 

ARMY CLUB” 

CIGARETTES. 

Sold by the leading Tobacconists and in all the Canteen? 


Memorial to 
Fallen Highlanders 

Many thousands of gallant 
Highlanders have fallen in 
the War ; they have given 
their lives on land and sea, 
and their graves are scattered 
far and wide — often marked 
only with a nameless cross. 

What Memorial could be 
more appropriate than the 
dedication of a Church in 
Scotland as a living Tribute 
to the heroic Dead i 

This Great Memorial 
to Fallen Highlanders 

is to take the form of a 
Church in Glasgow which 
will be the ccn're of spiritual 
life and social activity. 

£\ 0,000 has already been 
subscribed towards the High- 
landers’ Memorial Church 
but £6,000 more is needed. 

Kindly send yonr contribution tbic week 
?o tbe Hon. Treasurer, LORD SHAW OF 
DUNFERMLINE, 3, Bishopsgmte Street, 
LONDON, E.C.2. 

All contributions will be a c know' edged in 
“ Tbe Times,” on June 10th. 


Mr. HEINEM ANN ’S NEW BOOKS 


MR. EDMUN D GOSSE S NEW BOOK. 

Three French Moralists and 

THE GALLANTRY OF FRANCE u >’ ifnn'NuoossKx b. 

LATEST WAR BOOKS. 

From BAPAUME to PASSCHENDAELE 

By PHILIP GIBBS e - ni t. 

OUTWITTING THE HUN u - PAT ormHK,t -*: v & 

A true »‘ny of n'most incredible adventure. 


Author of “ Regiment of Women.” 

FIRST THE BLADE clmenck dank 

"The best bit of work that's Cornu my way for many a loud week.**— Jlfr. Punch. 

Author Of “Zella Seen Hernelf." 

K. M. DKI.AFIELD 
6/- net. 


THE WAR-WORKERS 


LONDON I >Vm. HKINKMANN, «<>-«!, hedko hi) »t., w.t\ a. 


Tho Cloar Complexion of 
tie English Girl 

is the reason for the admi- 
ration of all Colonials. The 
English girl uses Oatine — 
it keeps face and hands 
clear, soft, and velvety. 

1/1 & and 2/3. Ask for 

USE IT A PROVE IT 


m 
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Sen fcant- Instructor {to cmht). “Na, ye ’ll no mak* an officer. But- it’s just posh idle if the Ware keeps on a while an’ ye 

PRltACTICE HARRD VF.RRA HARRD — YE M1C11T— MICHT, MIND YE— liEUIN TO HAE A GLIMMER THAT YE’LL NEVER KEN THE R- 111.' DIM ENTS 
O’ THE WURKK!” 


temperature went down would lie be j 
allowed to get up ; that was the verdict. 

“ liis mother took it again before lunch, 
and it was still a hundred ; and then 
at about half-past four, when human 
beings, I understand, get a little extra 
feverish, and it was still a hundred ; 
and then at last came the night, and 
Nobby went to sleep confident that to- 
morrow would re-establish his erratic 
blood. 

“ Oil the morrow he woke long before 
anyone else,” said the Sun, " and sat up 
and saw that 1 was shining again, with- 
out the vestige of a cloud to bother me, 
and ho felt his little body to see how hot 
it was, and was quite sure that at last 
he was normal again, hut he co.uldn’t 
tell until his mother was up and about. 
The weary hours went by, and at last 
she came in just before breakfast with 
the thermometer in her hand. 

“ ‘ I ’m certain I ’m all right to-day,’ 

I heard Nobby say. * I feel quite cool 
everywhere.* 

.‘.‘ But, alas and alack,” said the Sun, 
"he was a hundred still. 

"‘My poor mite!’ his mother ex- 
claimed, and Nobby burst into tears. 

“‘Mayn’t I get up? Mayn’t I get 
up ? ’ he moaned ; ‘ I feel so frightfully 
fit.’ But his mother said no, not till 
the temperature had gone down. You 


see,” added the Orb of Day, “ when 
Nobbios are only-sons and those only- 
sons’ fathers are fighting the Germans, 
mothers have to ho more than commonly 
cautious and particular. 

" And so all through another long 
day — and when you are vigorous and 
robust, like Nobby, and accustomed to 
every kind of impulsive and adventurous 
activity, day can be, in bed, appallingly 
long — and so all through another long 
day Nobby was kept a prisoner, always 
with his temperature at a hundred, and 
growing steadily more and more peevish 
and difficult, so much so that his mother 
became quite happy again, because it is 
very well known among human beings 
that when they are testy and impatient 
with their nurses they are getting better. 

"But when on the third morning, 
although Nobby’s temper had become 
too terrible for words, his temperature 
was still a hundred, his mother began to 
be alarmed again. ‘It’s very strange,’ 
sho said to her sister, ‘but ho seems 
perfectly well and cool, and yet the 
thermometer makes him still a hundred. 
What do you think we ought to do ? ’ 

“ Nobby’s aunt, who was a wise 
woman, although unmarried, went up 
and examined her nephew for herself. 
‘He certainly looks all right to me,’ 
she said, ‘and he feels all right too. 


Do you think that the thermometer 
might be faulty? Let me try it ; ’ and 
with these words Nobby’s aunt shook 
the thermometer and then put it under 
her tongue and gave it a good two 
minutes, and behold it said a hundred; 
and then Nobby’s mother shook it and 
tried it ami gave it a good two min- 
utes, and behold it said a hundred ; 
and the cook was a hundred too, and 
the gardener was a hundred, and the 
girl who came in to help was a hundred, 
and probably the donkey would have 
been a hundred, and the pony a hundred, 
if they had been tested, because a hun- 
dred was the thermometer’s humorous 
idea of normal. 

“So Nobby’s mother and aunt rushed 
upstairs two or three at a time, having 
a great sense of justice, and pulled him 
out of bed and dressed him and hugged 
him and told him to he happy once 
more. 

“ And a couple of seconds after this,” 
said the Sun, bringing the story to a 
close, “ 1 saw him again,” 

“Ireland has placed the brilliant and 
naughty child, kicking her nurse’s shinjx 1 - 
cause she cannot have the moon long enough.” 

Daily Paper. 

Well, for our part she may have it all 
the time - and the Gothas too. 
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AT THE PL-AY. 

“Press the Hutton.” 

“A littlo nonsense now and then 
is relished by the wisest men.” Gaily 
quoting this remark, to ease his con- 
science, Mr. Rorkrt Hichenk proceeds 
to unbend in a Three- Act “absurdity” 
of incredible boisterousness. Let no one 
complain that be does not give full 
measure. The bouse “ liteially ” rocked 
with laughter, as the artless reporter 
has it. 

Lord and Lady Antlwny Fit: arse are 
leading a perfectly intolerable life in 
their luxurious Lark Lane mansion, 
completely under the thumbs of their 
butler, Maynard , a sinister fellow with 
an evil eyebrow, parchment complexion, 
thin lips, elastic-sided boots and white 
socks. Relief suggests itself in the form 
of an installation of the automatic de- 
vices of one Talbot Bid strode, whereby 
the affluent householder, pressing but- 
tons labelled “Make bed,” “Put on 
coals,” “Spread dust-sheets,” “Bring 
rich food from Fortnum and Mason’s,” 
can run his establishment with no 
more than a cook and a clever char. 
(I suspect the char was introduced as 
an excuse for bringing in Miss Poulin 
Emery. Good idea too.) 

Here obviously is material for fun of a 
jolly primitive kind, it was seasoned by 
the introduction of a lady of wayward 
impulses, Ex -Queen of the Paradise 
Islands , the complexity of whose flirta- 
tions had apparently scandalised even 
the islanders to the point of deposing 
her. She falls in love with the master 
fill Maynard, and when I tell you that 
Miss Lottie Vknne is cast for this 
engaging part you can picture the pos- 
sibilities of the situation. After much 
play with B id strode' s apparatus, which 
the inventor had perversely arranged 
so that it could be thrown out of gear 
at will to tho extent, for example, of 
delivering great quantities of coal when 
you pressed for “ rich food,” tho indomi- 
table Maynard, who has discovered Bui - 
strode s disconcerting contrivance, re- 
mains in possession, and all (for reasons 
unexplained) is peace in Park Lane. 

It was sporting of Miss Marie Lour 
to give us this absurdity, seeing that 
constant racket and ludicrous situations 
do not tend to show a pretty woman 
at her best. She carried otT her part 
with a lively air that helped to puli the 
joke through successfully. Mr. Allan 
Aynkswortii spread himself over bis 
make-up (tho other way about, really, 
but you know what 1 mean) and pro- 
duced a genuine triumph in the way of 
a "bizarre butler. This is a real creation 
of Mr. Hichicns, but Mr. Aynksworth, 
who always manages to convey that 
agreeable and infectious impression of 


thoroughly enjoying himself, must share 
tho credit with him. 

Miss I jOttik Venne as the suscepf ible 
ex queen, asking if every noise(and there 
were plenty of them) was a revolution, 
continuing to hint at the depths of 
naughtiness in tho Paradise Islands, 
and pursuing with a perfect shameless- 
ness the queer object of her affections, 
was nl her excellent best. Mr. E. M. 
Rorson as Bid strode, a little Cockney of 
gorgeous effrontery, inventor, burglar 
and blackmailer; Mr. Stanley Cooke 
as a dyspeptic chauffeur, and Miss 
Pol lie Emery as the perfect char, kept 
the fun going with gust and ability. 

1 think perhaps that you need to bring 
some high spirits of your own to keep 
up with all this to the very end, but if 
you can do that you will go away 
refreshed by a couple of hours of easy 
laughter. And it is emphatically the 
kind of piece that will improve with 
frequent playing and tho acquired slick- 
ness essential to noisy farce. I ought 
to add, in justice to a deserving arid too 
littlo appreciated body of craftsmen, that 
the stage carpenters did their share of 
the business quite admirably. T. 

HINTS TO YOUNG JOURNALISTS. 

[‘“A. Ci.’ should always remember to en- 
close a stamped addressed envelop and to 
write on one side of the paper only.” 

Weekly Paper. j 

We will presume that, having nothing 
hotter to do, “ A. G.” has decided to 
he an author, having heard that the 
profession comes within the Wild Birds 
Preservation Act. 

Some writers are born, others do it 
on purpose, while a number drift into 
some useful occupation in later life. 

Always write on one side of the 
paper. As to the right sido of the 
paper it is easy to find out. You stand 
with a sheet of paper in your hand and 
face the North. Swing round sharply 
to the right, turn tho paper over and 
the side which is uppermost is the 
right side. 

Do not hesitate to enclose a stamped 
addressed envelope. Editors are honest 
folk and will promptly send it. back to j 
you. 

Do not smilo if the Editor ‘regrets” 
having to return it, for it appears that 
quite a number of editors die young of 
a broken heart. 

Always send a long letter telling the 
Editor why you wrote the MS. you 
send him. Otherwise bo may jump to 
the conclusion that you did it to annoy 
him. 

Another Sex-Problem. 

“A short-horn bull, duo to calve in Juno, was 
disposed of for £29 5s .” — Provincial Papei\ 


BEESWAX AND BENZINE. 

Now, being out of pain and bored, 

I take a survey of the ward 
Wherein for weeks uncounted I 
Have been perforce constrained to lie; 
And, being one of Nature’s saints, 
Make singularly few complaints. 

I don’t complain it isn’t quiet; 

1 don’t complain about the diet ; 

I don’t complain about the way 
J ’m dosed and tonicked day by day ; 

I don’t complain when night by night 
My fellow-patients pillow-fight ; 

I don’t complain of Sisters who, 

When they can find no work to do, 
Smooth out my counterpane and make 
Discomfort for appearance’ sake; 

The one complaint I can’t ignore 
Concerns the polish on the floor. 

When Sister first awakens me 
At six or thereabouts 1 soo 
This polish in a little howl 
Delivered to a cheery soul, 

Who takes a littlo on a broom 
And chivies it about tho room, 

And ultimately leaves it where 
Its odour permeates tho air 
(A stink by this politer name 
Remains essentially tho same). 

This polish being base and vile, 
Provocative of spleen and bile, 

The inner man of mo rejects 
Its odour wilts at its effects ; 

I gasp for air 1 choke — 1 swallow . . . 
And sordid consequences follow. 

I ought to thank my stars if that 
Is all I have to grumble at? 

I might enlarge for days and days 
Upon my fellow-patients’ ways; 

I might refer to people’s groans 
And other people’s gramophones 
(Whose records all have been of late 
Both out of tune and out of date) ; 

I might say almost anything 
About the songs that people sing. 

I might go on for nights and nights 
And still be well within my rights; 

But, on the whole, l rather would 
Have one complaint— and have it good. 

Well Named. 

“HOTEL EAST, JERUSALEM. 

Visitors will greatly obligo tho Management 
by bringing their own Rations with them.” 

Advt. in “ Palestine News.” 

The War-Horse. 

Ho gains no crosses as a soldier may, 

N o medals for tho many risks be runs; 
Ho only, in his puzzled, patient way, 
“ Sticks to bis guns.” 

“ The jury sympathised with the driver that 
this should be the first fatal accident ho had 
had in his fifteen or sixteen years as a driver.” 

Provincial Paper . 

No wonder the Government are pro- 
posing to abolish coroners* juries. 




Farmer. “Wiiy ark you using a silver-racked h aikiirvsh ? " 

Lavd Worker. “You told mk to bf, sure to use a ‘dandy brush , 1 and this is am: handiest I could i*tnd, m 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

Mr. Frederic Coleman is the gallant American gentle- 
man who, immediately upon the outbreak of the War, 
volunteered for service with the British Army, and thence- 
forward was seen wherever shells came thickest and ex- 
plosives were highest, driving into every imaginable danger. 
Emerging unimpaired, ho wrote, with incredible rapidity, 
two books which aro amongst the best of those deal- 
ing with the early phases of the War on the Western 
Front. It then occurred to him to go to Siberia and to 
Japan, and to embody his experiences in another book, 
which is entitled Japan Moves North (Cassell). Mr. Cole- 
man advocates the sending of Japanese troops under certain 
conditions to Siberia; but ho points out that Japan is not 
in the War for the attainment of vague objects, it is 
necessary for Western statesmen to. w alk very warily in 
their dealings with this proud and eilicient country, and 
Mr. Coleman’s book will help them to clear their minds. 
It is a lively record and stuffed full with information. 
Here, by the way, is an episode from a chapter on Russian 
discipline. Mr. Coleman was being rowed out from Port 
Arthur to a Russian man-of-war — this was long before the 
Revolution. Ho w ? as seated beside the coxswain and on 
bis other side sat a Russian officer. The question of 
discipline was being discussed, and Mr. Coleman made 
some reference to the well-trained crew’ which w as convey- 
ing them. “ To illustrate just what lie meant by discipline 
the officer turned towards the coxswain and struck the 


man full in the face with bis clenched list. I. winced,” says 
Mr. Coleman, “ as though I bad been the ono struck.” 
The coxswain however look the blow' unflinchingly, and the 
officer struck him again twice. “ Blood ran down the face 
of the man at the tiller, but be set bis lips and w’itb bis 
eyes straight ahead kept bis bands on the tiller-ropes.” 
Mr. Coleman lost bis temper, and is of opinion that such 
incidents go far to explain why there is now a relaxation of 
discipline in the Russian forces. 

It seems to me that the life of a King’s Messenger, in 
fiction especially, is full of difficulties. 1‘or one thing a 
capacity of unstaled wonder must he bis. It must per- 
petually astonish him that tho attractive young female 
traveller who shares his compartment proves, if unsus- 
pected, to have designs upon his luggage; and, contrariwise, 
should ho detect in her a sinister purpose, will almost 
invariably turn out to ho a friend in disguise. I have been 
prompted to these conclusions by a book called The lied 
Passport (Chapman and Hall), in w hich Sir John Foster 
Fraser has collected a number of stories relating tho ad- 
ventures of ono Gresham , carrier of despatches. The 
tales aro quite brisk and lively little affairs, suffering of 
course slightly from the fact that, while the settings vary, 
tho style of tho intrigue is of necessity liable to repeat 
itself. Indeed, for my own part I found my chief pleasure 
in the scenes. Sir John Fraser, like Cupid, is winged and 
doth range, and tho wanderings of his hero, from Malta to 
Mandalay, provide incidentally a flavour of Imperialism 
very agreeable. If I had to select any ono as best, I think 
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1 should choose “ An Affair at Salonika,” in which the ! 
mystification is rather more profound than in most; though j 
oven hero at tho end the arch-villain does turn out — but [ 
that is another story, or rather a variant of one of those 
indicated above. I am afraid I shall have to put down 
despatch-carrying as among the monotonous professions; 
though this is by no means to say that J found the book 
about it a dull one. 

remit/ Scot's Treasure (Collins) is an unambitious and 
agreeable mixture of love, blood, humour and adventure in 
wilder Canada, blended by Mr. Frederick Niven’s practised ; 
hand. Any wholesome hoy from sixteen to sixty should find | 
it entertaining, and, as the War, with its swift creation of j 
professional and respected tomboys, will make many a! 
strenuous maid less content than before with the old Car- 1 
vieian formula, our author should increase his circulation. 
Penny Scot was a canny prospector who died out on the, 
road, and big blond Norseman Olson and his friend 
Jefferies follow up his track in the hope of discovering a 
cached board. They find more than they bargained for. 
A skeleton, a will, a knife, - 
the live blackguard that 
owned tho knife, and a little 
Indian maid who for sudden 
love of the blond giant sets 
out to warn him at great 
peril to herself. All ends 
well, with wealth quickly 
gotten— tho destined end 
of all pioneering romance. 

The two heroes determine 
never to do a stroke of work 
for tho rest of their lives - 
a dull and immoral conclu- 
sion, 1 am afraid. ... In 
those days of ultra-sophis- 
tication Mr. Niven’s naive 
asides are ref res h i n g. 

Such, for instance, as : 44 4 Ya- 
hoo,* by tho way, is not 
slang or journalese or what 
is called Americanese. It 
comes from Swift’s Gulliver 



THE INS. 
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I admit a certain hesitation over The Humphries Touch 
(Collins). There were moments when the central idea 
tickled mo so pleasantly that 1 had to smile aloud. It was | 
then that I would give it tho higher praise of a comparison j 
with Vice Versd. Hut again there wore moments, nay ' 
half-hours, when I became conscious t hat Mr. Frederick ! 
Watson was playing a little too obviously for farce at any' 
price, and buying his laughs at the expense of all coherence. 
Tho main theme is, as I say, excellently promising; tho i 
introduction to an ancient and ultra-conservative public 
school of a small hoy with a genius for, and much expori- : 
ence of, stock-manipulation gives scope for any quantity of 
admirable fooling, not the less funny for being all of it a 
little obvious, George Andrews , with his entirely mature 
outlook and vocabulary, facing tho perils of an existence 
which ho regards as at once barbarous and contemptible, 
will inevitably remind you of the deathless H altitude. 
Even better than George Andrews (in whom, of course, one- 
can never really believe) are some quite brilliant caricatures 
of certain magisterial types, from tho head downwards. 1 
Upon them Mr. Watson has exercised so nimble and ! 
caustic a wit that L regret the more his occasional lapses 
into such stalo buffoonery as, for example, tho cinema com- 
pany mistaken for brigands. I may add, however, that the 


gem of satire that ends the tale makes amends for all. If, 
as is possible, you should grow weary by the way, I counsel 
you at least not to miss the refreshment of the final pages. 

Mrs. Winifred Peck's Twelve Birthdays (Murray) con- 
tains much thoughtful work and is especially to ho com- 
mended to mothers who have hoys to bring up and no 
idea how to do it. I am not implying that Mrs. Peck is a 
homilist, but on her way through this story she drops 
many words of wisdom which are well worth garnering. 
Timothy Deyne was horn of an unmoral father and a 
mother who was something of an iceberg. Ill a very short 
time she decided that her marriage was a mistake, and 
resolved that Timothy should he removed from his father's 
influence. As iho approaches to his son were practically 
mined against him and his wife avoided him as much as 
possible, one is forced to entertain some sympathy for 
tho indefensible Mr. Deyne ; and indeed tho author is no 
advocate, hut puts the case with a refreshing impartiality 
and a tine disregard for popular taste. In some essential 
features this is a remarkable hook. The author sees with- 
out flinching the sadness of 
tho world as it is to-day, but 
she also sees the splendour 
of it. Through these Twelve 
Birthdays , which are hap- 
pily not consecutive, wo 
have the advantage of follow- 
ing Timothy from cradle to 
camp — and after. At Eton 
he gave me a momentary 
shock. Kven to-day — and 
this was a dozen years before 
we talked like that surely 
no Htonian would describe 
his school as 44 some place.” 
At any rate I hope not. 

The affairs of those who 
try to climb into American 
high society — “high” is 
not quite the correct word; 
“moneyed society” is per- 
haps better— do not nITer very promising material for 
the novelist who is not a master-hand at the delineation 
of character. One has only to read a few pages of The 
Fifth Wheel (Cassell) to realise that Miss Olive Piiouty 
intends that we shall no more interested in the adventures 
of her heroine than in a close analysis of her mentality or 
emotions. The Vars family are thrusters of a most ignoble 
type, and Ruth Vars is a pushing young vulgarian whose in- 
trigues to secure the affections of a wealthy but grammarless 
lout disgust the reader nearly as much as they do the young 
man’s mother. But sho is a thruster only by environment, 
and a series of adventures or misadventures give her ah 
opportunity of developing into a very sane and wholesome 
young woman and marrying a good if stodgy husband. The 
transformation occurs very naturally and easily, and the 
latter part of Miss Prouty’s story is much more attractive 
than the first, though none of it can strictly ho said to he 
of “ gripping interest,” as the publishers phrase it. I have 
a suspicion that this is Miss Pnoi ty’s first attempt. If 
so there is every reason to hope that, given a subject of 
greater consequence, its author will soon win a larger 
measure of popularity than The Vifth W/iceTh like to earn. 


ATIAHLK. 

n ir - vaitl ). “ J’i.uam:, ]).\ni>v. Homs 


‘‘Empty Edible Oil Banols, 8*. eneli.”— Vuivincial Paper. 
No coupons are required for this delicacy. 
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The War Office, according to a gossip 
writer, is experimenting \vitl\ the tele- 
phone. ' It is not known who first told 
them about this exceedingly clever little 
invention. ... 

With reference to the observation 
balloon which fell on a house at Sitting- 
bourne, we understand that the house- 
holder would prefer that in future all 
envelopes should bo pushed through the 
letter-box. ... 

“This wave of bigamy must be 
stamped out,” said the Common Ser- 
geant at the Old Bailey. Wo under- 
stand that several domestic vipers have 
already been nipped in the hud by him 
(if ho will pardon our imitation of his 1 
flowers of speech). ! 

It is possible that wo may have a silly j 
season this year after all. The latest 
story is that a Margate gentleman has j 
observed a sea-serpent no larger than 
a small worm. The local theory is that 
the man has boon drinking Govern- 
ment ale. ... 

“ The Taxi-Cab to Disappear,” says 
a Daily Express headline. We see no- 
thing new in this. 

“ There is some point in the ques- 
tion,” said Mr. Balfour, replying to 
Mr. Outhwaite, M.P., in the House of 
Commons. Members are of the opinion 
that Mr. Outhwaite must have done 
it for a bet. ... ... 



“ A visit to Scotland,” said Mr. Lloyd 
George recently, “ is an inspiration to 
an anxious Minister.” But then, as the 
natives modestly point out, the bulk of 
our Ministers are at home there. 

The report that one of the busts at 
the Royal Academy is so lifelike that 
the original attempted to raise its 
hat by mistake for his owe is now 
ascribed to the petty spite of a Futurist 
clique. ... * 

A Civil Court in Berlin is trying 
Count Gunther von Beknhtohvp on 
a charge which suggests that ho has 
been behaving like an unmitigated 
scoundrel. The only defence appears 
to be that it is hereditary. 

“ When getting married,” says a 
weekly paper, always remember the 
verger.” Personally we always do. 

' s',; ' -fin 

From the Vossische Zeilung we 
gather that General Korniloff was 
assassinated on April 18th. We pre- 


‘ SWl 

sume that this renders his previous 
deaths null and void. 

“ Is Hindenburg Dead or Alive?” asks 
an evening paper* headline. Our answer 
is “ Yes.” ... 

“Thousands of cases of Irish eggs,” 
says a news item, “are being shipped 
from. Dublin to England every week.” 
A number of Irish had eggs were also 
recently dealt with in this way. 

We gather from tiio Spanish Govern- 
ment that tho report of the escape of 
the U. 5G from Santander is premature. 

A farm labourer recently appealed 
for exemption on the ground that ho 
| was so tender-hearted ho couldn’t kill a 
worm. But after all ho was only asked 
to kill Germans. - •. 

Mr. G. K. Chesterton’s friends will 
bo pleased to learn that larger waists 
are to bo fashionable this season. 


3ETS. ,! 

Tho War-time Spirit. 

“ A Lady wishes to Hoar of a Lady of good 
social position who would bo willing to Receive 
her (together with her maid) as Solo Paying 
Guest for 2 or 3 months towards tho beginning 
of July; large country estate preferred, with 
plenty of garden and farm produce ; she is ox- 
Ircmoly fond of good bridge, so would only go 
where she would be sure of getting some.” 

Morning Paper. 

“Comfort, content, delight, 

The ages’ slow-bought gain, 

They shrivelled in a night, 

Only oursolvos remain 
To face the naked days 
In silent fortitude . . .” 

li ud yard Kipling (1914). 
N.B. — Ho really wrote it. — Ed. 

“The dispute between labour and capital 
ended on Monday, and all weaving sheds are ! 
expected to work fully from Tuesday. This ; 
ending was hastened by the \ow takon by i 
Mr. Gandhi to abstain from food till settle- j 
incut was reached/’ — Times of India. 

Wo should like to see Labour agitators 
at home adopt this form of hungor- 
strike. 


vor.. cliv. 
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DISILLUSION ON THE HOME FRONT* 

( Affectionately dedicated to the Inns of Court Reserve Corps.) 

Buaue of bugles and throb of drums 
Herald our column where it comes 
With rhythmical pulse of hob-nailed feet 
Debouching into Victoria Street — 

Men, to j lid go by their martial air, 

Ripe for valorous work “out Micro.” 

Traffic is stayed; the surging crowd 
Threatens to voice its pride aloud ; 

British tradition alone restrains 
Tho ardour that almost hursts its veins 
As it breathes God-speed to a gallant corps 
Apparently bound for tho scat of War. 

Glad oyes down from tho windows glance 
Where you turn to the left to entrain for France; 
Flanking tho kerb where the two ways part 

v» Wo can hear tho heat of tho flapper’s heart ; 

Bravo is her smile, but her chocks are wan ; 

Tho turning comes ■ and tee keep straight on. 

Tho glamour pales as the crowds remark 
That our main objective is just ilydo Park; 

4|Thoy have spent illusory hopes and fears 
On a veteran party of Volunteers 
(Very deceptive in warlike guiso) 

Out for their Saturday exerdsc. O. S. 

THE NEW DRAFT. 

Somewhere in England and, incidentally, miles from 
anywhere and anything, to the utter boredom of the junior 
Subs — stands tho usual orderly ugly Hutment Camp. On 
this day of May tho sun is shining, the lark’s on tho 
wing, tho fair breeze blows through the heather, and the 
dust — but why spoil a pretty idyll? Tho Socond-in-Com- 
m and stands at tho gate of tho potato garden and gazos 
fixedly down the long road over tho moor. Presently a 
pillar of dust, suggesting to his military eye a body of 
troops on the march, tops tho horizon and slowly advances. 
Tho now draft is undoubtedly approaching. A raw lot, 
evidently - not much sign of military formation here. Tho 
N.C.O. in charge has all his work cut out. to keep his 
party together. As they draw near, tho Major, with an 
amused smile, notes the lack of march discipline — stragglers 
down and all over tho road, urged on by a perspiring Lance- 
Corporal (who is none too sprightly himself, for ho is a war- 
worn veteran and carries his throe gold stripes) ; otliors, the 
youngsters, larking with ono another; others again oven 
halting on their own account, as if tho four miles’ climb 
from the station had been far too much of a good thing for 
independence no longer in tho first bloom of youth. Tho 
Major however continues to smilo tolerantly. 

At last the party is rounded up into some sort of forma- 
tion and halted, while the senior N.C.O. salutes and reports 
tho safe arrival of his charge. 

The Major proceeds in a leisuroly manner and with tho 
same tolerant smilo to look over tho now arrivals. 

“ Not so had, Corporal, not so had. They ’ll he all right 
after a week or two hero. What’s that? A lot of trouble 
in coming through the town? Well, well, a little disci- 
pline will go a long way, eh?” (Appreciative guffaws from 
the Major at this pleasantry and dutiful grin from the Cor- 
poral). 41 What’s tho mattor with this fellow ? Sore feet ? 
H'm, better see to that as soon as they ’ve gob into quarters. 
This one ’s on the small side. Well, well, good food and a 


healthy life will work wonders with ’em. March ’em off 
and see they have a good feed as soon as possible.” 

44 Very good, Sir,” and off they go, hobbling and shuffling 
weary feet through the dust, -and looking about them with 
mingled wonder, distrust and apprehension, like so many 
mothers’ darlings dumped down in a big public school for 
their first term. 

Tho usual fatigue man in the usual slops surveys thorn 
with a dreamy eye from liis comfortable resting-place under 
the lee of a hut; then, as the interest of his discovery 
filters through to his quiescent brain, he removes his short 
black pipe from his mouth and whistles to a fellow -toiler 
stretched near by on the heather; and as tho kites collect 
from nowhere out of the blue to share tho find of a more 
fortunate companion so do the “ Rogimontally Employed,” 
tho 44 Excused Duties,” the “ Light Duties,” the “ Quarter- 
master’s Fatigues,” and all other and sundry, tho bugbears 
of tho Adjutant and tho Regimental Serjeant-Major, flock 
to tho scono to take their share in tho feast of wit. Some- 
what coarse, it is to bo feared, and cruelly personal, for tho 
soldier is no kinder than the schoolboy, his father, in liis 
reception of the raw and innocent. 

Tho two N.C.O. ’s in charge of the new-comers make no 
attempt to protect their charges — they even join in the 
laughter at tho more direct hits. But at last tho pink 
rookies have run tho gauntlet of comments on their appoar- 
anco, behaviour and personal peculiarities, and, accompanied 
only by the loss lethargic of their tormontors, have como to 
a halt at tho door of their new homo. Tho Corporal roughly 
puslios bis way through the huddled mob and throws open 
tho door. 

44 Now then, my beauties, in you go ” — and in they go, or 
most of them, in a scrambling rush, remarking in twonty 
different and querulous keys on tho hare clean-swept floor, 
tho neat piles of bedding and tho lime-washed walls. The 
luckless stragglers, loudly protesting, are whipped in by the 
Corporal with his stout ash-plant, aided by the well-directed 
boots of the laughing hangers-on. Then ho shuts and holts 
the door. “Well, Bill, that’s settled the blighlors. What 
about a pint afore we feed ’em?” 

No, my pacifist friends, it is nothing to write to tho 
papers about — “ brutal militarism ” and all the rest of it. 
Any dweller in Hutment Camps could have told you by 
now, if you hadn’t boon so ready to rush to hasty conclu- 
sions, that tho Battalion’s pigs, chief pride of the President 
of tho Regimental Institutes and consumers of the “uncon- 
vertible” from tho refuse tub, aro safely installed in their 
new and commodious home. Como with me and lean on 
tho wall and watch the sturdy little fellows scrapping for a 
place at the swill- trough. 

Our Ammunition Boots! 

“Only tlio uniformed endure the agony of corns. The knowing 
ones apply *s Corn Cure and get relief .” — Bermuda Colonist. 

. “Tho Government are fully aware that tho policy they are pursuing 
will be severely criticised in some quarters in Great Britain and will 
give an unfavourable impression in Ireland, but thoy were obliged 
to choose between the lesser of two evils.” — Daily News . 

It sounds a hazardous operation, in which we feel sure no 
Government would engage from choice. 

“When, if over, tho War Oflico supplies comfits to tho army, wo 
shall know that wc have really abandoned relianco On our traditional 
arm, and become a 1 militarist * nation in tho Continental sense.” 

Manchester Guardian, 

Another illusion gone. Wo had imagined the supply of 
44 hundreds and thousands ” to be quite a speciality of the 
War Office. 
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lie was neither a good nor a keen It happened that the Loamshires 
THE MUD LARKS. officer. Ho was not frightened — he had were given a job of crossing Mr. Ilin- 

Lioncl Trelawnoy Molyneux-Moly- too great a contempt for war to admit denburg's well-known ditch and taking 
neux was of tho race of the Beaux. Had the terror of it — but he gloomed and a village on the other side. A company 
ho flourished in their elegant days, Nash brooded eternally and made no effort of tanks, which came rolling out of the 
would havo taken snuff with him, to throw the faintest enthusiasm into dawn-drizzle, spitting fire from every 
D’OnsAYwine — no less. As it was, the his job. Yet for all that the Loam- crack, put soven sorts of wind up the 
high priests of Savilo How made obci- shires suffered him. lie had his uses — Land stunner gentlemen in possession; 
sauce before him, the stall of tho Tailor lie kept the men amused. In that and the Loamshires, getting their first 
and Gutter penned leaders on his waist- tense time just before an attack, when objectives with vory light casualties, 
coats, and tho lilies of the field whined tho minute hand was jerking nearer trotted on for their second in high fottle, 
“Kamerad” and withered away. and nearer to zero, when nerves were sterns up and wagging proudly. The 

When war broke out Lionel Tie- strung tight and people were sending tanks went through the village knocking 
lawnoy issued from his comfortable anxious inquiries after Lewis guns, chips off the architecture and pushing 


chambers in St. James’s and 
took a hand in it. He had no 
enthusiasm for blood-letting. 

War, ho maintained from tho 
first, was a vulgar pastime, a 
comfortless revolting state of 
affairs which bored one stiff, j 
forced one to associate with all I 
sorts of impossible people and 
ruined one’s clothes. Neverthe- 
less the West-end had to he! 
saved from an invasion of elastic 
sided boots, celluloid dickeys, 
Tyrolese hats and musical soup* 
swallowing. That w as liis war- 1 
aim. { 

Through tho influence of anj 
aunt at the War Office ho oh-] 
tained a commission at oneo, I 
arid after a month’s joining leave 
(spoilt closeted with his tailor) 
lie appeared, a shining figure, in 
tho Moss of tho Loanisliiro Light 
Infantry and with them advon-j 
turod to Gallipoli. It is rolated j 
that during tho hell of that first : 
landing, when boats were cap-j 
sizing, woundod men being drag- ; 
ged under tentacles of barbed ! 
wire, machine-guns whipping j 
tho sea to bloody froth, Lionel 
Trolawney was observed stand- i 
ing on a prominent part of a| 
barge, his oyoglass fixed on his j 
immaculate field hoots, petu- 1 
lantly remarking, “And now, damn 
it, I suppose 1 ’vo gob to get wet ! ” 
After the evacuation the battalion 
went to France, hut not even the slush 


over houses that got in tho way ; 
and the Loamshires followed 
after, distributing bombs among 
the cellars. 

The consolidation was pro-' 
cccding when Lionel Trelawnoy 
sauntered on the scene, picking 
his Avay delicately through the 
debris of tho main street. lie 
lounged up to a group of Loain- 
shiro officers, yawned, told them 
how tired he was, cursed the 
, drizzle for dimming his buttons 
and strolled over to a dug-out 
i with the object of sheltering 
there, lie got no further than 
! the entrance, for as ho reached 
i it a wide-eyed German came 
I scrambling up tho steps and 
' collided with him, hows on. 
For a full second the two stood 
chest to chest gaping, too sur- 
prised to move. Then tho Hun 
turned and bolted. But this 
timo Lionel Trelawnoy was not 
too bored to act. Ho drew his 
revolver and rushed after him 
like one possessed, firing wildly. 
Two shots emptied a puddle, 
one hurst a sandbag, one winged 
a weather-cock and one went 
just anywhere. His empty re- 
volver caught tho Hying Hun in 
tho small of the back as lie 
vaulted over a wall ; and Lionel 

S.A.A., stretchers, bombs, etc., Lionel Trelawnoy vaulted after him. 

Trelawnoy would say to his batman, “Molly’s gone mad,” shouted his 
hi “Have you got tho boot and brass amazed brother-officers as they scram- 
sli polish, tho Blanco, the brushes ? Sure? ” bled up a ruin for a better view of the 

..L. ! /' * . 1 . .. .1! _ A II IT _ 1 1 ..A... ...I. ’ll 1> • i i- rru mn 11 in rf fill! 



Sent in reply to following request : ' Darling, do send me 
A PICTURE Ob' YOURSELF STANDING BY THE MACHINE YOU 
Fl.Y IN." 


of the salient or tho ooze of Fcstubert j (a sigh of relief). “ Very well, now we ’ll hunt. The chase was proceeding full- 
couid dim his splendour. Whenever ho bo getting on,” and so would send his cry among tho small gardens of the 
got a chance ho sat down, cat-like, lads scrambling over tho parapet grin- main street. It was a stirring spectacle, 
and licked himself. Wherever lie went ning from east to west. Tho Hun was sprinting for dear life, 

his batmen went also, hauling a sack- “Where’s ’ole Collar and Gulf’s?” Lionel Trelawney hard on his brush, 
ful of cleaning gear and changes of ! some muddy warrior would shout after yelping like a frenzied fox-terrier. They 
raiment. On ono occasion, hastening j a shrieking tornado of shell had swept plunged across tangled beds, crashed 
to catch tho leave train, ho spurred tho j over them. “ Dahn a shell-hole clean- through crazy fences, fell bead over 
Company Commander’s charger into jin’ his teef,” would come tho answer, heels, picked themselves up again and 
La liasseo Canal. lie emerged, like and the battered platoon chuckled raced on, wheezing like puncturod bag- 
some river deity, profusely decorated in merrily. “ ’s a card, ’e is,” said his pipes. 

chick-weed, his oyoglass still in his eye Sergoant admiringly. “ Marched four Heads of Atkinses poked up overy 
(“Came up like a blinking U-boat,” said miles back to billets in ’is gas-mask, where. “S’wolp mo if it ain’t ’ole 
a spectator, “periscope first ”), footed porishin* ’ot, all because he’d lost ’is 1 Collar and Cuffs I Go it, Sir, that *s the 
it back to billots and changed, though razor an’ ’adn’t shaved for two days, stuff to give ’em ! A Yorkshireman 
it cost him two days of liis leave. ’s a nut ’e is and no error.” opened a book and started to chant 
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This razor has won the premier position in 
the world’s markets and in the Navy and 
Army as the only razor that “ strops itself." 

To this unique feature is now added the 
advantage of instant adjustability. By 
a touch on the adjusting lug you can 
vary the distance between the blade and 
the guard with supreme precision and 
accuracy, adapting the setting according 
to the toughness of your beard or the 
tenderness of your skin. 


A superkeen blade and the 
means of automatically strop- 
ping it— a well-finished razor 
frame which has no loose 
parts and can be cleaned by 
just a rinse and a wipe — 
these features, combined with 
adjustability of the blade, pro- 
duce the nearest possible 
approach to perfection in the 
present u Valet” razor. 


THE STANDARD SET 

consists of heavily silver-plated 
self- stropping “ Valet " Safety 
Razor, twelve genuine " Valet ** 
Blades, and " Valet M strop ; the 
whole in handsome case ni / 
complete . . • «X/" 

Of »tt high- class thalers 
throughout the wot hi. 

The AutoStrop Safety Razor 
Co., Ltd., 

61 , New Oxford Sr., London, W.C. t. 

And also at New York, Paris. Milan, 
Sydney, Dublin, Toionto, &c. 
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The 

24 Hour 
Watch. 


TAKE CARE OF YOUR 



Tells Time 
Day & 
NIGHT. 


and you will not need to send it for repair. It is a patriotic duty 

these days not to cause unnecessary labour. All the Irigersoll Watches 
now being produced are urgently required by soldiers and sailors, munition 

workers, and the thousands who are devoting themselves to the war and the production of war materials. 

Repairs hinder production. We therefore request owners of Ingersoll Watches to take good care 
ol the watches they already have. Remember, too, that it is harder to give quick service these 
days. Parts are difficult to obtain without cutting down needed new production; most of our men 

have joined the colours. 



Waterbury ", Radiolite " 

A jewelled watch, 
de{>endiible in every way. 



There is an Ingersoll Model for 
everyone from 60 j- down to 1216 

Sold by thousands of shopkeepers throughout the Kingdom ; but if 
your dealer cannot supply you, any Ingersoll model you wish will 
be sent post free upon receipt of price. 

There is no Radiolite but an Ingersoll Radiolite. 

Handsome illustrated catalogue sent post free. 

INGERSOLL WATCH CO., LTD. (Dept. 69), 

170 REGENT STREET, LONDON, W.l. 



Ingersoll “ Radiolite . ” 

A reliable watch for neutral 
use and hard wear , 


m 
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car & General 
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(Adjoining Royal Automobile Club.) 28 BRANCHES. 

CLAIMS PAID £1,750,000. 


Junk 5, UH8.1 


PUNCH, OR TUB LONDON CHARIVARI. 307 


tho odds, but nobody paid any attention 
to him. Tho llun, badly blown, dodged 
inside a shattered hen-house. Lionel 
Trelawnoy tore up handfuls of a ruined 
wall and bombed him out of it with 
showers of brick-bats. Away wont the 
chase again, cheered by shrill yoicks 
and cat-calls from the spectators. 

Suddenly there was an upheaval of 
planks and brick-dust, and both runners 
disappeared. 

“ Gone to ground, down a cellar,” 
exclaimed the brothcr-oflicors. “Oh, 
look! Fritz is crawling out.” 

The white terrified face of tho German 
appeared on tho ground level, then with 
a wriggle (accompanied by a loud noise 
of rending material) he dragged his 
body up and was on his way once 
more. A second later Lionel Trelawnoy 
was up as well, waving a patch of grey 
cloth in his hand. “ Molly *s ripped 
the scat out of his pants,” shouted 
tho grand-stand. “ Vow, tear ’m, Pup! ” 
“Good ole Collar and Cuffs!” chorused 
tho Loam shire Atkinses. 

Lionel Trelawnoy responded nobly; 
ho gained one yard, two yards, live, ten. 
The ilun floundered into a row of rasp- 
berry canes, tripped and wallowed in 
the mould. Trelawnoy fell on him like 
a Scot on a threepenny bit and they 
rolled out of sight locked in each other’s 
embrace. 

The Loamshircs jumped down from 
their crazy perches and doubled to see 
the finish, guided by the growlings, 
grunts, crashing of raspberry canes and 
jets of garden mould flung sky-high. 
They were too Into however. They 
met the victor propelling the remains 
of tho vanquished up a lane towards 
thorn. Jlis fawn breeches were black 
with mould, his shapely tunic shredded 
to ribbons; his sleek hair looked like a 
bird’s-nosfc; his nose listed to starboard ; 
one eye bulged like a shuttered bow- 
window ; his eye-glass was not. But 
the amazing thing about it was that he 
didn’t seem to mind ; lie beamed, in fact, 
and with a cheery shout to his friends 
— “Merry little scamper — oh, what ? ” — 
he drop-kickod his souvenir a few yards 
further on, exclaiming, “That’ll teach 
you to slop soup over my shirt-front, 
you rude fellow ! ” 

“Soup ovor your shirt-front!” bab- 
bled the Loamshircs. “ What are you 
talking about? ” 

“Talking about?” said Lionel Tre- 
lawney. “ Why, this arch-ruffian used 
to be a waiter at Claritz’s, and he 
shed mulligatawny all over my glad- 
rags one night three years #go— aggra- 
vated me fearfully.” Patlander. 

“A lady having larger house than she re- 
quires would like another .” — Provincial Payer. 

Some people are never satisfied. 



durst (at Highland hotrl), “Your CROCK HKEMS to JIAVK STOPPER.” 

The. Host. “ Oo-ay. Yb see, Tam, uas the roots went aw a’ to Palestine and took 

T1IK KEY IN HIS POCKET.” 


WAR HONEY. 

J wonder what the kind of beo 
(And what the nectar from what 
flower 

Ho sipped in an unfriendly hour) 
That brought this offering to me 
As delicacy for my hi oak fast- tabic — 
This sad and odorous stuff 
(My dear, you ’ve had enough ! ) - 
Iloncy, tho grocer says; but that’s 
fable. 

Surely some centipede, aroused 
By tho allotment-digger’s spade. 
Sought solace in a midnight raid 
Upon a upas-tree and browsed, 

And thcnco derived those rare ai 
pungent juices 

Which, now that we Ye subdued 
To any kind of food, 

Is made to servo these dietetic uses. 

I ’m sure it never knew a hive 
Or any sort of bloom ; there s not 
A hint of clover in the pot ; 

A Woolwich chemist might contrive, 


! As relaxation from his high explosive, 
Some milder synthesis 
1 Closely resembling this, 

Blending in one the glue and thogluco- 
, sive. 

No summer's breath is hero; it tastes 
Of Dora and the Country Black ; 
j Hmells of tho fetid chimney-stack 
; And lcallcss smoke-encircled wastes. 
Certainly L for one don’t blame 
Hy melius, 

Nor any herbs that grow 
( Dearest, I told you so!) — 
ft 's time to drop a horrid subject. 
Let us. 

The Times new poet— Mr. Dudyard 

I Kipling. 

“£8,362 has been handed lo Mrs. Lloyd 
I George by the Lord Mayor and tho Sheriffs of 
! London for comforts for tho Welsh troops and 
, assistance for those who arts disabled as the 
i result of collections in the Lily on tins Welsh 
, Flag Day.” — Times. 

i Flag-soiling must indeed he strenuous 
I work. 
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A LITTLE RETREAT. 

Letter from Isidore Steinwicz to Prim , 
Son d Prim. 

Brighton. 

Dear Sins, -Please send to mo list 
of any houses you may have to let in 
Beaconsford or neighbourhood, as my 
leaso hero ends May Lith. .1 want a 
house for three mont hs, with extension j 
if air raids should continue. 1 

We are two in family, besides self 
and wile. I can give highest references, 
and will pay if necessary considerable 
rent for suitable house. 

Yours faithfully, 

Isidore. Steinwicz. 

T suppose you have no air-raids in 
neighbourhood of Beaconsford? 

Letter from Prim , Sou <( Prim to 
I. Sleinwici'. 

Piccadilly. 

Dear Sir, Wo enclose a list of 
houses to let in Bo;ieonsford and neigh- 
bourhood, and would ])articularly re- 
commend No. 3 (Mr. Cayley-Gibbous’), 
with whom you might like to commu- 
nicate. Yours obediently, 

Pimm, Son & Prim. 

Letter from Some, to James Cayley- 
( iibbons . 

.Piccadilly. 

Dear Sir,- -We have given your 
name to a MY. Isidore Stein wiez, of 
Brighton, who is looking for a house in 
your neighbourhood, nud hope you will 
bo able to come to terms with him for 
the spring and summer months. 

Yours obediently, 

Prim, Son & Prim. 

Letter from J. Cayley (I ibbons to 
Prim , Son d Prim. 

Beaconsford. 

Dear Sirs, — Thanks for your letter. 
I don’t like the sound of your client's 
name. Surely Maidenhead would suit 
him better. I wouldn’t let my own 
house to an alien bomb-dodger on any 
terms. However, 1 happen to have 
beard of a bouse that might bo just 
the place for Mr. Steinwicz. I will put 
him on to it if bo writes. Though 1 
daresay it is not on your ILt, np doubt 
a commission might lie arranged if your 
client proves all right. 

Yours faithfully, 

James Gayle y-G i ruon s. 

Letter from I. Steinwicz to J. Cayley- 

Gibbous. 

Brighton. 

Dear Sir, -Your name lias been 
given to me by Messrs. Prim of Picca- 
dilly. Please let mo know the accom- 
modation and rent you ask, also whether 
there is a dug-out, as every precaution 
against these horrible air-raids is neces- 
sary for safety. 


I am a British subject and of mili- 
tary ago under this new Act, which I 
consider scandalous. But as I am deal- 
ing in leather, used to large extent by 
army, I do not expect to bo called up, 
and am willing to take your bouse, if 
suitable, for three months, with right 
to extend if 1 desire. Should I, how- 
ever, be called up, should expect ten- 
ancy to end at once, as my wife and 
children would have to go back to our 
bouse at Maida Yale. 

I do not mind paying good rent, as I 
am of ample means, and can give best 
social and business references. 

Yours faithfully, 

Isidore Stkinwicz. 

Loiter from J. Cay ley -G ibbons to 
I. Steinwicz. 

Beaconsford . 

Dkar Sir, — T have received your 
letter, but have decided not to let my 
houso for the moment. 

1 know, however, of a bouse which 
might be just the place for you, though 
it is not in Beaconsford itself, but right 
in the country some miles from hero. 
I cannot give you delinito information 
about the lent, but fear il is rather a 
large one. A cousin of mine is the 
present tenant, but is leaving shortly, 
I believe. I have never bad a chance 
to visit him there, so have not seen the 
place, but believe it is roomy, and there 
are good cellars, which no doubt would 
serve as an air-raid shelter. 1 may add 
that, though it is some little distance 
from a railway station, there are plenty 
of near neighbours. I could not give 
you his address without permission, 
but I am writing to him to-night, and 
will ask his leave. 

Yours faithfully, 

Jamks Gayle y-G irhons. 

Letter from Moses Steinwicz to Isidore 
Ditto. 

Maidenhead. 

My iie.au Brother, — I hope you 
have found another safe retreat, and 
am glad to hear that you are leaving 
Brighton soon, in any case, as I do not 
think the South Coast will he safe much 
longer. 1 hear that the next raid, which 
I am told may he expected on London 
shortly, will he more terrible ihanever. 

I and Rebecca arc moving next week 
to Hampshire, and I am leaving the 
Stepney factory in charge of my fore- 
man till things have soltled down. 

Why do not the Government make 
peaco at once, and let us all get on 
with our business? It is terrible. Thank 
goodness, I am over age, even for this 
disgraceful new Act. 

If things get much worse our belovod 
Galicia would bo a safer place than 
England to live in. 

Your affectionate brother, Mose. 


Letter from J. Cay toy -Gibbons to 
I. Steinwicz. 

Beaconsford. 

Dear Sir, — Since writing to you I 
had an unexpected note from my cousin, 
which must have crossed the letter I 
sent to him last night. I was not cer- 
tain before exactly when, ho thought 
of leaving, but now find that circum- 
stances may compel him to leave almost 
at once. 1 gather from his letter that 
there are several people after the place, 
so fear you may ho too late, though of 
course, even if they take it, the now 
tenants may not remain long. 

However, 1 could lot you know fur- 
ther when I hear from my cousin in 
reply to my last. 

Yours faithfully, 

J. Gaylkv-Giriions. 

Telegram from T. Steinwicz to 
J. Cayley-Gibbous. 

.Brighton. 

Will take cousin’s liouso immediately 
at any rent asked please wire his 
address at once. Steinwicz. 

Letter from J. Cayley Gibbons to 
I. Steinwicz. 

Beaconsford. 

Dear Sir, — I received your telegram, 
hut in the meantime have heard again 
from my cousin, saying that ho has 
already loft the house, and that the new 
tenants are moving in. 

If you care to make them an offer to 
clear out I am permitted to toll you 
that their family name is Fritz, and 
the address, so far as I know it, is 
Blasted Oak Farm, 

Somewhere in Flanders. 

Hoping you will be successful in 
ousting the Fritzes, as I think a two 
or three months’ stay at the farm 
would do you a world of good, 

1 am, yours faithfully, 

J as. Gay lk y-G i uijons. 

1\S. — The rent is considerable, 1 
hear. It runs all along the roof. 


MY BIRD. 

“Hullo! Battery speaking. Just 
heard there’s one down on Mudsey 
Marsh . . . Eh? Yes. I think we can 
claim. Wo must have been the last to 
engage him . . . No, out of range to 
anybody else ; ho ’s ours all right. Lot 
you know more in the morning. Good 
night ! " 

I lumg up the receiver, holding iny 
features hard in chock, and clambered 
solemnly down from the telephone lorry. 
I did not $anb the operator to see mo 
making an exhibition of myself. I 
wished to avoid, if possible, dancing 
and weeping in the presenco of my 
men. But, my word, this was glori- 
ous, this was heaven. I had fought for 


J 


I 
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Mistress {as the new trouts yo by). “ Which oj>' them is youii COL'mnV ” 
Kune maid (unyttardedly). “I don’t know yet, Ma’am.” 


England and 1 had couquored. I liad 
bagged my first bird ; there ho lay on 
Mudsey Marsh a shattered wreck, a 
terrible warning to Germany. This 
meant fame. Two or three more du$t- 
ups of the same kind and I should have 
a back-page photograph in The Daily 
Mail; letterpress, “ One of our Wizard 
‘ Archies * : the Man who cannot Miss.” 

Even bofore I was out between the 
guns again nows had been whispered 
to the jackpost, thence to the detach- 
ments, who broke into a cheer. I 
quieted their uproar, dashed off my 
report of action and turned in for two 
hours’ well-earned enjoyment of the 
British cuckoo’s beautiful dawn-song. 

A field-instrument in my tent started 
tinkling briskly half-way through tlio 
porridge course. Tho disturber was 
Crookemau, of “ B ” Section. 

41 Congratulate me, old man. The 
Mudsey fellow, you know — absolutely 
mine! I heard his engines go all to 
pot just after I opened out on him. 
And the humour of it is that ass Wool- 
lerson thinks it was his l Why, dash 
it all he couldn’t have been even in 
range. . . . Thanks awfully. P’raps 
it’ll be your funeral next time. Bye- 
bye!” 


My next caller- up was Woollorson, 
of 44 0 ” Section. 

“I say,” he began, in deeply injured 
tones, “ has Crookemau been talking to 
you? Fearful rot, of course, but he’s 
trying to make out the Mudsey 4 bird’ 
was liis. As a matter of fact J. believe 
bo t h Crookcm a n ’ s b rooe h es w ere j a m m ed 
when tho follow came over, and that ho 
didn’t fire a shot. I only hope London 
has the common decency to let mo 
claim; but you never know. Good-bye, 
old bean 1 ” 

At 10.15 tho following message was 
handed to me: “ lioforenco Mudsey 
Gotha AAA Fallow field Guns” — tho 
next line behind us — “ liavo strong 
evidence AAA U.Q. will probably allow 
message ends.” 

An hour later: “Further reference 
Mudsey Gotha AAA marks of machine 
gun lire found oil fuselage AAA practi- 
cally certain brought down by B.A.F. 
very ond.” 

By lunch-time I had learned it was 
almost definitely established that a 
monitor patrolling off-shore had shot 
down the Mudsey Gotha. By noon 
next day I had lost count of the number 
of unquestionable victors. Then I re- 
membered young Fatterby. 


We all used liberally to punch young 
Fatterby’s head at school. Strange 
vicissitudes of human fate : young 
Fatterby now wears tabs. 

After an hour’s stern telephony I got 
on to tho Intelligence Section, and 
quakingly asked fur a private call to 
tho great young man. 

44 Yo— es,” he said— Fatterby’s drawl 
is owned to bo ono of tho finest on the 
Staff* “eh? Oh, you? How do? 
Ye— es . . . Mudsey Gotha ? I ’ll get 
my notes . . . Ilm. Mudsey. Gotha 
machine. Fietty well intact. Pilot 
taken alive; shocking boast, very surly. 
Ye — es ; I can’t remember exactly what 
ho said, but it was something like 
this : — 

“‘I ’af mein poeket-’andkerchief in 
dor engine dropped. Ach, sbo *af 
clogged.’” . . - . . _ — 

41 JJotli tlio presence of prelates in the Lords 
and their nomination by tho Crown are demi- 
nsval survivals.” — Daily Paper. 

Pas demit ns our Allies would say. 

“Wanted, at once, single-handed House- 
maid ; experienced ; willing to finish off dinner 
onco a week when cook out.” — Daily Paper. 

There should bo no difficulty about this 
requirement. 



WAR AUCTION. 


First Caller. “One hkaut." Second Caller {tired after serving at a caufrru for twelve knurs). “Two rou.HKi> 


A SONG OF PLENTY. 

The shelling ’s cruel bad, my son, 

But don’t you look too black, 

For every blessed Gorman one 
lie gets n dozen back — 

But I remember the days 

When shells wore terrible fow 
And never the guns could bark and blaze 
The same as they do for you. 

But they sat in the swamp bohind, my boy, and prayed for 
a tiny shell, 

While Fritz, if ho bad the mind, my boy, could give us a 
first-class boll; 

And 1 know that a 5 9 looks bad to a bit of a Loudon kid, 
But I tell you you were a lucky lad to come out when 
you did. 

Plenty of sand-bags now, my son. 

Plenty of good trench stores, 

Plenty of wire to teach the Hun 
To have theso mouldy wars - 
But L remember a day 

When storos wero terrible fow 
And we’d nothing to keep the swine away, 
Tho samo as thero is for you. 

Ditches then at tho best, my boy, and a parapet all in rags, 
And many a mail wont West, my boy, for lack of a lew 
score bags ; 

And it ’s all the same to an English lad that f s fighting for 
the Kino, 

But you ought to be just a triflo glad you Vo plenty of 
everything. 

Up in the lino again, my* son, 

And dirty work, no doubt, 

Bub whon tho dirty work is dono 
They ’ll tako tho Begiment out- 


put I remember a day 

When men were terrible fow 
And wo hadn’t reserves a milo away, 

The same as t here are for you. 

But fourteen days at a stretch, my boy, and nothing about 
relief ; 

Fight and carry and fetch, my boy, with rests exceeding 
brief ; 

And rotten as all tilings sometimes aro they 're not as they 
used to be, 

And you ought to thank your lucky star you didn’t come 
out with me. A. l\ II. 

“One of tlieir officers, described ‘ ns temporary,’ had been in tho 
hoard’s service for 29 years, and others for 25, 24, 2M, and 22 years, 
said a member of the llolborn Hoard of Guard iai is.” - Kvenivtj Kars. 

A ‘‘Temporary Officer” writes to suggest that this com- 
petition should ho hold over to the end of the War, in order 
that he and his colleagues may have a chance of beating 
tho above records. 

“ In addition to the boaf in#, uncling, tennis and other facilities t here 
will bo found a French Chef, providing * tho finest possible cookcrv of 
tho moment,’ dancing in tin* Halm Court every afternoon and evening 
(barri ng S uiulay ). " liefer re. 

Personally, when we desiic to sample “ tho finest possible 
cookery of tho moment,” w o shall choose “ tho day which 
comes betwixt the Saturday and Monday,” when the 
French chef is not dancing in the Palm Court. 

“In connection with balata, an enormous amount of beef and pork, 
of which infinitesimal quantities have been allowed, are consumed by 
the bleeders overy year. In respect of the * Consolidated,’ the largest 
balata company operating in tho colony [British (in Hina] , it is under- 
stood that some 2,400 men are employed, consuming easily a thousand 
barrels each of pork and beef annually.” 

liVs/ Tnd'ux Cifinmiltec Circular . 

If the Food-Controller happened to come across this 
paragraph his regrettable illness is easily explained. 
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from blame; and most of the other and more about the prisoners. Among 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, peers who spoke paid a high tribute to j his critics was Lord Stair, who, hav- 
Tucsihty , 3 lay 28M. — With Lijden- his work for the prisoners. mg been himself in the hands of the 

dorff again on the war-path Members My own impression is that Lord i Germans for two years, advocated the 
returning to Westminster after tlio Newton owes his unmerited position ! widest possible exchauge of prisoners, on 
Whitsuntide recess were in no mood to as whipping-boy in the fact that he the ground that none of our men, after 


! discuss trivialities. They roadily ac- 
! copied the intimation of Mr. Montagu, 

| just returned from India with a deeper 
I bronze upon his complexion, that his 
j scheme of reform for the Dependency 
i must wait the Prime Minister's pleas- 
■ uro before it can ho revealed ; nor were 
; they seriously upset by Mr. Bonau 
Law's announcement that Home Rule 
for Ireland was still in the drafts- 
man’s hands. 

With his shining spectacles and his 
ample corporation tlio Minister of 
Pensions looks the very embodiment of 
tlio spirit o£ benovolonco. Unfortunately 
there was a very small house to listen to 
him as ho told the moving history of 
what had already been done to restore, 
so far as money and care can do it, the 
broken heroes of the War. Already 
three hundred and forty thousand men 



A NOT I KR ASIATIC MYSTERY. 
Ain. Montagu. 


what thoy had gone through, would 
over allow themselves to be captured 
again, while the pampered Germans 
would he ready enough to repeat the cry 
of “ Kamorad.” That expert view should 
! help to dispose of the military objections 
to the exchange. 

Wednesday > May 29 th . — The Govern- 
ment were asking for trouble when, 
not content with upsetting the time of 
day, they sought to interfere with the 
14 Seasons.” Mr. Waudle had to with- 
stand a chorus of protests from cham- 
pions of various sections of “ com- 
muters,” as Americans call them. Even 
Colonel Will Thorne’s warning that 
this question might bring the Ministry 
to grief failed to move him. 

Perhaps, if rightly interpreted, Mr. 
Chi uchill’s explanation of the Army 
Council's refusal to adopt the Madsen 


have received pensions. Thousands of does not suiter fools gladly, even if they machine-gun may bo regarded as cheer- 
them have in addition been supplied j come in the guise of nowspapor-re- ful. It might bo a hotter gun than our 
with artificial eyes and limbs, taught porters ; and that, unlike his illustrious present one — ho rather implied that it 


namesake, 


handicrafts or re established in busi- j namesake, he has no use for the theory was hut it could not be produced in 
ness. Already the estimate of the cost of gravity. tlio enormous numbers immediately re- 

is forty-six million pounds a year, and as ilis speech to-day, for example, was quired. Better a Lewis in the hand 
applications are still coming in at the a little light in tone for so serious a than two Madsens in the hush. May 
rate of fifteen thousand a week that sum ! subject., and some of his audience would we infer from this explanation that, in 
may easily havo to ho doubled. Put pro- • have liked to hear less about the Press the opinion of the Army Council, the 


vided the money is wisely and sym- 
pathetically administered no one 
will object. In fact tlio chief criti- 
cism that came from Mr. Hogue 
and other Members was that the 
mouth of the Chelsea cornucopia 
is still too much narrowed by rod- 
tape insertions. 

The House of Lords was eu- 
gaged upon a cognate work of 
war- benevolence. Some weeks 
ago Lord Newton announced that J / 

France had suddenly, and with- / ^ iWf** 

out notice to its Allies, entered A/|\ \/L p 

into an agreement with Germany M a \XJ 

for a large exchange of able- \Ll\ 

bodied prisoners ; and at tlio same 
time intimated that the British i I 'i 

Government would shortly enter w®! j 

into similar negotiations. Since \f ; J 

then a section of the Press has 
been conducting a violent agita- Vs 

tion with the object of forcing an ^ 

open door, and lias not scrupled 




to suggest that Lord Newton 
himself was an obstructive. 

What his Lordship has done to 
deserve this treatment nobody in 
the Upper House scorns to know . 
Even Lord Devonport, who pro- 
duced a m ilk- and- watery version 
of the newspaper attacks, ab- 
solved Lord Newton personally 




ila>- 


^■y rnFC vl 

AIR. 1IODGE GETS GODiO. 


War is not going on long enough 
to make it worth while for the 
gun -factories to alter their ma- 
chinery? 

The ill wind blowing across the 
Aisno had the negative merit of 
in aiding good progress to be made 
with the Education Bill. Mem- 
bers were too busy in the smoking- 
rooms and on tho Terrace airing 
their opinions of tlio Allied strat- 
egy to pay attention to the pro- 
ceedings within the House. 

There was a little discussion 
on Clause 4. Mr. Tyson Wilson. 
objected to the phrase “young 
persons . . . enjoying the benefits 
of education,” and moved to sub- 
stitute the word 44 receiving,” 
which does, I am afraid, more 
accurately express tho juvenile 
attitude of mind. At any rate 
Mr. Fisher, however reluctantly, 
accepted the amendment. The 
next throe Clausos wore added to 
the Bill almost automatically, 
and when Clause 8 was reached 
the sub-section abolishing tho 
44 half-timer” xvent through with- 
out a hostile word from Lanca- 
shire and with only a feeble pro- 
test from Sir Frederick Ban- 
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NATIONAIi ANX1HTY. 

M\MMA, IS IT BAKE TO LKT Quit SOJ, DII'.KS SU’.KP?’ 


Thursday , May 30 ill. — Mr. Shortt 
made Ids official debut under unusually 
favourable conditions, for not a single 
Nationalist Member was in bis place. 
Mr. King, seizing the opportunity of 
adding Ireland to his extensivo reper- 
toire, attempted to deputiso for Mr. 
Dillon, and put a few questions 
about the Sinn Fein prisonors. Tho 
only result was to show that tho now 
Chief Secretary has a clear voico and 
a crisp manner. 

Further progress was made with tho 
Education Bill. A belated protest from 
Lancashire Labour against the abolition 
of the “half-timer” was not followed 
up in the division lobby ; but there 
was a good deal of opposition to the 
proposal to limit tho right of parents to 
send their children to private schools. 
Mr. Wilson Fox’s remark, that of all 
cranks tho pedagogic variety was “ the 
most unpractical, stubborn and fero- 
cious,” met with a good deal of approval. 

An active part in tho discussion was 
taken by Mr. Phto, in spite of an acci- 
dent which had temporarily lamed him 
and compelled him to speak from his 
seat. But tho Government declined to 
accept his utterances as ex cathcdrd . 

ALBERT'S VICTORY. 

It was Friday. Not a speck 
Stained the spotless quarter-deck. 
Fleet-Pay master X. was there 
With his table and his chair. 

One by one came sidling by 
All that good ship’s company, 

Smartly holding out the Hat 
Top-side of each sailor hat ; 

And a writer as they came 
Loudly called each rank and name. 
When the name of Gray was heard 
Tho calamity occurred. 

Came a pause of blank dismay — 
Able Seaman Albert Gray 
Said he didn't want his pay ! 

Fleet-Paymaster X. has fainted 
On a stanchion (newly painted). 

Duty servaul, always handy, 

Comes from nowhere with the brandy, 
And the Bloke, who ’s standing by, 
Drops his eye-glass from his eye 
And in accents tierce and cold 
Says, “Tho Captain must be told I M 
Straightway someone lightly ran 
Aft to tell the stern “old man.” 

And his face was very grim 
As lie muttered, “ Send for him ! M 
* * * * 

But whatever he could say 
Able Seaman Albert Gray 
Simply wouldn’t take his pay. 

When tho Owner failed to find 
What was on poor Albert’s mind, 

He despatched him finally 
To a hot and tired A.P, ; 


For at sea it 's overbold 
Not to do as you are told. 

Albert still refused to mention 
Why lie clung to his intention. 

Silent was he to the end, 

So that none could comprehend 
Ilis unique contempt for pelf 
(P’r’aps iie didn’t know himself). 
Though that hot Assistant Pay 
Argued with him half the day, 
Obstinate was Albert Gray. 

Then tho jolly P.M.O. 

Said, “ He’d better go below ; 

Lot him on a boiler sit, 

That should make him think a bit.” 

On that boiler Albert sat 
Till tho Chief suggested that, 

Though tho treatment might he rough, 
Yot it wasn’t hot enough. 

“ lie is sitting in a draught, 

Cold aloft, but hot abaft; 

That’s unwholesome, I’ve been told; 
Ho will catch his death of cold. 

Can’t you pop him into it ? ” 

Which they did — a perfect fit. 

(“ Every worker ’s worth his hire,” 
Quoth the Padre ; “ poko the firo.” ) 
Though he stayed there all tho day 


Able Seaman Albert Gray 
Still refused to take his pay. 

Then the Owner secretly 
Signalled to tho C.-in-C., 

Who, afraid of further trouble, 
Answered, “Bribe the rogue with 
double.” 

Albert Gray, as you’ll suppose, 

Simply tilted up his nose. 

Then tho canny C.-in-C. 

Cabled to tho Admiralty, 

Who, afraid to rile tho rebol, 

Answered, “Bribe the man with 
treble ! ” 

You ’ll imagine, 1 suppose, 

That ho just turned up his nose. 

No, he wasn’t quite half wilted ; 

Albert took tho bribe— and flitted 

Silently, at fall of day 

Able Seaman Albert Gray 

Left — with just three times his pay. 

Our Erudite Advertisers. 

“Lot mo givo you a French lesson, fur * Can 
Fairy Anno’ is really * (J* na fairo non,* and 
being translated means * It doesn’t mattor.’ ” 
Adrt. in Weekly Paper, 
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% 11 Yes,” a silver box (William and J hear him. It is terrible the things that 

THE AGATE BOX. Maky) would say, “age is the test, are said to us by our possessions which 

Once upon a time there was a charm- Young silver is impossible. But agate I ” wo can’t hear, 

ing lady whose friends all vied in giving “from some vulgar beach too,” a “Yes, they are rather too big,” she 

presents to her. it is an attractive shagreen ease would say. said. “All except this little agate one.” 

form of rivalry for the recipient to “Who could have given it to her is “ Agate 1 Could you carry an agate 
watch, and she enjoyed it immensely, the mystery to me,” Beau Nash’s snuff- box ?” the other asked. 

They gave her gold things and silver box would resume. “Her friends have “ Why not?” she replied. “Besides, 

things and tortoiseshell things; Bond such taste as a rule.” I like those funny Victorian things — 

Street and Beauchamp flace were ran- “A poor relation probably,” a gold they Vo so ugly and quaint. No, I shall 
sacked for her. Somo of those things ncodlo-caso would suggest. “Anyway, keep my saccharine in this,” and she 
sho carried, to their great content; it doesn’t matter. There it will he for placed the agate box in her bag. 
others she kept in a glass-topped oc- over and ever.” “ Stap my vitals!” said the snuff - 

casional table, where they moped and But the needle-ease was— as needle- box, “what is the world coming to?” 
grumbled. There were boxes of all cases, no loss than statesmen, often are Bui. the little agate box was swooning 
kinds, from a largo gold one with a — wrong, for a war chanced to break with pride and rapture, 
little blue bird in it, which at a touch out, and when there is war there is 

sprang up and trilled out a tiny song, change. Nothing is quite the same Our Helpful Contemporaries, 
to si very ordinary minute casket, com- any more, and everyone and everythin" k, ( ro,> V s drove kick the enemy on a 
posed of silver and two pieces of fcrans- sooner or later are affected. The ocou- ! front «>t 10 kilonn'iivn. . . . A millimetre 


lucent agate, such as 
might have come from 
Brighton beach. This 
agate box had no longer 
any boauty, although, 
when it was made some 
fifty years ago, it was 
probably a treasure of 
elegance and taste, and 
tho other occupants of 
the occasional table 
treated it with disdain 
and contempt. 

Tho lady herself had 
by now forgotten all 
about whatever senti- 
mental associations had 
onco belonged to it, ami 
there it lay, on a bed 
of old-rose velvet, no 
longer of any uso to any • 
oue, hut coining under 



is «i 1 h ) 1 1 1> tlmuv lift -hs of a 
mile." Toronto Ecenintj 
Telegram. 

‘•Tluvo or Four Unfur- 
nished Rooms ivipiired by 
two Indies; -KK ><»ars in pre- 
sent rooms.**- Local Taper. 
All, well, an occasional 
change is good for 
everyone. 

“Tho men of tho North 
know t hat tho Welsh wizard 
liewrspeaks without saying 
something. " • l)aihj Vapor. 

In which respect ho 
differs from sonic of 
our journalists, who. 
often write without say- 
ing anything. 

“Lost on arrival of midday 
train from Maritzburg, 
Small Black Doctor's 


tho general headier 


Fair Applicant {sweet ft/). “Well, Slit, from childhood I vn 

FOll SMCOOLKIl STORVKS.‘ a> 


UF.r.N A t.LVTTON HANDBAG.” 

y atal Mercury. 

It is pleasing to note this evidence that 
South African natives arc adopting the 
learned professions. 

TO A DEALER IN TOBACCO. 
(From a common smoker of the same.) 
No sign of distress or distraction, 

No panic, no pendulous thumb ; 

You smilo at that beastly exaction 
So pregnant with crisis for some ; 
Tho swag that the Chancellor snatches 
With claws that have scarred not a 
few 

Don’t matter a ha’p’orth of matches 
To you. 

In these times that are not very fruity, 
Most men, with ekpensos to curb, 
Deplore that additional duty 
Stuck on to the heavenly herb ; 

But you -&it oil your bliss-heap, un- 
heeding 

The vulture who preys and devours, 
For it isn’t your neck that is bleeding; 

It *» ours. 


curiosities; nothing.it * ou “ IUIMKS - 

felt, would over happen to it again, and ! pants of an occasional tabic in a charm 
it had given up all hope. Children visit- 1 ing lady’s drawing-room might be ex- 
ing tho houso and given the freedom peeled to he immune if anything could 
of the table picked up and examined bo ; but no. For it happened that as 
everything else, and uttered cries of the War proceeded tho supply of sea- 
delight when tho absurd little bird pro- borne necessities became more and more 
tended to sing; hut they never touched restricted, and among these was sugar, 
tho agate-box. A peculating butler, who so that saccharine had to be prepared 
onco made a raid on the collection, was as a substitute, and everyone hunted 
careful that his pockets should not be about for some little receptacle to carry 
incommoded by any such trash, so that it in, the charming lady among them, 
it had none of the fun and adventure “ 1 ’m sure,” tho boxes heard her say 
which befell tho others, who nob only as she lifted the lid of tho table, “I’ve 
were pawned all over London but wero got sonu small enough. I hope 
collected again by tho police and sub- so, for Heaven knows I can’t afford to 
sequently reassembled on the table — buy anything new, and all my generous 
all hut ono very conceited turnip-watch, friends are lighting.” 


which could not he found again and 
was regretted by nobody. 


“They look a little big to me,” said 
her companion, picking up one gold 


“ What you ’ro doing boro at all is a and silver box after another. “ They ’ll 
problem,” a gold snuff-box, which had J make your hag so heavy.” 


belonged to Beau Nash, 


“ Don’t worry about that,” cried the 


when, in tho small hours, conversation gold snuff-box which had belonged to 
became general. “ Silver is just toler- j Beau Nash, for ho longed to resume 
able so long as it is old ; hut agate ! ” | active life again ; hut the lady couldn’t 



■ ■■ — — - I I I l. l ■■ I M W— — — if— — <—M— — M ■ M .. i, P ^ r I , I ■ r b ^ . 4k. 

PUNCH, OR _T1IT3 LONDON CHARIVARI. — .1 unk 5, 1918. 


Control Prices and a Moral 

O NCE upon a time a man named Sheraton made very beautiful 
chairs. So beautiful that people who had wealth and fine 
taste built fine houses and decorated lovely rooms so that the 
Sheraton chairs could be seen to advantage in them. 

W HEN King Demos came to reign, he said : “ It is not right 
that any of my subjects, just because of their being wealthy, 
should have finer chairs to sit on than my poorer subjects.” So he 
ordained that it was unlawful for any chairs to be sold for more 
than three guilders for each chair. Sheraton was then paying more 
than three guilders for the labour on one leg of one of his beautiful 
chairs. So he died of a broken heart, and all the Sheraton chairs 
had to be sold for three guilders each, and the merchants who had 
stocks were ruined. Many poor people bought these chairs, but 
they did not think them strong enough. 

M ANY years after King Demos died, and the law concerning 
the price of chairs had lapsed or was forgotten. Connoisseurs 
went about the country and bought all the Sheraton chairs and put 
them back again into their place of honour, paying, sometimes, ten 
times the price that Sheraton sold them at. 


Moral : 

Do not conclude that the “control ” price of an article denotes its actual value. 
Get Haig & Haig Whisky if you can. It is the “ Sheraton ” quality. 



tg Five Stars 
McotsWfiisky 


N the Home J 

Market I I 

I 

am very | 
scarce owing to [ 
Government re- | 
strictions. No new 1 
accounts can be J 
opened at present. ( 


My famous contents 
are exported in this 
bottle. 

Africa is calling for me, 
India is calling for me, 
Ceylon is calling for me, 
Egypt is calling for me, 
Are You ? 


Head Office 


Southwark Street, London, 
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CAMERAS 

T IIK HOODS we offer are as described - the values as 
iv resented. No one can truthfully say that he has 
not received fair treatment from us. If anyone thinks 
he has cause for grievance we want to hear from him, 
and will leave nothing undone to bring the matter 
to a satisfactory conclusion. We want to be regarded as 
the friends and counsellors of photographers everywhere. 
We are now oflkring, at the most reasonable prices, a very tine 
••took of Second-hand Cameras ami Apparatus, much of which is 
<juiic unobtainable e lsewhere. Write for complete List— it is PRICE. 


Everything sent 
on Approval and 
Carriage Paid. 



84. High Slreet, 
SHEFFIELD. 




Become a 600D Pianist without constant 'practising/ 

My System has abolished all necessity for keyboard drudgery. It is now 
possible to obtain in a few months a mastery of the piano often unobtain- 
able even after years of laborious practising for several hours daily. 

Sir Frederick bridge andoih^r eminent musicians highly recommend 
and use this system. No apparatus or specially written score. 

The quickest and most certain way to permanent | 

mastery of the piano. ~ 


9,000 Suooessful mJrniE 

PUDil8. trated BOOK, 

** v » e * ‘ £-1 "Light on Plano- 

* * forto Playing." 

ax * * 1 1 i i book explains fully bow I teach the 

* System by a series of Postal Lessons and 

m the fee I eltnr i«». The lessons su e adapted to the 

HI ro<|Mir<'inents of pianists of all grades of proficiency. 

Apply for booklet to-day, but do not omit to state whether average or proficient 
player, or. if a beginner, whether you can or cannot play at sight a simple hymn tunc. 
Sand 3d. for part war-time cost and postage. 

Q. MACDONALD SMITH, 102>, Bloomsbury 8quaro, LONDON, ^W.O. t 

‘ From Spain to lieuboard/ EXX* n£ 


saws** 


Front-line Hardships 

arc appreciably lessened Ly a 
Military Dexter .... struts 
out cold, damp .... wind, 
dust . . . prevents overheating 
.... Dexter Proofing lasts 
— guaranteed to the end. 


S u p p 1 i e d 
by Agents 
Everywhere 



See the 
FOX HEAD 
Label 



FORTNUM & MASON LTD 

181-18 4 . PICCADILLY. Wl 

AUSTIN REED LTD 

113 . REGENT STREET. Wl 


R. W. FORSYTH LTD 


llat/me, Scott Cr ( <*., / (<f. (If holts* It), G'/.i sg i it>, 
Makers ef Dcxftr H’ta t htrp roojs. 



ivMf 


Khaki Shirts. 

nTHERtl is nothing so good at the price as 
* '* AZA ” Khaki Shirts, and for Active Service 
wear they cannot be surpassed. They arc light yet 
warm, soft and non-irritant, unshrinkable, exceedingly 
durable and healthful in that they readily absorb and 
radiate away the moisture of the body, thus lcav.ng 
the pores of the skin unhampered to do their work. 

Obtainable in Standard and Heavy Weights, 
and in regulation shade, 

Standard weight 11/6. Heavy weight 12/6. 


From oil On t jit tv i s, or 

SPHERE SUSPENDER CO., 


LUPTON’S 

SPIRAL PUTTEES 

“FASTEDGE” 

Worn extensively by Officers of 1 1 is 
Majesty's and the Allied force*. 


SPECIAL LIGHT WEIGHTS 
FOR TROPICAL CLIMATES. 


Being Positively Non- fray able 

LUPTON’S PUTTEES 

Always look Xi'at and Smart. 'I liey are most 
mode rate in price, and may bo obtained from all High-class Military tailors & Hosiers. 
// ordered, Puttees made specially to wind on the rc\\crse way, and to fasten the tape round 
the ankle for riding. 

ASK FOR L UPTON* S PUTTEES. 

Manufactured by ASTRACHANS Ltd., Albert Mill, Allan 8t, BRADFORD. 

London Agent: 4. STRICKLAND. 38, How Lane, K.C. [Wholesale only.] 


The finest Pencil in the world for Draughtsmen, Artists 
and General use because of its smoothness and great 
durability. Made in all degrees by K. Wolff & Son, 
Ltd., at the Falcon Pencil Works, Battersea. I3y 
appointment to H.M. The King. Price 4d. each. 

Sold by all Stationers. 
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REGIMENTAL SPORTS. THE MULE DERBY. 

Officer (to famous millionaire jockey now in khaki). “ You quite understand. First man past the pos'i «.u-ih hall'-a-kovkhekin." 


MENTALITY. 

At Bow Street yesterday Miss Amelia K . Slottery was 
prosecuted under the new Purification of English Act for 
that she, in a thesis written for her degree at Swottenham 
University, had made use of the word “mentality,” contrary 
to tho provisions of the said Act as laid down in Clause 1, 
sub-section 2o. 

Sir Archibald Bodkin, who appeared for the Crown, 
said this was a very had case. Tho prisoner, it appeared, 
had caused her name to be entered for the examination in 
modern English, of which one of the chief features was the 
submission of an original essay on the Rovival of Poetry in j 
War. She had expressed her intention of using the word 
“mentality” in connection with the Kaiser, but had at 
first been dissuaded hy her friends, who pointed out to her 
that it was the duty of patriotic citizens to obey tho law 
without hesitation or question. Tho word against which 
the Act was directed had obtained great vogue in America 
as well as in this country. 

The Magistrate asked for enlightenment as to tho forma- 
tion of such a word. Did anyone propose to say “ gen tali ty *’ 
when referring to a nation, or “ dcntality ” when speaking 
of teetli / 

8ir Archibald. No, Sir. 

The Magistrate. Very well, thou, what is the defence/ 
It id a most disgusting word. Mentality — pah ! 

Mr. Jones said his client was carried away hy the ardour 
of composition. She now recognised the folly of her action 
and undertook not to oilbnd again. 

The Magistrate said he could not altogether overlook the 
charge. The prisoner must pay a fine of five hundred 
pounds, and might consider herself fortunate to have 
escaped so lightly. 


CAROLINE. 

When office hours are weary with the heavy work they 
bring 

And we strive to close our hearts against tho coaxing voice 
of Spring, 

Comes little Cockney Caroline on brown and sturdy wing. 

She lias no truck with (liven Tabs and she doesn’t hold 
with Red, 

They never take a sandwich lunch and think they 're fully 
fed ; 

It’s tho little lady-clerks she socks and bogs for luncheon 
bread. 

Down among the table legs, along the Hour she comes 
With shrill undaunted friendly chirp, the song of city 
slums, 

j Dainty in her sooty grace, she flirts with us for crumbs. 

No more we praise the nightingale, withdrawn from human 
| cares, 

| But the magpie on the battlefield, who like a soldier faros, 
And Caroline, who perkily our war-work rations shares. 

Our Strum-Truppen. 

“ After the light at Yillo-sur-Ancrc Just Sunday two Australians 
had been playing a piano in a cottage there for 20 minutes, when a 
cellar flap opened and a (lernum sergeant- m ajor surrendered with 
10 men.” -Daily Mail. 


“A deputation from the Master Rakers’ Association was giwu aii 
interview on the question of tho use of 15 lb. of potatoes per on nor 
of Hour for bread making. Their ease was that tho quantify of pot a 
toes was excessive .*’ — Even mg Time s and h'.dw {Rri'fol). 

Wc are inclined to agree with thorn. 
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THE ADVENTURERS. 

The other clay, when I was out with 
the Junior Run, I felt an awful stitch 
in my side, duo to potato scones, just at 
tho bridge that crosses the stream 
through Highwayman’s Copse, and sat 
down on tho mossy parapet to rest. 
There isn’t any copse at nil now, for 
the trocs have been cut down for tho 
War and carted away, and that part of 
tho world is completely spoiled. Pre- 
sently two people came walking along 
and stopped at the bridge. Ono was 
Major Hewlett, who fought at Mons, 
and went on fighting till he lost his leg 
on the Somme, and the other was old 
General Morrison, who won tho V.O. 
in the Boer War and has whole rows 
of war medals. Both of them were at 
my school once, and so they nodded 
to mo politely and asked about the 
run. Major Hewlett won the Ten 
Mile Cross-country Championshipof the 
school when bo was liege, and General 
Morrison often watches the Big Sides, 
so wo were all friends, sort of. They 
stared at the stumps of tho trees, just 
as I was doing, and then General 
Morrison said in his husky old voice, 
“By Jove, Hewlett, I remember my 
most exciting adventuro to-day as 
vividly as if it bad takon place yester- 
day. I shall novor forgot it. My heart 
still jumps to think of it.” 

“ Toll us, General,” said Major Hew- 
lett, looking a little puzzled ; “ you novor 
would givo me tho yarn of your V.C., 
you know.” 

“ V.C. ? Tut ! ” said tho General. 
“ Liston. At the time 1 have in mind 
I was in command of a band of hunters 
in the depths of Brazil. We were 
searching for a famous BIuo Tiger, and 
no poril of savage man or beast could 
daunt us. I was known as Rolf Bure- 
hand, and was equally export with rifle, 
rovolvor, sab o, boomerang and scalp- 
ing-knife. 

“ For weeks we followed tho spoor of 
the Blue Tiger, which was easily recog- 
nisable by its enormous size and the 
pilod skeletons of rival hunters which 
marked the monster’s moal-1 lours. We 
lived on what wo killed and gathered — 
moose, ibex, armadillo, wild turkey, 
turtles, salmon, breadfruit, yams and 
custard- apples.” 

“Had you no pemmican?” asked 
the Major. 

“ Of course wo had pommican,” tho 
General snapped, vory crossly, I thought 
— “ and also tho liquorice and cake wo 
had saved from the wreck. Did I tell 
you we had been wrecked? Anyhow, 
wo had, while seeking for Captain 
Morgan’s treasure amongst tho West 
Indian Keys. A brother pirate of mine 
named Bunface — now Bishop of Iiigh- 


chester — having discovered a chart in 
an oaken ” 

“General,” interrupted Major Hew- 
lett with a funny smile, “you have 
reminded me of an exploit of my own 
which won’t wait. I must toll you 
about it at once, and this other ruflian 
here. At one time I was tho loading 
spirit of a band of Gentlemen Adven- 
turers who spent their time roving all 
over the world. Sometimes wo fought 
naked cannibals in Fiji, sometimes bar- 
tered for silver fox with tho flat-nosed 
Esquimaux. One day wo careened our 
schooner beneath the tossing palms of 
a tropic lagoon, the next our camp- 
fires scared the prowling timber- wolf 
in tho hard North-West. At longth 
finding ourselves in tho heart of Now 
Guinoa, wo chanced upon a stream 
sanded with gold, but crowded also 
with alligators, devilfish and water- 
snakes, and fringed by virgin forest 
ceaselessly whispering with stealthy 
savage life. 

“Our ship — wo too had been wrecked 
— was far behind us, but we had salved 
tho brass wliat-d’ -you-oall-it ? — ah, 
carronadc — and planned to build our- 
selves a stockade secure against attack. 
But, alas ! my lieutenant, Amyas of tho 
Iron Arm, who was also the crew, 
was stricken down witli tho mumps, 
and I was put in quarantine. Then 
came the holidays, and tho project was 
abandoned. 

“ And now thoy 'vo cut down my 
Now Guinea forest, General, and your 
Brazilian bush, and the palms and the 
banyans- just look at tho place ! ” 

They both stared at the tree* stumps 
and tho stream as if they saw other 
things. 

“There’s tho very pool where wo 
knew tho Blue Tiger slaked his thirst. 
Didn’t just drink, mind you,” said the 
General ; “ lie was superior to that. JIo 
slaked his thirst.” 

“ It ’s tho same pool, Bir,” said Ma jor 
Hewlett, “whore L was nearly caught 
by the Giant Python.” 

And what do you think ? They were 
both pointing to a little pool in tho 
stream which used to bo hidden from 
t.ho road by tho trees and which I call, 
just for fun, of course, the “Black 
Lagoon.” 

And thoy didn't say a singlo word 
about tho War. 


“Homo, Friday.-’ Tho Princo of Waks this 
afternoon called first on Queen Elena Noxton, 
tho Queen Mother Marclierita, and lastly on 
tho Duke of Ogenoa. Afterwards H.H.N. 
went for u short stroll.” 

Manchester Evening News. 

The identity of “H.R.N.” is not re- 
vealed, but from his last initial we are 
inclined to believe that he is a relative 
of “Quoen Elena Nexton.” i 


THE OLD MATRON. 

A stone’s-throw from the College gate 
There lives a very noble lady ; 

A cottage-lawn her whole estate, 
Without a tree to keep it shady ; 

For thirty years she served the school 
In quito a number of positions, 

And by her character and rule 
Uphold its very best traditions. 

School generations came and went, 
Head followed Head — but in this 
story 

’Tis foreign to my main intent 
To say which gained tho greatest 
glory ; 

Enough that minds of every size, 
Hustlers and scholars, bloods and 
boobies, 

All came in time to recognize 

Her price was far above all rubies. 

For, though immersed in household 
cares 

And such extremely mundane matters 
As washing, packing and repairs 
Of wardrobes normally in tatters, 
Bbo found with unobtrusive tact 
A hundred ways of help and healing, 
And novor overlooked an act 
Of cruolty or double-dealing. 

Her office and her Spartan breed 
Forbade her to be sentimental, 

But in an hour of real need 

Bhc could bo wonderfully gentle; 

To fashion, to the swift or strong 
She was incapablo of truckling, 

But helped tho lonely soul along 
And comforted the ugly duckling. 

Robust in body and in mind, 

Free from all feminine caprices, 
Scoiug the best in all her kind, 

Though loving nephews more than 
nieces, 

She made no pets ; if haply ono 
Appealed to her beyond another, 

It was the orphan or tho son 
Neglected by a selfish mother. 

Too fond to quit a scene so dear, 

Too wise to fancy she was slighted, 
Loth to intrude or interfere, 

Though always holpful when invited, 
She is the first whom boys on leave 
Greet when they seek their alma 
mater. 

The last they part from on tlio eve 
Of their return to trench and crater. 

For in her strong and homely face, 

Her life supremely self-forgetting, 
They see the Genius of the Place 
Incarnate in a human sotting ; 

And, though they readily would own 
Their debt to Founder, Saint and 
Patron, 

Keep in their heart of hearts a throne 
Of special glory for tho Matron. 
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The Squire. “Well, Daniel, I came to conc, rate late you on you a hlndhedth birthday, Splknihd, isn’t it?" 
Daniel. “On, I loan’ know, Zur. It took I a itukirle long time to do it.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Government and the War (Constable) is not an example 
of “wisdom after the event/’ for most of its chapters were 
written before August, 1914. They roprosent the con- 
sidered opinions of a man who has devoted a lifetime to the 
study of tho nature of war, and the best part of a genera- 
tion to the endoavour to persuade his countrymen to follow 
his example. It would bo tempting, did space permit, to 
try to sketch what would have been the probable course 
of the present conflict if the principles that Professor 
Spenser Wilkinson enunciates with so much force had 
been a part of the mental equipment of our political rulers. 
Unfortunately our statesmen, with very few exceptions, wore 
so much immersed in domestic and party problems that 
they nover seriously considered the question of war. They 
did not realise that war is a.continuation of policy — “ one of 
the modes of human intercourse,” the author calls it ; that a 
State intending to retain its independence must always ho 
prepared for a conflict in which all its resources may have to 
be engaged ; and that consequently it is necessary for the 
Government at all times to have at hand and constantly 
refer to “ a thinker-out of wars ” if policy is not to end in 
disaster. Under the rough tutelage of Germany our rulers 
have perhaps learned these lessons ; but thoro are othor teach- 
ings of military history that they do not seem yet to have 
fully assimilated, e.g. that there is no limited liability in 
modern war, that the problem of making an army is tho pro- 
blem of the education of officers, and that the temptation to 
dissipate energy must always be resisted. One of Professor 
Wilkinson's most encouraging statements is that “the 


fundamental condition of success is a vital cause”; one of 
the most depressing, that “victory cannot be won by a 
Government of amateurs.” With tho view of ensuring that 
our cause should meet tho success it deserves I should like 
the Prime Minister to insist that every member of tho 
War Cabinet himself included — should devote a couple of 
hours before its next mooting to reading a volume whose 
clearness and cogency entitle its author to bo described as 
the British Clauhkwitz. 

I cannot hut think that, so far as plot is concerned, Mary 
Ptantage.net (Cassell) shows some retrogression from tho 
themes, both original and strong, which I havo hitherto 
associated with the name of Mr. «J. C. Snaith. Tho present 
is what one might not unfairly call a Romance of the House- 
keeper’s Room, and turns very largely upon that antique 
problem of fiction — ought tho scion of a ducal house to 
marry a heroine of mysterious parentage? In this caso the 
heroine, Mary of the title, is a foundling, discovered on 
a doorstep of Grosvenor Square by a kindly policeman, who 
arranges for her upbringing as one of his own family. 
Afterwards she becomes what the publishers call a “famous 
actress,” and is beloved by tho heir of tho liridport straw- 
berry-leaves. Naturally in an affair of this kind you will 
not expect that tho heroine’s origin is going to rest perman- 
ently on a doorstop; nor does Mr. Snaith allow you to be 
disappointed of any of tho obvious eventualities. The whole 
thing, with its concern over coronets, strikes mo as belonging 
really to the least expensive type of fiction, though here 
disguised by the skill of an author who has shown himself 
able to handle material better worthy of him. Wo know 
from the poet that hearts just as true and rare may boat 
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in Bel grave (here Berkeley) Square, as anywhere else ; but 
the cardiac activities of Mary and her. exalted connections 
certainly impressed me as dependent rather upon mechan- 
ism than any human blood, blue or other. Surely the 
author of The Sailor can hardly have regarded them 
altogether seriously. 

Mr. Philip Gibus maintains his standard as chief inter- 
preter of the day-to-day moods, actions and anjot of our 
armies in Prance. The history that will bo written will 
contain many things which the hamstrung correspondents 
of these days oithor do not know or may not say; hut it 
will not give us the pathetic or savage or humorous streaks 
of intimate local colour, the very heat and hurry and dos- 
porato fatigue of those and those actually lighting men. 
So that From Bapaume to Passchcndaele, 1917 (I Ieinkmann) 
will ho a good book to have by one as a detailed com- 
mentary on battles too hopelessly big to allow of any but 
general treatment. This is a book of victory with scarcely 
a sot-hack, and whatever the imperturbable long-viow strate- 
gists may say it is mournful to read of tho heroism that 
gave us Konnnol, Mcs- f : . 


sines, Wytschaete and 
a score of storied places 
now, alas, lost to us. 
But the moral of those 
pages is that tho men 
whoso tails “you 
couldn’t get down with 
a crowbar** aro still 
carrying on with tho j 
laughing courage which 
Mr. Gibbs illustrates in 
a hundred anecdotes. 


you see, that some day we shall shoot again and discuss 
such questions as “ Do partridges drink ? ” 

Ono might say that from a literary point of view tho 
Principality has lately been coming into its own, with 
perhaps a further guess that the inheritance seems likely to 
be a not altogether agreeable one. Already one very candid 
critic has dealt faithfully by tho dwellers in South Wales ; 
and now Mrs. Edith Nepean follows with a story, Gwyneth 
of the Welsh Hills (Stanley Paul), whoso characters abide 
in the country round Moel Siabod. There is however little 
resemblance, beyond certain tricks of literally translated 
idiom, in tho two writers. Not for Mrs. Nepean the stark 
realism of Mr. Cakadoc Evans; rather one might describe 
her as a romanticist who has listened to Bow Bells , and in 
whose oars the silver trumpet of The Family Herald has 
sounded not in vain. Aptly does tho wrapper- artist depict 
Gwyneth as standing tip-toe upon a mountain top, clad in 
a scarlet cloak and a tall hat. Gwyneth was that kind of 
heroine; the kind, moreover, that will enter a story as a 
foundling and leave it as the daughter of a lord. 1 wish 

1 had space to toll you 
of her advontures be- 
lt ween those extremes. 

. She was pushed into a 
: lake once ; this was by 



a had young man who 
had ' ‘ 


IT t.a<l married her, and 
now for financial rea- 
sons wished to repeat 
tho ceremony with 
j somobody else. Which 
I lie did. When I add 
that Gwyneth \\as so 

Let me say that there ’s ' A?# 1 * ar ^ rom drowned 

not a pagein this re- • j Bfc. , that, having secretly 

cord that doosn’fc make '' 7 r' - | emerged from the lake, 

the pulse boat faster j&T m r 0 " ( within a comparatively 

and tho proud tears ^ short time she was bo- 

rise; but also that the . /. > • ' ' ' J V ing presented by her 

writer secs, below tho ' ^ ! ' * .. 1 noblo sire to the nephew 

brilliant heroic surface Lieut. Smythe(oj the J ■ T.C. , who ia aha an allot nit nt enthusiast). I want iou whom he considered 

of the great struggle, uovv ^’ her suitable mate ; and 

the grim depths of horror, terror and decay. His funda- j that this individual was none other than tho gentleman 
mental seriousness corrects any tendency to Elect Street who had originally submerged her— well, you will perhaps 
flamboyancy and provents abject surrender to the telling endorse my verdict about realism. If tho Land of My (or 

headline and tho artless alliteration. rather of Mrs. Neiean’k) Fathers is in fact anything at 

all like this, much seems to be explained. 


I know no book bolter calculated to provoke a nostnhjia 
among shooting men for the scenes and incidents of the 
sport they lovo than Shoot iny Days (Murray), by Captain 
Eric Parker. For four seasons there has been virtually no 
shooting. Shooters old and young have boon after bigger 
game. They have almost succeeded in beginning to reconcile 
themselves to the abandonment of their favourite sport, 
when, lo, hero comes Captain Parker with his book, and 
revives our regret in all its keenness. And Captain Parker 
is Shooting Editor of The Field ; ho knows what to write 
about and how to write it ; ho can touch tho spot more 
skilfully than another. Ho can speak of “tho chances of 
covert-shooting at its best tho accidents, the unex- 
pected, the wilder, happier part of it all,” and can think 
“again and again of wet boots, the joy of being uttorly 
tired, and sunset lighting orange lamps in the mosses and 
the pools of the bog.” Briefly, Captain Parker lias written 
| a most delightful book in a very charming style of ploasant 
reminiscence. It is a compendium of sporting information, 
and a mine of knowledge which can bo minted into agree- 
able conversation in the long evenings of winter. I assume, 


Tho nine sketches to be found in Whidsice.pt Farm 
(Routlkdge) are dainty enough and quite well writton; 
they reveal a loving intimacy with domestic animals and 
birds, and occasionally a nice sense of humour. But they 
are very slight, and more than once the attitude of the 
recluse into whoso mouth they are placed by Mr. William 
Hewlett borders dangerously upon affectation. If the 
author docs not make us believe in his creations he suc- 
ceeds, at any rate, in convincing us that the animal-world 
would be more interesting if it realised Ills pictures of it. 
And that is something to his credit. The last sketch has 
for its heroine tho lady who captured the recluse’s heart and 
made him repent of his reclusion, so I am left wondering if 
the sub-title of this volume, “ A Book of Boasts for Grown-up 
Children,” is quite as tactful as it might be. „ 

A Mislaid Bantam P 

“Lost, between New Brighton, Seacomhe Perry and Woodside, 
Miniature Soldier Officer.” - Liverpool Bcho, 
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It is rumoured that since his fine 
tribute to Scotland the Premier has 
been elected an Honorary Scotsman, 
with special permission to be excused 
the haggis. ... ... 

Ice puddings, says the Food-Con- 
troller, may now be made, provided 
no milk, cream or sugar is used. With 
indiarubbor at its present price theso 
delicacies are likely to remain out of 
reach of all hut t lie very wealthy. 

Lord Rhondda is recovering, wo are 
happy to say, from an operation for 
pleural effusion. This 


a man last week was so short of matches 
that he stopped a fire-engine and asked 
for a light. ... 

The last horse-drawn engine in the 
London Fire Brigade has beon replaced 
by a motor. Tho news has been well 
received by busy pcoplo who suffer 
from fires. 

In the matter of tho young man who 
was knocked down by a taxi-cab last 
week, we understand that a satisfactory 
arrangement lias been arrived at. Tie 
has apologised to the driver. 

There are twelve centenarians in 


Tho Ministry of Food is getting out 
a leallet explaining the various methods 
of employing fab cuts of hoeon. Beyond 
giving it to toothing babies and rubbing 
it on the ears to keep mosquitoes away, 
the public lias hitherto found no satis- 
factory uso for tho stuff. 

With rcforonco to an article which 
appeared in a weekly paper under tho 
title, “ Familiar LYdicemen,” a gentle- 
man writes from an address in tho Now 
Cut to complain that only tho other 
year a policeman took him quito fami- 
liarly by tho arm, in spito of the fact 
that they had never been formally in- 
troduced. : V :c 

“ Mint sauce is cor- 


malady must he dis- 
tinguished from plural 
effusion, a virulent dis- 
ease very prevalent at 
Question-time in the 
House. ... .. 

It is proposed that 
dinners costing more | 
than 6s. (V/. shall I 
be taxed as luxuries. 
Pooplo who prefer tea 
and kippors at one of 
our smart restaurants 
to lobstor mayonnaise 
at borne may well ho 
required to pay for 
their vulgar ostenta- 
tion. ... .w 

French courts have 
denaturalized a (Jer- 
m an-born citizen who, 
though naturalized in 
1853, still keeps a 
signed portrait of tho 



Old Lady. “ Tl'.I.L )IE, MY l'OOK FELLOW, HOW HI D YOU GET YOUR IVOU^D?” 


rect with lamb,” says 
a writer in The Even- 
ing News , “ but wo 
seldom stop to ask 
ourselves why.” After 
all it is more tho 
lamb’s concern than 
ours, yet he has never 
found a satisfactory 
answer to this conun- 
drum. 

“Young German wishes 
any kind of position at 
night; would liko to sloop 
at home.” 

American Paper. 
For ourselves we al- 
ways prefer the re- 
cumbent position for 
purposes of sleep. 

“ kills lie©, fleas and 

othor parasites. Koeps oil 
mosquitoes and sandflies. 
Supplied in largo quanti- 
ties to II. M. War Office.” 

Strand Magazine. 


Kaiser in his draw- 
ing-room. f I is expla- 
nation that he kept 
it bocauso it made the 


I'vd up Tommy. “It weren’t a wound, Mum, jt was an accident.’’ 

Old Lady. “How DID IT HAPPEN 'l " 

T't'd Up Tommy. “WELL, YKR SHE, MfM, I WAS LEANING UP AGAINST A BARRAGE, 
TilOLGHTI.KKS LIKE, WHEN IT LUTED AND I IE LG INTO THE TRENCH." 


Whoro it is hoped, in 
timo, to get rid of the 
Tape- worm, red. 


dog laugh was not accepted. 

“ Why should manual workers con- 
stantly receive increases of pay,” asks 
a correspondent of 77 / r Daily Mail, 
“ while draughtsmen are left out in the 
cold ? ” The name, of course, may have 
something to do with it. 

The Kolnische Yolkszeilung demands 
that the Turks shall seriously tackle 
the task of turning the British out of 
Mesopotamia. The Turks retort with 
some bitterness that their processions 
get bombed every time. 

Bigamy is stated to be on the increase. 
This is a sorry blow to those who have 
insisted that we are a race of cowards. 

We are asked to deny the story that 


Rome, we read, and it is proposed to 
opon a club for them. The terms for 
life-membership are to ho very moderate. 

Sinco the increased postal rales it 
1 appears that people havo taken to 
j sending more messages by telephone. 
In several cases it has proved a much 
quicker method of communication. 

Last week a monkfish was caught 
which measured fivo feet long and 
weighed over half-a-hmidrcdweight. It 
was caught in a London evening paper. 

The toy Pomeranian for which a 
reward was recently offered through 
tho Press is now stated to havo found 
its way home, very dishevelled and 
dragging an enormous caterpillar be- 
hind it. 


“Mr. George (lowland's timber is arriving 
any day now, so his houso will soon bo rising 
* sphinx liko ’ from tho ashes of tho old oho.” 

Taranaki Herald , N.E. 

A nasty knock for our old friend tho 

Phoenix. 

“ It is a superhuman task to save merchant 
vessels when tho submarines aro out, as they 
can steam under water for twenty-four years.” 

Western Pacific Herald (Fiji). 

We are looking forward to 1942. 

From a roport of tho presentation of 
Drill Lfiiciency medals : — 

“Nothing, however, could damp tho prido 
of tho priKC-winnors, with each of whom 

General Rhook hands, .and subsequently 

eongraduated thorn collectively.” 

Dublin Evening Mail. 

Very good of tho General, but wo do 
not know how tho University authori- 
ties will tako this infringement of their 
prerogative. 


VOL. CLIV. 
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TO AN IMPERIAL PEACEMONGER. 

[ A now Peace offensive) is anticipated in the Teuton Press.] 

From whore the bounding Hohenzollern Ark 

Ridos on the high wave’s crest replete with Culture, 

Under an empyrean very dark 
With Happing wings of eagle and of vulture, 

Your dove, emerging once again, 

Investigates tho vast inane. 

A little soiled and suffering from a cough 

Through having been exposed to various weathers; 

Mottled with dabs of paint that won’t come off 

Where previous camouflage disguised its feathers — 
The tough old bird contrives to wear 
A fresh and undefeated air. 

Peace hath her own offensives hardly less 

Renowned than War’s, hut not such likely chances; 

For, when upon his battle-front you press, 

The foe must needs respond to your advances; 
Whereas, when threats of Peace are made, 

No sort of notice need he paid. 

Turtles may como, hut not, I think, to stay. 

Your War — the ono you launched with lloch ! and 
Prosit ! — 

Found us unready; grown more wise to-day 

Wo wait the hour when wo ’re prepared to close it; 
Time, that was yours, is now our friend; 

And Time and wo will lix the end. 

As for this bird, for which we have no use, 

Knowing from Russia what a German dove is, 

A fowl too apt at playing fast and loose 

Through evil intercourse with carrion covers - 
Take hack the dirty little Bosch 
And see ho gots a thorough wash. O. S. 

THE TRANSFORMATION. 

Let mo confess at once that T was not popular in the 
battalion. Tho unfortunate and involuntary habit of saying 
“Thanks" to the person who transferred my allowance of 
“ swipes” from his pail to my tin earned for me the name 
of Algy the clay I joined up at Winchester, and it was as 
Algy that I, a true son of County Cork, landed in Franco. 
I did my host to retrieve my first mistake, hut an incau- 
tious admission that 1 could speak French completed my 
ruin, and after that a firm resolve not to use words of more 
than two syllables failed to redeem my character. 

My arch-enemy (when tho Huns wero not about) was 
Private Brown. Twice within a week ho practically saved 
my life, hut I know him too woll to thank him; indeed lie 
threatened to stand on my face if T did. i suspect ho 
preserved mo in order that ho might have an objective for 
his devastating sarcasm. 

“Yer lookin’ rotten, Algy,” ho said cheerfully tho day 
wo arrived at what was called with fine irony a rest camp. 

“I’m really ill this time,” 1 said, and wondered why 
my body did not rattle when I shivered, “and I shouldn’t 
bo surprised if I died in a bed after all.” 

“ Tlpat 's jost tho sort o’ thing you would do,” he retorted 
in shrill ill-humour — “ dy in’ comfortably in bed when every 
other chap is stoppin’ a ’Un bullet! But you always was 
particular, Algy.” 

A sleopless night made me decide to seek out tho M.O. 
on tho morrow. I had hitherto hesitated to call on that 
over-worked autocrat, for “ swinging the lead ” was the 
most popular of pastimes, and tho M.O. was seldom sympa- 
thetic; hut our hut contained thirty-two beds, and tho hard 


work of the “rest” camp did not prevent tho occupants 
forming themselves into debating societies and holding 
violent meetings far on into the night. 

I was wandering hack from tho M.O.’s quarters, having 
failed to do more than receive a promise from the doctor 
that he would “look at mo” later, when I ran into Private 
Brown. I gingerly protected iny swollen neck with my 
left hand. He stood still for a fraction of a second, stared 
hard at me, and then without a word he turned and ilod. 

When I reached our hut he was talking loudly, his romarks 
being punctuated by many “ Algys.” Plainly he was telling 
my fellovv-huttitos about his encounter with me, and I was 
endeavouring to solve the puzzle of his retreat when two 
Scotties from No. 14 stopped to ask mo if there was a 
chance of interviewing tho M.O. Simultaneously a hoarse 
shout came from tho window of No. 15. 

“ Blimy," cried Private Brown, “tho bliglitors aro tryin’ 
to steal our Algy.” 

The next moment I was surrounded by a dozen of my 
hut-companions, who pressed upon mo cigarettes, ca/6 an 
fait in various stages of temperature, oranges and cake, at 
tho same time heaping insults on the iuoffensive Scotties. 

“Good old Algy! ” said Brown, linking his arm in mine 
affectionately ; “ you belong to us, and we don’t moan to lot 
you go. You won’t fergit yer old pals, will yer? ” Forty- 
eight hours previously he had offered to present mo to the 
Kaiser in exchange for a lighted match ! 

I thought it was ono of his heavy jokes, for Brown hails 
from Aldgatc; but when lie insisted upon changing beds — 
mino was in tho draughtiest position near the door — I came 
to tho conclusion that his heart had been touched by our 
common danger. 

For tho remainder of that day Brown and the others never 
let mo out of their sight, taking turns in fours to accompany 
me wherever I went. It was done very nicely, and they 
made me feel that it was inspired by personal regard. All 
my needs wore supplied from a common fund, to wliicK I 
was not permitted to subscribe, and my conversation was 
listened to with studied respoct. 

Then I realised that I was popular at last;, and I was the 
proudest man iri the battalion. I revelled in tho uniquo 
sensation. It pleased me immensely to notice how jealous 
my pals wero if anyone from another hut came near me. 
Intrusive strangers were elbowed off, and an unfortunate 
Tyke who asked me for a light nearly lost his life in the 
argument that ensued. II is eloquent disclaimer of the role 
of Algy-snalcher was the only jarring note in that never- 
to-be-forgotten afternoon. 

Next, morning 1 asked Private Brown for an explanation. 
Ho was lying lazily on his hack in the hut, ordors having 
come that not a man was to bo allowed to leave it until tho 
M.O. had been ; indeed there was a sentry on guard to pre- 
vent us going to work. 

“Why am I popular, Brown?” I asked, seeing that he 
was in an expansivo mood. 

“ Why. you silly perislier” — this expression was clearly 
intended to ho gonial — “ you ’vo got tho mumps, ’avon’t 
you ? I spotted ’em at once. And your mumps means that 
every man in yer ut is in quarantine for ten days. Ten 
days doin’ nothin’ ’cept ealin’ an’ drinkin’ an’ slcepin’, whilst 
the other blighters are workin’ theirselvos to death in this — 
I don't think — rest camp. We wasn’t goin’ to let anyone 
steal yer an’ smuggle yor into their ’uts. Algy, yor done 
us a good turn, and wo shan’t forget it.” 

From that day forward I was the darling of the battalion. 

“Discharged Soldier is open to receive Lime Washing and Colouring, 
outside or in .” — Provincial Paper. 

Tho internal camouflage sounds very conscientious. 



A GERMAN "PEACE." 

(FOR THE INSTRUCTION OF OUR PACIFISTS.) 
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and harsh. It is the first of vory many In my efforts to carry out instruc- 
WATCH DOGS. bits of mere nonsense, our not giving tions and practise the arts of oppres- 

LXXIV « immediate attention to her case. The , sion I have tried many devices. The 

M y dkau Charles,- — -Pausing in the indignant applicant therefore, rejecting ! process of reasoning is the one first 
heat of the battle a man may well ask the proffered hand of false friendship, attempted. But I don't know what 
himself, “ For what am I lighting ?** takes up a firm attitude on the other ! it is about. Military Exigencies— $they 
There can only be one answer: “The side of the inquisitor’s table and gives; always fail to make any impression 
cause of Freedom.” And wherein con- the inquisitor a look, as if to say, “ Now, ! as against harrowing family histories, 
gists the evil tiling standing between ' get on with your oppression of the de- ! What is a mere war compared with 
humanity and this natural right? In J fenceless, for I am in a hurry to be the necessity fora lady to bo with her 
that most narrow and most malicious ■ going.” | sister-in-law who is very much feeling 

of all tyrannies, militarism. What do| The first thing to bo done is to accept ; the absence of her husband all day at 
we mean by militarism? That harsh the whole responsibility for the absurd a Munitions’ office? If all the boats 


control of the individual by 
the bureau which prevents the 
former going his ways as a free 
man and developing himself 
according to his innate tenden- 
cies. And who is the typical 
representative of this oppres- 
sion of tho People? Leaving 
Ludkndohff out of the ques- 
tion for tho moment, I think I 
may fairly say that the Accus- 
ing Finger points at myself. 

J , Henry, am for the moment 
a Military Control Officer. It 
is I and my sort that the 
world is out to exterminate, 
that I myself originally armed 
myself to do down. 1 am the 
oppressor who prevents hon- 
est Englishmen going where 
they want to or corning hack 
again, if they happen to have 
slipped through when 1 wasn’t 
looking. It is to mo that 
trembling applicants address 
their moving prayers for per - 
mission to go and join their 
families, to seek out and save 
their ruined businesses, to 
move to healthier* climes where 
alone, as their doctors certify, 
they can hope to recuperate ( 
their broken health. It is I 
who** subject them to every; 
form of delay, inconvenience, 
annoyance, pettifogging rou- : 
tine, interference and imperti- 
nence, only at tho end to r efuse 1 
their just claims and throw 
them relentlessly out of my diabolical 
office. I will tell you how I do it. 

To give the most lurid reality to the 



“Beau Mr. Pincii, — 1 write to appeal to you to put forth 
all your influence to cheek the irritating line, except, of course, 
when military matters arc referred to, of the word * camouflage. ’ 
Yours, etc., etc., One who has suffered.*’ 


coming from England are full 
of men going to battle, then 
surely there must be many a 
one going back empty enough 
! to carry a lone female to her 
| much - needed dentist ? Of 
1 course you would bo able to 
I make the real position under- 
' stood; but then you are not a 
| bigoted and narrow - minded 
• militarist, are you ? 

; My second idea was, at any 
; rate, original. 1 let the lady 
| talk; T encouraged her to go 
on talking. We went into the 
whole facts of her case from 
beginning to end, and then 
i from end to beginning. And so 
we got to closing time, and I 
was very sorry, but 1 was 
afraid it was now too late and 
she would have to come again 
I to-morrow. To-morrow was 
Sunday, and we don’t open to 
tho public on Sundays. I had 
a sort of hope she would not 
last out till Monday, hut would 
send her application by post 
and give mo the chance of re- 
fusing by letter. I am a fair 
devil at refusing by letter. But 
! no, she came on the Monday 
. all right, early in the morning, 
bringing her small daughter 
with her, and we spent tho day 
, together getting everybody else 
1 to visa the passports, booking 
her tickets, looking up tho 
trains, discussing the food 


system of passports and visas and to j question, getting her luggage registered 
defend it and yourself as best you can. and tipping the porters. She reported 
You then rise from your seat, go round j me, of course, for not knowing my busi- 
description of tho brutal business we j to the other side of the table and pick ness and so causing her delay. I got 
will take, for choice, a female applicant. ! up from the lloor the odd papers, letters, ! told off for ever allowing her to go at 
It gives tho last touch that militarism j live-franc notes and trinkets which the | all. But there, what am I for but to be 
should he seen trampling on the weaker | lady lias scattered in her search for her j reported for one tiling and told off for 

sox. Besides which tho pcoplo who passport. Even thus early in the inter- the other? 

arc under this pressing necessity of view I am in that state of mind in which Once 1 tried the simple ruso of losing 
going to and fro seem to be almost I count myself a lucky man in not j the rubber stamp for “ Granted” at the 

bein 6 *iven a rap on tho head with hgr j critical moment, but the Oppressed, one 
umbrella for my impudence. I am of the smiling artful sort, was sure I 

indeed happy to he on my hands and wouldn’t mind her coming round to my 

knees beneath my own office table ; it side of the table and helping me to look 
is a sort of respite from that terribly j for it. And before I knew whero I was 


entirely of that gender. 

There is the sense of a bitter un- 
sympathetic encounter from tho very be- 
ginning of tho interview. Ten minutes’ 
impatient waiting in tho outer room 
has shown the lady that sho is up 
against something essentially unjust \ to maintain 


unoven argument I know I am about 


or where sho was she had found it and 
done the stamping herself. Sho smiled 





“TOLD TO ME BY PELMANISTS” 

By H. GREENHOUGH SMITH 

( Editor of " Ihe Strand Magazine”) 


I AM going to write something about the Telman system 
because l believe in it. I am anxious to take my shaie in 
calling the attention of the outside public to that system 
because I have become convinced that it is a real and great 
promoter of effhiency. And efficiency, in every walk of life, is 
what alone can sa\e us as a people, when, in the ever intensi- 
fying competition which will come when peace returns, we 
have to keep our flag flying in the never-ending battle for the 
survival of the fittest among nations, if any word of mine can 
help the cause 1 feel that I should be guilty of remissness if I 
failed to speak it. 

Long before I knew anything about the Telman System in 
its methods I knew a good deal about it in its results. \\ hat 
l mean 1 can best explain by a few typical examples of cases 
which have fallen within my own experience. 

The first case that comes into my mind is that of a certain 
bridge player of my acquaintance — his like exists in every club 
— who was the very type of the happy-go-lucky and haphazard 
player- the kind who forgets his partner’s call or the suit he 
led from; who has been known to play a spade hand undet the 
impression that the rail was a no trumper; and who every now 
and then embellishes his game with a revoke. Suddenly, 
within a few weeks, his style of play improved beyond all 
knowledge. lie was simply bringing into use for the first 
time his memory, his observation, his power of concentration, 
and, what depends on these, his faculties of deduction. He 
was able not only to remember what cards his opponents had 
played, but to infer why they had played them. He had been 
taking the Telman Course — not for the sake of improving his 
bridge playing -that was only a side issue. 1 >ut the result, as 
shown in the club caul-room, was, in a familiar phrase of 
Carlyle’s, “eloquent of much.” He had become a more 
capable individual all round. It was not merely that he could 
play a better game of bridge, which was a matter of compara- 
tively small importance, but he bad become equipped to play 
bis part with a far larger measure of success in the great game 
of life itself. And here it may be remarked that, although 
money is not everything, it would be folly to ignore the fact 
that, whether in the small game or the great one, it is the 
better player who, in the long run, sweeps in the stakes. 

Is the Telman System, then, really able to turn a nincompoop 
into an expert? Well, hardly that, of course. But in many 
cases, if you can cure a man of wool-gathering, it really almost 
comes to the same thing. A pamphlet issued by the Telman 
Institute has an apt remark on this point. “ ‘ Mind wandering’ 
is one very destructive form of Brain waste. 'The ////-trained 
brain cannot concentrate wholly upon its subject; it has a 
tendency to drift and its owner does not know how to prevent 
it. A Telman training corrects this and enables the worker to 
bring all his brain-power to bear upon any subject whenever he 
wishes and for as long as he wishes.” 

My next example is that of a young journalist in whose 
work I take an interest. He is a man of no small natural 
gifts, endowed with a power of easy expression which always 
made his writing a delight to read. Yet there was something 
wanting. His descriptions did not seem quite vivid and alive; 
they were like pictures somewhat blurred. He, too, went in 
for a course of Pelman study. What he had lacked, without 
knowing it, was the knack of seeing things. His powers of 
observation were untrained and undeveloped. Now his 
descriptive writing is as full of graphic detail as a Dutch 
painting. His scenes start up before the reader’s eye as if he 
saw them. And l am glad to say that, like all work that is 
getting better, it is getting better paid. 

Again, I number among my acquaintances two young women, 
sisters, very much alike in character, who were married and 
set up houskeeping at nearly the same time. A was a Telman 


student — B was not. Now, explain the matter how you will, 
the fact remains that A’s house, I mm nursery to kitchen, was 
all spick-and-span, while her sister's, although she spent -or, 
rather, wasted — twice the money, was not to put too fine a 
point upon it -an eyesore. In short, A’s home was a model, 
IPs a muddle. 

1 he fact is, lew people realise what systematic training 
means for women. Tew realise that to run a house is to run a 
business; that a woman who lias to look after a house, a 
husband, tradesmen, servants, has to be an organiser, a 
manager, an accountant, a buyer, a caterer, a nurse, a teacher, 
a sempstress, and several other things, in one. To run an 
office is child’s play beside it for this, among a host of other 
reasons, that it is easier to replace a clerk than to replace a 
cook. \ cl to this business, this profession, which emphatically 
demands a trained professional to conduct it with the best 
results, most women come as amateurs. No wonder that, 
until in course of time they have bought experience with suffer- 
ing, they so often make a mess of things. And it is only the 
plain and literal truth to say that nine-tenths of this tumble 
could have been spared them. 

< )m* more example. A young man, a connection of my own, 
whom 1 had not come aeioss for several months, called the 
other day to see me. ile was one of those young fellows 
whom everybody knows in plenty, breezy, good hearted, fairly 
clever, but giddy, pleasui e Iov ing, and with all the makings of 
a slacker. I le came to tell me that his guardian had promised 
to give him a trial in his own business, a linn of wholesale 
dealeis whose name is known in every city in the kingdom, on 
condition that he fiist went through the course of Telman 
training. He had done so, and had discovered to Ins surprise 
that work a thing for which, as Dr. Johnson said of his clean 
shirt, he had never had a passion could become an interesting 
and even fascinating occupation. He had gone into the 
business and had been assured by his delighted guardian that 
he was “ making good.” 1 could see, myself, that he was 
altered and improved, and I told him my impression. “ It has 
evidently made you,” I said, “ mme assured, more manly.” 
“ Telmanly,” he grinned— -he was always an incorrigible joker 

and as 1 winced he added: “ If you want to make the 
journey of life easy, take a ticket by a Telman car.” 

1 shall not venture to excuse him— no one could. In this 
respect he was incurable. It is beyond even the Telman 
System (I believe) to eradicate a tendency to the lower foims 
of humour. Yet there is many a tine word spoken in jest, and 
there was a great truth behind his flippancy. 

These examples from my own (experience will suffice to show 
how I had come to know and to judge the Telman System in 
the best and fairest way by which any system can be judged — 
by its results. Such experiences led me, as a natural sequence, 
to ascertain how such lesults were brought about. And so I was 
led to undei standing how it came to pass that, by the scientific 
study of the mind and body, that system gives its students, as 
one of them expressed it, “something other people haven’t 
got,” and explains the fact that everywhere, in every rank and 
calling, one sees them, men and women, rising to the top as 
surely as a cork in water. 

H. C.KKKXHOLHH SMITH. 

A full description of the Pelman Course is given in “Mind 
ami Memory a free copy of 7, ditch ( together with I N U I ITS 
special supplement on “ Pelmanism ”) mil he sent post free to all 
“Punch” readers who send a postcard to the Pitman Institute , 
i Pelman House , Bloomsbury Street , London, W.C.i. Overseas 
Addresses: 4 b , Market Street, Melbourne ; 1 5 , 7 oronto Street, / oroHo; 
Club A n ude, Durban. 
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“Foil ’Eaves's s\kij, ’Hun, up 

at mo so nicely as she wont out and I 
told the lady secretary at the door what 
fools men were. 

Yes, Charles, I have had the idea of 
setting a thief to catch a thief, and 
when one dangerous young thing had 
lost the argument and was about to 
resort to tears 1 called iu the lady 
secretary, old enough to be her mother, 
to hear the ease and decide. She heard 
it all and decided against mo. Women 
don’t believe in militarism. 

1 hit upon the solution by luck. In 
a desperate moment I evolved a rubber 
stamp of my own and had it made at 
my own oxponse: “Co where you like, 

WHEN YOU LIKE AND HOW YOU LIKE, 
AND IF ANY MAN SUCCEEDS IN STOPPING 
YOU UN ROUTE I TAKE OFF MY HAT TO 
him.” The lady secretary objected to 
this ; women aro tidy creatures who 
love regulations for their own sake. 
When she insisted on my exorcising 
discrimination 1 told her that anyone 
who had a hard case (they all have) 
and who know the Prime Minister per- 
sonally (they all do) could not be re- 
fused. Hhe said they could ; I said it 
was impossible. She said she would do 
it herself if I would let her handle the 


SOCKS AND COOK CJILJIKL’CL. YOU 'LL ill) IN 


rubber stamps. 1 passed the whole lot 
to her and said that if she applied the 
“Application refused it would he 
against my whole sense of reason and 
justice. Since then she has used no 
other. “ Sign, please,” she says to me, 
and stands over me while 1 do it. Then 
she shows the distressed victim out, 
kind and sympathetic to the last. “J 
am dreadfully sorry this should have 
happened,” I hear her say at the door; 
“ but then you know what men are.” 

And that’s how 1 ’ve become a Mili- 
tarist — ono of the strong silent sort. 

Yours ever, IIenry. 

“ Ho said In* was asleep when (ho collision 
occurred, and immediately turned out in Ins 
pyjamas, in which he had to remain in one of 
the boats for some hours until another vessel 
took them oil." liinuinijlidiii Ihiily Post. 

We assume that this vessel, which thus 
added insult to injury, was an enemy 
craft. 

“The bodice was deftly finished at the waist 
by a folded sash and small turnover collar.*’ 
Weekly Paper. 

If you can’t got your waist high enough, 
you can always bring down your collar 
to meet it. 


Tin-; Tuuxums in anoiih.ii tun 

ELOWKKS Ob THE BATTLE- 
FIELD. 

Fields of corruption, ravaged, waste 
and dead, 

A storm-rent void no power shall e’er 
renew ; 

Yet see, the poppy llaunts its (hiring 
rc< l 

And smiles upon the cornflower’s 
misted blue ; 

The pimpernel gleams through the 
gleaming dew ; 

The yellow charlock glistens in the 
sun ; 

Lest you should think the earth's glad 
work is done 

The speedwell thrusts its name upon 
your fears — 

“ 2s ew joys will rise, new comfort for 
your tears ! ” 

And should you cry, “ What of the lost 
and gone ? 

Shall all their memory he buried 
deep, 

Their sacrifice in victory be forgot? '’ 

Peace, doubting heart, for see, where 
soft they sleep, 

A starry heaven of forget-me-not ! 
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CAP'N CALEB’S CAMOUFLAGE. 

He was an object of interest in the 
bar of “The Sloop,” for ho was one of 
the crew of a vessel which had been 
torpedoed off the headland during the 
night, juid ho had been landed with 
other survivors at the fishing village 
that morning. 

“ Yes, it gives yer a shock being tor- 
pedoed/’ he said in answer to a ques- 
tion ; “ hut T ’in orlrighl now, and 1 ’ll 
he better when I ’vo ’ad some more 
beer. I ain’t lost my thirst, not that 
you could notice, though I was blown 
up in the air when the torpedo ’it us, 
and came down in the sea.” 

The questioner took the hint and 
ordored another pint of beer, which the 
shipwrecked mariner drank deliberately 
with the air of a connoisseur. 

“ It ain’t had beer that, boss,” he re- 
marked politely to the landlord; “but 
l reckon a man would get water-logged 
before ’e could get drunk on it.” 

The landlord smiled and discreetly 
turned the conversation back to the 
subject of the submarine menace. 

“ No, I ain’t afraid o’ submarines, 
hut my missus is,” said the mariner; 
“that’s why I’m 'ere. I’ve been tor- 
pedoed twice this year, and my missus 
is to blame. Hut it serves me right 
for listening to ’er and leavin’ the old 
Satin/ Amir.. 

“It all comes o’ this cammyilago 
idea,” he went on with a heavy sigh. 
“ If it ’adn’t been for old Cap’ll Caleb’s 
a-cammyllagin’ the Saucy Anne the 
missus ’d nevor’vo got the wind up 
about submarines and I’d never ’ve 
been torpedoed. And 1 wouldn’t ho 
standi n’ 'ere now with a empty glass 
in me ’and.” 

It was the landlord who took the 
hint this time and hastened to remedy 
the defect. 

“It was like this, y'soe,” resumed 
the victim of camouflage when he had 
again refreshed himself. “I was third 
mate on the Saucy Anne — not that 
third mate meant much, ’cos the crow 
was only four all told and the Saucy 
A iwe was a little old steamer o’ two 
hundred ton gross. Hut she was a nice 
little craft, and old Cap’n Caleb Collins, 
what was master and owner, was one 
o’ the best — treated us more like pals 
than a crew, *e did. 

“Hive year 1 ’d been third mate on 
the Saucy Anne when the War started, 
bringin’ coal from Cardiff to Port Car- 
bis, and home reg’lar every ten days. 
Cap’n Caleb ’ad been doin’ that for 
twenty year, and he jest wout on doin’ 
it and never worried hisself about the 
War. 

“ Then the Gorman submarines started 
their dirty work and sunk a Port Carbis 


boat; but our old man took no notice 
and kep’ on sailin’ rog’lar— said he’d 
like to see any blinkin’ German tryin’ 
to sink ’im. Well, two more Port Car- 
bis vessels was sunk, and some o’ the 
other skippers starts what they calls 
‘protectin' themselves’ ; but Cap’n Caleb 
never did nothin’. Then a chap in uni- 
form comes down to Port Carbis and 
| he starts explainin’ this ’ere cammy- 
flagin’ idea to the owners.” 

ILo paused to empty his glass once 
more, wiped his mouth with the back 
of his hairy hand and proceeded with 
his story. 

“The officer, or whatever he was, tells 
| Cap’ll Caleb about paintin’' the Saucy 
j Anne to caimnyflage ’or, and the old 
j man listens attentive. ‘Yes,’ says ’o, 
*1 sees tho notion, Sir. The old ship 
could do with a coat o’ paint, ’or not 
'aving ’ad much this seven year, and 
I ’ll sco about cammyflagin’ ’or myself. 
We ’ve got some artist chaps ’ere in 
Port Carbis,’ says the Cap’n, ‘and I’ll 
’a vo the Saucy Anne cam my 11 aged 
proper,’ ’o says. 

“ So Cap’n Caleb ’e lays tho old ship 
up for a week, runs ’or inter a boat- 
builder’s yard and gets an artist and a 
sign-painter from tho town to come and 
’ave a go at cammyllagin’ the Saucy 
Anne, lie never lot nono o’ tho crew 
nor nobody sco ’er, and when the 
painters was done ’e ’as ’er refloated, 
hut with big tarpaulins ’anging down 
’er sides to protect the new cammyilago 
paint, ’o says. Not till we was loaded 
and casting off from tho quay does ’c 
let us reef them tarpaulins. 

“ I k i lowed there was something 
funny about us as soon as tho Saucy 
Anne starts steamin’ out o’ the ’arbour, 
’cos tho crowd on tho jetty starts run- 
nin’ along to watch us, and some of 
’em cheered and waved their ’ats. So 
I takes a good squint overside to see 
what our new caimnyflage looks like - 
and I nearly fell overboard with the 
shock when I sees what Cap’ll Caleb 
’ad ’ad done. 

“ There was a big Union Jack painted 
right down the bows o’ the Saucy Anne\ 
’er sides was painted bright blue; and in 
white letters on ’em — big white letters 
you could have road a mile away almost 
— right along from the bows to tho 
stern, there was painted: — 

‘ BRITISH ANI) DAMN YOUR 
SUBMARINES!’” 

The listeners in tho bar of “ The 
Sloop” gasped, restrained an inclina- 
tion to cheer, and some of them almost 
struggled for tho privilege of buying the 
shipwrecked mariner more beer. 

“ Surprised ? You ’re right,” he re- 
sumed with a reminiscent grin. “ I 
was surprised, so was tho rest of the 
crow, and so was everybody in Port 


Carbis. When the bloke at the Admir- 
alty station on the point outside the 
bay saw us ’e noarly ’ad ’ystorics and 
starts wagging Hags at us ; but Cap’n 
Caleb takes no notice. ‘ I ’ll give ’em 
cammyilago,’ he says, looking as proud 
as Punch. 

“ Well, we gets to Cardiff, and a fine 
how-d’-ye-do there was there, I can tell 
yer. ‘ L reckon they think the Saucy 
Anne is tho Royal yacht/ says the 
Cap’n solemn-like, when they starts 
cheerin’ us from other ships and blowin’ 
sirens, and a crowd comes down to the 
wharf to welcome us. Wo all had 
plenty o’ free beer that night — -all ’copt 
tho Cap’n, *i m being a teetotaler and 
never drinkin’ nothin’ but gin. 

“ In tho morning down comes an old 
chap with gold braid and brass buttons 
to tho wharf, just as Cap’n Caleb was 
stand in' admirin’ tho Saucy Anne . \E 
takes a look at our ship, then ’c goos 
red in the face. 

“ ‘ Wot does this mean, Cap’n ? ’ ’e 
says. 

“ ‘ That ’s my caimnyflage, Sir/ says 
Cap’n Caleb, ‘ and that ’s my motter on 
tho ship’s sido.’ 

“Tho old bloko in the gold braid 
starts argy lyin', but I could sco ’e was 
laughin’ inside, and presently ho shakes 
’ands with our old man, gives ’im a 
cigar and goes away. 

“ Well, to cut a long story short, we 
sails hack to Port Carbis, and there 's 
a crowd to meet us, cheerin’ like billy- 
oh ; but when T gets ashore there ’s my 
missus on the quay, cry in’ ’er eyes out. 
Said she ’d never oxpectcd to see me 
again, and begged an’ prayed mo not 
to make another voyage in the Saucy 
Anne. She said it was temptin’ Provi- 
dence to sail in a vessel painted like 
that, and we’d got torpedoed next trip 
as sure as sure. 

“ I argues with ’or till I was nearly 
black in the face, then I gives way and 
does what she asks for the sake of peace 
and quiet. Cap’n Caleb ’o said it was 
like deserting in face of tho enemy, but 
I left ’im for the sake of the missus and 
got another ship.” 

lie gazed into his glass and mourn- 
fully shook his head. 

“ Yes, it ’s all tho fault of the missus,” 
he concluded with a sigh. “I tried 
another ship, and got torpedoed first 
voyage, and now ’ere 1 am torpedoed 
again. It ’s almost enough to make a 
man turn teetotal. The Saury Anne 's 
still rimnin’ reg’lar and never been 
touched ; but I did ’ear as the Admiralty 
made Cap’n Caleb put some other kind 
o’ cammyilago on her.” 

“ Wanted, a Girl, to attend to Motor and act 
as House Boy.” — Local Paper. 

Well, well. Girls will be boys nowadays. 




Hobby (at the conclusion of dinner). “ Mutiikji, I DoV 
FEELING NOWADAYS.” 



FATE. 

A Song of Wisdom. 

They toll you it ain’t no good 
A- wondering when you ’ll die, 

Or lying low as a soldier should 
When aorcoplanes is by ; 

For whether it comes in a sudden way, 
Or lingering long and late, 

You won’t go under until tho day 
That 's settled before by Fate. 

Ah, well, and it may be true— 

But the lads I like to see 
Are tho ones that do as they ’re told to do 
And stay where they ought to bo ; 
For Fate may fix on a far-off date 
And a death of an easy kind, 

But it ain’t no use encouraging Fate 
To change her feminine mind. 

I *ve boon out many a day 
And seen too many a mate 
With a leg or an arm blown clean away 
By a thing he thought was Fate ; 
But when six men will monkey about 
With a rusty old bomb gone bad, 
Then what is it knocks the six men out? 
Not Fate, but folly, my lad. 


So I keep my rillo clean 

And I use my eyes and ears, 

And I don’t go wandering off* tho scene 
A -looking for soovenoors ; 

Aud may-be the bullet that boars my 
name 

Is meant for a distant day, 

But I don’t get playing the idiot game 
When the other ones come my way. 

And it ’s better alive than dead 
You ’ll serve tho old platoon, 

So try to do as tho officer said 
And not to die too soon. 

Though you may not add to your earthly 
span, 

It ’s a thing worth trying to do ; 

You take good care of yourself, young 
man, 

And Fate won’t matter to you. 

A. P. II. 

From a recent book on South 
America : — 

“T)n tho rugged shore of San Julian the Eng- 
lish mariners discovered a. grim objoot — a giblel 
prisking up gauntly against tho desolate sky.” 

An offal sight. 


V IT 1H, DOT I MOV F.U hLlOM TO CiJ.T THAT— 1 H AT— >' 1(10 SICK 


I “The Great Offensive.” 

“ The Visit of thjo Bishop. 

Clergy in He treat.” 

] Provincial Paper. 

Extract from letter written by a 
: native of India to his solicitor: — 

“ 1 Me, iso get me this money by fair means it 
possible, if not, thou In legal proceedings.” 

i “General; 15 months’ character ; fc l 2(> ; take 
Loudon." Daily I'aper. 

, Reply to William IIohenzollekx, 
Potsdam. . ... _ 

I 

“ Food Control Coin mi ttecs in seaside area s 
I arc asked by Lord Khondda to take steps to 
; organise amateur sea-angling, in order to in- 
crease food supplies.”-- Daily Telegraph. 

They also serve who only sit and bait. 

From a concert- notice 

“ Mrs. apologised for the unavoidable 

absence of Mr. and Miss . Miss — 

had arrived, hut was unable to play owing to 
her piano being hung up oil the line. In the 
interval the Mayor cordially thanked the 
! extinguished artistes.” — Provincial Paper. 

iWe congratulate bis Worship on bis 
I happy selection of the right word. 


376 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[June 12, 1918. 



ur ADT-in-UFADT ta i k’Q tired of being connected with your family. Even appari- 

** r \ tions have their feelings and like to sou things done decently 

(The (/ human Citows T nisei: and the White Lad// oj an <l in order. Now 1 have come to the conclusion that 
the Iloliemollenis.) there is not one of you llohenzollcrns who is properly en- 

The Croieu Venice, To what am I indebted for the hono-rom tlic? to the services of a first-class ghost, 
of this visit V Why do you maintain yourself so eloso/ u ‘l mll lm$ (j /> Are you not a little too hard on us? Now, 
veiled? I jet me at- least see your face for a moment. No l ?‘| , ' e is very proud of you, and I. myself feel that the 
Then tell me as brielly as possible who you are and what possession of a family ghost confers on us the very highest 
you desire. status amongst royal families. 

The While Lad//. 1 am the White Lady of the TIohcn- The W. L . Yes, that is so. And therefore 1 bog to in form 
zollems ! you that your family spectre is now withdrawn from 

The C. V. lfimmel! But no, if is impossible. If you you and will no longer officiate at your deathbeds. The 

arc the White Lady why are you robed from head to foot Hohenzollorns henceforth must make up their minds to 

in black ? die without the assistance of a Whito Lady or any other 

The W. Ij. Imbecile! Can you not see that 1 am robed respectable apparition. I order you to communicate this 

in black because, fortunately for you, this visit is unofficial? j decision to your emperor and father. 

If 1 were in whito nothing could save you. Having boon j The ('. V. He won’t bo pleased, of that I can assmo you, 
warned by my. appearance, you would inevitably wither for he likes everything that is theatrical and feudal, 
away and die. Even as it is 1 am not quite sure that the The W. L. That merit * for so I regard it — cannot be 
rules guarantee your safety absolutely even when I am allowed to weigh against the many evil qualities for which 
robed in black. ho has boon judged unworthy of possessing in his family 

The ('. P. Oh, come, Madam, this is going beyond a a transparency so honourable as myself. lie must learn 

jest; and, to tell you the truth, 1 am not at all ready to to do as best he can without me. 

die. Papa is a much more pious man than 1. Couldn’t you TheC. P. I don’t think I dare to mention the matter to him. 

take him now -or Eitkl Phit/. or Joachim? The fact is The IP. L. You must execute my orders without fail on 

1 have a lot of business to get through, and cannot, I regret pain' of seeing me appear a last time and in whito. 
to say, spare you any more time. The C, V . Very well then, I will do it, but under protest. 

The IP. L. Unite ld\ It is not permitted to run away Luckily 1 happen for the moment, through no particular 

from a lady, and oven if it were you could not thus avoid fault of my own, to be in papa’s good graces. 


your fate. Put 1 give you my personal assurance that this 
is an unofficial visit and no fatal consequences need bo 
expected from it. 

The C. V. Well, then, I ask again, Madam, why have you 
come ? 

The TP. L. Beoause 1 desire to give you notice that I am 


Rubbing it in. 

“On Clause 36,* which increases the stamp duty on chocpies from 
a penny to twopence, 

Mr. - characterised the increasod duty as a retrograde step, and 

said it would interfere with the‘2 furtlier2 developuicnt‘2 of‘2 tlio2 
banking system .” — Daily Paper. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


man of courage as well as humour moment to abandon three hundred 
he did not go into the garden and millions of revenue. 

Monday, June 3rd . — The war- situation eat worms ; he went into the Division In the House of Lords, Lord South- 
may be as serious as the newspapers Lobby instead, and found that he still wark moved the Second Reading of his 
represent it, but to look at the House bad enough friends left to defeat the Bill to establish & decimal systom of 
of Commons no one would think so. opposition. coinage. The motion was supported 

With traditional British phlegm Mem- Tuesday , June 4 ill . — Several weeks by some ingenious arguments, but the 
hers devoted themsclvos to such topics have elapsed since Mr. Samuel Young, majority of the Peers shared the 
as the ukase forbidding brides-elect to the doyen of the House, passed away at historic opinion of Lord Randolph 
cross the ocean for their nuptials. Dr. the age of ninety-six. Since then East Churchill, who nevor could under- 

Macnamara explained that it had been Cavan has been without a reprosenta- stand what those d d little dots 

issued simply out of regard for their tivo in the House of Commons. In the meant,” for they unanimously agreed 
personal safety; hut a Scots Member ordinary course it would bo for the to tho adjournment of the debate, 
thought it illogical that women who Nationalist Whip to move for the writ, Wednesday, June 5th . — Mr. Pember- 
now possessed the franchise should not but Mr. Dillon has apparently no ton Billing, fresh from his strange 
be allowed to go to the Polo if they hankering for an election in present triumph in the law-courts, was early 

circumstances. The Sinn Fein M.IVs, on tho scene and plainly anxious to put 
of the though spoiling for a fight, are imiuo- 
not to bilised by their refusal to come to West 
Corpus j minster. So Mr. William O'Brien, 

Christi Day without insisting upon a | never averse from putting a spoke in 
reciprocal pledge from the enemy. One I Mr. Dillon’s wheel, has despatched 
Mernbor observed that the 


want to. 

There was much criticism 
Government for undertaking 
bomb tho German towns on 


Germans must think we 
aro a lot of fools! Mr. 
Bon a it Law did not at- 
tempt to deny tho implica- 
tion, but quietly remarked 
that in acting as thoy did 
the Government had not 
attempted to make a bar- 
gain, but had simply done 
what they thought right. 
This seemed to strike tho 
House as a novelty in 
official procedure, for no 
more questions were asked. 

A request made by Mr. 
Holt that the posters 
issued by the War Aims 
Department should ho ex- 
hibited in the Tea-Room, 
so that Members might 



MR. HOLT WOULD LIKE TO DESIGN OUR WAR-AIMS’ POSTERS. 


himself in evidence. But the Speaker 
is not Mr. Justice Darling, and success- 
fully suppressed most of Mr. Billing’s 
Supplementary Questions. 

A white hat of remarkable dimen- 
sions adorning the capaci- 
ous brow of Sir Arthur 
Fell gavo rise to a theory 
that the worthy knight is 
tho gentleman who went 
to Epsom yesterday to see 
the Derby run. But there 
is no more truth in that 
than in the other story 
that tho unusual size of his 
headgear is duo to its con- 
taining a section of the 
Channel Tunnel, with 
which ho essays to convert 
the sceptical. 

Tho War lias produced 
no stranger paradox than 
the case of the gentleman 
who within tho space of 
seven days was sentenced 
to six months’ imprison- 


soo for thomsolvos their 'disgraceful one of his “ Independent ” henchmen to ment for a breach of the Defence of tho 
character,” was refused by J\lr. Law. do the needful. Realm regulations and recommended 

It is difficult to imagino any sort of The lot fell upon Mr. Crean, who for tho Order of the British Empire on 
advertisement in support of war-aims evidently felt his position acutely as account of good service to tho country, 
which would not outrage the eminent ho rose from tho Nationalist Benches, The fact that the recommendation was 
Pacifist’s delicate artistic sensibility. “ whence all but ho had Hod,” to rocito withdrawn hardly justifiod Mr. Outh- 


Sugar is a form of carbon which, as the customary formula. No opposition 
Mr. Baldwin observed, “often gener- was ottered, so East Cavan will shortly 
ates a certain amount of warmth.” bo able to add another recruit to the 
Strenuous efforts to induce the Govern- Irish Parliamentary army of absentees. 


ment to drop the increase in the tax 
were made by Mr. Lough, who in his 
zeal for sweetness, if not for light, com- 
mitted himself to tho statement that 
the Chancellor of the Exchequer 


waite’s assumption that a sontence 
under tho Defence of the Realm Act 
was regarded as the higher honour of 
the two. 

Thursday , June 6th . — None of the 


Recruiting for the other Irish army 

— the one that does not run away — is Birthday Honours was more worthily 
to be stimulated by grants of land, earned than the Privy Councillorship 
Sir James Craig wanted to know tho bestowed upon Mr. Clynes. The 

exact location of the Promised Land, Ministry of Food is immensely in- 

had already got a groat deal more money but Mr. Shortt could not at present debted to the unassuming manner and 
than he wants; and by Mr. Adamson, inform him ; and Mr. Pringle’s pertin- sound commonsense of its Parlia- 
tho new Privy Councillor, who developed eut inquiry as to whether British soldiers mentary Secretary, 
an ingenious theory that the moral of would have equal access to it was also His review of the work of his depart- 
the nation depended upon its consump- fruitless. ment was clear and encouraging. The 

tion of sugar. Mr. Holt protested against the Ciian- queues have gone, the U’s are going, 

After listening for an hour to com- cellor whittling away his resources potatoes are plentiful, bread is cheap 

plaints of the meagreness of the In- by certain trifling abatements. All and should soon be more appetising, 

come Tax allowance for wear-and-tear, he wanted was the abolition of the bacon is superabundant, and the meat- 
Mr. Baldwin confessed that he felt Excess Profits Tax. Unfortunately Mr. coupon honoured as surely as the 
as if nobody loved him. But being a Law could not see his way at the bank-note. 




As tho next step in the course of its 
rapid development into a Universal Pro- 
vider, tho Ministry will shortly under- 
take the wholesale collection, distri- 
bution and utilisation of milk. Mr. 
Clynes’s explanation that this was 
necessary “ in order to avoid overlap- 
ping,” was not intended, I believe, to 
throw any special relloction upon the 
habits of the domestic cat. 

POLYGLOT POLITICS. 

[Discussing Mr. Asyi nil’s T .:iti n speed 1 
at Winchester, reprinted in his volume of 
Occasional Addresses, a writer in The Cam- 
bridge Jicviein suggests that perhaps if Mr. 
Lloyd (iKOUGU wrote his speeches iu Latin 
it would conciliate some of his critics. J 

If good Lloyd George should think it 
worth liis while 

To cultivate the “ lapidary style," 

The change would certainly secure 
supporters 

In certain critical or captious quarters. 
But why confine this striking innova- 
tion 

To only one of those who guide the 
nation ? 


Think of tho boons and blessings small 
and great 

That would at once beatify the Stale 

If Winston should assume tho terse 
laconic 

Caesarian style, instead of thcThrasonic; 

If Lynch, whene’er lie caught the! 
Speaker’s optic, 

Addressed the House in Jugo-Slav or 
Coptic ; 

And , best of all, if Pringle, IIoucnYand 
Co. 

Ex, messed their hostile comments in 
dumb show. 

Again, our journalism might grow more 
sane 

If experts in their strictures should 
refrain 

From the vernacular, and write in Attic j 

Whenever they desired to be emphatic ; 

Or if they nobly schooled themselves to 
mask 

Their discontent in Sanskrit or in ; 
Basque ; | 

Or, better still, if they expressed their 
viows 

In symbols such as men of science 


A WAP VICTIM. 

“Fall out for ten minutes, ” said the 
Sergeant in a spasm of mercy. 

Words of halm theso to middle-aged 
recruits on a torrid May morning. Moist 
and weary and surfeited with militarism, 
I threw m \ self down on a green level 
where the long grass looked cool and 
inviting; and there I lay, smoking a 
cigarette and picking daisies and dande- 
lions abstractedly. Suddenly I became 
conscious that I was being addressed. 

“Thank you, Sir. You’re a gent. 
It’s very kind and thoughtful of you, 
Sir. It isn’t my fault that I am as I 
am. I wasn’t always like this, Sir. No, 
Sir. I used to bo regular spruce and 
smart and take a pride in my personal 
appearance. But look at me now, Sir 
— bloated, flabby, nigged and dirty and 
a two-years’ growth on my dial. 

“That’s what the Army’s done for 
me, Sir. Not that 1 grumbles. I ’m 
proud to serve, Sir; and I’ve seven- 
teen brothers all doing their bit. But 
I can’t, get accustomed to all this tramp- 
ing and charging. If it wasn’t for the 


Why not extend the rule to all and So too in letters; Yeats’s plaintive verse j language of the Sergeant- ah, Sir, it’s 
each | Ought to bo written obviously in Erso; tho language of the Sergeant | here tho 

Who elevate us by their pen and Tho Laureate, too, might dissipate voico grew husky] what comforts my 
speech ? our tedium j heart and braces my fibre, what soothes 

And why give preference to a single By choosing Esperanto for his medium ;! me with memories of the happy past 
tongue While Chesterton could stand upon J — yes, Sir, and what strengthens my 

When there are plenty more, both old his head j faith in the future. You see, Sir, in civil 

and young? As well in any language that is dead. lifo I was the Eighteenth Green." 





A BOTTLE OF CLICQUOT. 

My hostoss and her daughter met 
me at the station in the little pony -cart 
and we sot off at a gentle trot, con- 
versing as we went. That is to say, 
they asked questions about the War, 
about London and about tbo great 
wicked world, and I endeavoured to 
answer thorn. 

It was high if premature summer; 
the sky was blue, the hedges and the 
grass were growing almost audibly, the 
birds sang, the sun blazed and I walked 
up two or three hills without the faintest 
enthusiasm. 

Just after the top of the last hill, 
when I had again resumed my seat (at 
the risk once more of lifting the pony 
into the zenith), the ladies simultane- 
ously uttered a shrill cry of dismay. 

“ Look ! ” they exclaimed ; “ there ’s 
Bunty!” 

I looked and beheld in the road be- 
fore us a small West Highland terrier, 
as white as a recent ratting foray in a 
wet ditch would allow. 

“ Bunty ! Bunty ! you wicked dog ! ” 
they cried ; “ how dare you go hunting? ” 


To this question Bunty inode no reply, 
hut merely subsided under the hedge, 
where a little shade was possible, into 
an attitude of exhaustion tempered by 
wariness. 

“ How very naughty ! ” said my 
hostess. “ I loft her in the house.* * 

“Yes,” said the daughter, “and if 
she *s going to go off hunting like this 
what on earth shall wo do ? There *11 
be complaints from everyone. She’s 
never done it before.” 

“Como, Bunty!” said my hostess, 
in the wheedling tones of dog-owners 
whose dogs (it is notorious) obey their 
slightest word. But Bunty sat tight. 

“ If we drive on perhaps she 11 follow,” 
sai J the daughtor, and we drove on a few 
yards; but Bunty did not move. 

We stopped again, while coaxing 
noises wore made calculated to soften 
the hearts of rocks ; but Bunty refused 
to stir. 

“She 11 come on later,” I suggested. 

“ Ob, no,” said her elderly mistress, 
“we couldn’t risk leaving her here, 
when she’s never gone off alone before. 
Bunty! Bunty! don’t be so naughty. 
Come along, there’s a dear little Bunty.” 


But Bunty merely glittered at us 
through her white-hair entanglement 
and remained perfectly still. - 

Strange dogs are not much in my 
line ; but since my hostess was no longer 
very active, and tho daughtor was driv- 
ing, and no one else was present, there 
seemed to be a certain inevitablenoss 
about tho proposition which I then 
made that I should get out and bring 
the miscreant in. 

“Oh, would you mind ? ” my hostess 
said. “ She won’t bite, I promise you. 
She ’s a perfect dear.” 

Trying hard to forget how painful to 
legs or hands can be the smart closing 
of the snappy jaws of dogs that won’t 
bite, I advanced stealthily towards 
Bunty, murmuring ingratiating words. 

When I was quite close she turned 
over on her back, lifted her paws 
and obviously commended her soul to 
Heaven ; and I had therefore no diffi- 
culty in lifting her up and carrying her 
to tho trap. 

Her mistresses received her with rap- 
ture, camouflaged, but by no means 
successfully, by reproach and reproof, 
and we were beginning to drive on 
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W^se the man who owns 
War Bonds and Wood- 
Milne Tyres, for he has 
happened on the two 
best investments going. 

Both tend to Efficiency. 
Both stand for Security. 

W ood-Milne 

Motor Tyres lift 

PNEUMATIC AND SOLID 

WOOD-MILNE, LIMITED 

21, ALBION STKKKT, GAYTIIORN, MANCIIKSTKR 
Tclegruinsd'Wuchniln.Mancheslrr." Telephone: 8774Cit)(3 lines) 
LONDON: 42-46, WJGMORE STRKKT, W. 1 
Telephone : Mayfair 735, 67 Sy, (>790. 

Telegrams: “ Wild mi hi, Wcsdb, "London.” 

Preston, Newcastle, Birmingham, Bristol,! Glasgow, Dublin, 
Leeds, Belfast, Vancouver, Calcutta, Bombay, Johannesburg, Ktc. 
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I FABRICS^ 


Sunshine 
Duro Cambric 

31" — for smart 
frocks and 
blouscs.in novel 
stripes, fine line 
checks and plain 
white » 9/6 a yd. 

Duro . Zuphyr 

31"- a beautiful 
fine soft cloth, 
in plain colours, 
stripes, checks 
and two tone 
affects -W a yd. 


cannot change the colours of 
the “ DURO 99 fabrics . Quro . . Pique 

Sold with the guarantee: 40"— very smart 
" Oarment replaced SSiSSSSSS; 
It colour fades.” with colours 

AFTER seasons of wear and whl”- Mla£l! 

r\( ountless washings the “Duro 

costume, frock or blouse still « . 

looks new. Duro 6mgham 

Dyers and Manufacturers: 40"— Tor nurses* 

IIIREEM, LEONARD 4 CO. . Ltd. 

Patterns and the names of local retail* did range of 
era may be had from The British Textile plain colours. 
Syndicate, Boom 38, 10, Piccadilly, stripes and 
Manchester. checks 2/11 a yd. 


Y/1 





Viyella 

fReed. Trifle MirkV . 


(Regd. Trade Mark)., 

KHAKI SHIRTS. 

The War has proved the absolute superiority of “ Viyella " Khaki 
Shirts. “Viyella" is soft, warm, and non-irritant, exceedingly 
durable and will not shrink. Moreover, owing to the fact that 
it both absorbs and radiates away the moist lire of the body, 
the wearing of “Viyella" is of real importance to the health. 
Standard Weight 13/6 Medium Weight 14/6 Heavy Weight 16/6 

// you arc unable to obtain, write to the Manufacturer* for name of suitable Retailer : - 
Wni, Hollins ft Co., Ltd. ( Trade only), W. Viyella House, Newgate ,M., London, E.C. 1 
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POOLING INSURANCE fo. Selected Risks 

Non-Mutual except in respect of Profits, which are distributed 
Annually amongst the Policy-Holders. 

Under this Scheme are given— 

“The Pool Comprehensive Family Policy” 

at 4/6 per cent. Covering amongst other risks Fire, Burglary and War> 

“The Pool Comprehensive Shopkeepers’ Policy” 

Which similarly covers all risks to the shopkeeper at rates according to trade, but always 
lower than obtainable elsewhere. 

n ( POLICY 
KIC i PREMIUM 


f POLICY 

f IMF -| PREMIUM 
v/ IN E. (renewal 

The LICENSES & GENERAL INSURANCE Co. Ltd. 
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There is 
an iridium 

r p fi e \ 

Oold mb 
exactly 


24, MOORGATE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 2 


■"Mpwls® 


Staiu'n Square* 


THE GREAT GATE TO HEALTH 

With every recognised Continental treatment, 
Harrogate ’affords a wider choice of waters (87) 
than you can obtain anywhere at home or abroad. 

Add to thh, the tonic 111001 land air, tin* tint 111 al jjio- 
tcction Irom wet winds, the adequate food arrangements, 
the abounding lecrcations and social amenities that distin- 
guish this world-famed Spa, and \ou will icalise that to-day, 
more than ever, 

=S§ HARROGATE 

11,11 The Spa on the Moors 

PROSPECT HOTEL ’ 

and Roc herein' K rstaurant Overlooks „ / jK j-i 

Stray. ? minutes fi om Paths, Pump Kcmm, v.'jfc f ft, 

Kurs.ial All motlfi n i <>tnfor ts. Onhos- \ f Jl.j _ )N. 


Fount^rPen 


PROSPECT HOTEL 

amt Roc herein* Restaurant. Overlooks 
Stray. ? minutes fi on*. Paths, Pump Room, 
Kurcaal All moilfi n i <>tnfor ts. Onhos- 
tia. ‘I hrlhinuint. Pooklct on application. 

HOTEL MAJESTIC 

stands iu irruumls of m aeres. ox rrlnoks 


mliBlIIBnllllllgiirnlwTinBtBiiiniBJl 


inheentW inter (taideii amt every modern 
oiivenience. Itooklet on request. 


an. Ltd., The IV 

y, London. W.C. 


Write for anv information about Uatmg.ite 1 
V. J. C. BROOM 1C, Advt. Dept., IIAKROUAT1 





K EEP it fair for his return. Use 
Oatine regularly. It prevents ugly 
lines and all other facial blemishes, 
and keeps the skin soft and velvety. 
Use it for the hands as well, lit and 
2.3 of all Chemists and 8tores. 

OJitifle 

USE IT A PROVE IT! 



A Suit of Mail 

would not protect your life 
so well as a Dexter protects 
you against weather . . . there’s 
no joint in a Dexter that *wet 
and k wind can penetrate . . . . 
Dexter proofing resists wet to 
the end of wear , . guaranteed. 

Supplied by Agents Everywhere 

E O K G K N T L P M K N AND 
Li 1 £ N TLUWOMliN T \V U 
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again, when an oxeited voice called 
upon us to stop, and another lady, of 
the formidable unmarried kind, with a 
very red facd beneath a purple parasol, 
confronted us. 

“What,” she panted, “is the mean- 
ing of this outrage? How dare you 
steal my dog ? ” 

“ Your dog, Madam ? ” I began. 

“ It ’s no use denying it,” she burst 
in, “I saw you do it. 1 saw you pick 
it up and carry it to the trap. It 's — * 
it ’s monstrous. 1 shall go to the police 
about it.” 

Meanwhilo, it cannot be denied, the 
dog was showing signs of delight and 
recognition such as had previously been 
lacking. 

“ But ” began my hostess, who is 

anything but quarrelsome. 

“ We ought to know our own dog 
when we seo it,” said the daughter, who 
does not disdain a fight. 

“Certainly,” said the angry lady, “if 
you have a dog of your own.” 

“ Of course we have,” said tho 
daughter; “we have a West Highland 
named Bunty.” 

“ This happens to be my West High- 
land, named Wendy,” said the lady, 
“as you will seo if you look on the 
collar. My namo is there too*— Miss 
Morrison, 14, Bark Terrace, W. I am 
staying at Well House Farm.” 

And it was so. 

It was on the tip of my tongue to 
point out that collars, being easily ex- 
changeable, aro not ovidence ; but 1 
thought it bettor that any such sugges- 
tion should come from the owners. 

“It is certainly very curious,” said 
the daughter, submitting the features 
of the dog to the minutest scrutiny ; 
“if it is not Bunty it is her absolute 
double.” 

“ It is not Bunty, but Wendy,” said 
Miss Morrison coldly; “and I shall be 
glad if you will givo her to me.” 

“But ” the daughter began. 

“Yes, give the lady tho dog,” said 
the mother. 

Solomon would, of course, have cut 
the little beast in two; but in his 
absence there was nothing for it but 
to surrender ; and the pair went oil 
together, tho dog exhibiting every sign 
of pleasure. 

Meanwhile the daughter whipped up 
the pony, and we soon entered tho gates. 

In the drive we found Bunty await- 
ing us. 

“There!” cried the ladies, as they 
scrambled out and flung themselves on 
her. 

“Of course she ’s not a bit like that 
Wendy thing really,” said the mother. 

“ Now that I come to look at her I 
can see heaps of difference,” said the 
daughter. 


“ None the less,” I inter jected, “ you I 
turned a very honest man into a thief, 
and a dog* thief at that; and he insists I 
on reparation.” j 

“Yes, indeed,” said the mother, “ill 
is roally too bad. What reparation can j 
we make?” ! 

I don’t pretend to be satislied, but ; 
tho Clicquot 1904 which took the place j 
of claret at dinner that evening was | 
certainly very good. 


“FRENCH LEAVE SUSPENDED.” 

Evening Heirs. 
But was it ever officially recognised ? 

“A Wellington grocer was fined £tt for 
selling honey which was not plainly marked 
with tho net weight and the manufacturer’s 
name .” — The New Zealander. 

The bee has been warned. 


Our Cynical Statesmen. * 

“Dr. Maiiiuniara stall'd in the Commons 
yesterday that mpicids of women who wished 
to go to America or any other part of the world 
in order to get married were only granted in 
the rare rases in which the refusal would 
insoUe real hardship.” Daily News. 

How to Preserve Infant Life. 

From a letter received by a Dairy 
Company : — 

“ Please send a pint of special milk every 
morning, as we are jiM going to bottle the 
Pahy.” 

I Major-f ieneral — inspecting Hritish sol 

| diers interned in i Miami at Chateau d’Oex.” 

! Daily Mirror. 

| Wo have often been told that “ tho 
Dutch have taken Holland,” but were 
not aware that they had annexed 
Switzerland as well. 
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THE LITTLE RIVER. 

Lkt mighty pens praise mighty rivers— 
Tho Yang-tse-Kiang or Hoang-IIo, 
In clinics that desiccate tho livers 
Of foreigners who come an ;o. 

Some may prefer the Mississippi, 
Others tho Nile, whose genial Hood 
Enriches the industrious “ (iippy ” 
With gifts of fertilising mud. 

Bates found tho Amazon amazing; 

But, all unfit for lordly themes, 

I choose tho simpler task of praising 
One of our humble Berkshire streams. 

Hero are no tropical surprises, 

No cataracts roaring from the stoop ; 
No hippo your canoe capsizes ; 

No rhinos on tho bather creep. 

Here, as along tho hanks you potter, 

The fiercest creature is tho gnat ; 

You may perhaps espy an otter, 

You ’re sure to see a water-rat. 

Tho kingfisher, a living jewel, 

On halcyon days darts in and out, 

But never interrupts the duel 
Between the angler and the trout. 

Hard by, tho plovers wheel and 
clamour ; 

The gold is still upon the gorse; 

And mystery and calm and glamour 
Brood o’er the little river’s source ; 

Where, in a pool of blue-green 
lustre, 

The water bubbles from the sand, 

And pine-trees in a solemn cluster 
Like sentinels around it stand. 

And thence, through level chain- 
paif>ii f'lidirif', 

Bast cottages with russet tiles, 

Bast marsh and mead the stream 

goes sliding 1 

For half-a-dozen tranquil miles; 

Till, with its wafers still untainted 151 
And fringed with trailing sfarwort 
stems, 

With towns and factories unacquainted, 
It merges in the silver Thames. 

“ Scorn not small things ; their charm 
endears them,” 

So once an ancient poet sang ; 

Great rivers man admires but fears 
them ; 

Wo love our homely little Bang. 

“ Sergt. , R.G.A., has sent a letter to 

his home, stating t hat he has been awarded tho 
Military Modal for devotion to duty on May 
Pth. lie enlisted in October, 11)14, and has 
been in France two years and eleven months 
and this is his first injury.” 

1 1 \ikej\eld Express. 

We presume that he was hurt in the 
chest. They should ho more careful 
how they pin theso medals on. 


fpiE p|_AY affect her speech in the very least. It 

_ __ " retained all its fluency and correctness. 

“The Man from Toronto. This seems to have struck tho man 

One dimly recalls from the early from Toronto as well as mo. “IIow 
I days of the War tho parrot-cry, quickly beautifully you talk!” lie said, but 
! discredited and abandoned, of “ Busi- without a trace of suspicion; so inno- 
ness as usual.” But it takes more than cent are these big children of tho West, 
j Armageddon to disturb tho traditions who live twenty-eight miles from the 
! of the stage; and in Mr. Douglas nearest railway station. By the way, 
! Murray’s play at the Royalty there is they must have movod the depot at 


a great deal of very usual business. 
We have a mistress masquerading as 
her own maid; wo have a preposterous 
will; we have a series of interrupted 
kisses. Of theso tho will is the worst. 
An old Canadian millionaire, who has 1 


Toronto. It had a much more central 
position when I was there. 

Mr. George Tully played the title 
role with a very pleasant solidity and 
an easy unforced humour. Mr. Eric 
Lewis, as guardian, legal adviser and 


been rejected on hoard a liner by a ' unclo-by-marriago to tho heroine, had 
charming young English widow, dies the kind of Eric Lewis part with which 

we all, including himself, are hap- 
pily familiar. Not enough credit, 
was given to the actual parlour- 
maid, Martha , nicely played with 
an occasional Irish accent by Miss 
Margaret Moffat. It. was her 
interrupted kiss (delivered by a not- 
too-ardenf youth who had ex- 
hausted the limited diversions of 
Teignmouth) that first inspired the 
widow with a sense of the amorous 
lossihilities of a menial sphere; 
and when he transferred his affec- 
tions at sight to a bouncing Ama- 
zon from Toronto (sister of the 
hcmjthegenerous Martha (troubled 
about much service) made no at- 
tempt to press her prior claim. 

In line, a simple honest play 
for simple holiest folk ; dialogue 
bright with a natural gaiety; and 
always the irresistible charm of 
Miss Iris IIoky. Just that. 

— , O. 8. 

“BIRTHS. 

Box. — On the 2.‘lrd March. IMS. at 
Nurse Major’s, Home Street, to Mr. 
and Mrs. I*. Box, of Onnondville. — a 
daughter. 

Cox.- Outlie 20th March, 11)18, at f»5, 
Kent Terrace, to Air. and Airs. A. F. Cox a 
daughter; both well.” — New Zealand Pa tier. 

“ And Box and Cox are satisfied.” 



ASYLUM. 

\rkins { Miss Inis H<u:y) to Mr. Priestley (Mr. Emc 
II is). ‘YOU’l.T, HAVE TO KISS ME, OLD THING, 
El’ll ER YOU WANT TO OR NOT. IT 'S Ol U TURN TO 
CAUGHT AT IT.” 


“ Bony. — Good homo offered to old cob Pony, 
able to mow and pump. Small payment given 
if necessary.”— II Vs/ Sussex Gazette. 

These accomplished animals 
deserve a living wage. 


surely 


and leaves his wealth to a nephew on 
j condition that he marries the identical 
! lady within a year. Wluitevei his 
motive may have been, whether irony 
or generosity or revenge (I rather think 
the lasUwas intended, though I don’t 
know why), it remained hidden with 
him in the obscurity of the grave. Do 
mortuis nil disputanduin. 

If was one of those plays which are 
really over by tho end of the Eirst Act. 

But I gladly stayed on to see tho other 
two for the sake of Miss Iris Hoey’s 
charm and quick intelligence. Delight- 
ful as Mrs. Calthorpe , tho mistress, 
she was still more fascinating as Polly 
Perkins , the maid, partly because the 
latter’s costume included a high crescent 
cap (apparently translated from the Rus- 
sian) which was most becoming. Nor j Before accepting 
did the decline in her social position | should like to know who took the time. 


“YOUNG PEOPLE’S SERVICE at 2.80, 
presided over by Mr. \V. 1L Parrott. 
Address dy Rev. G. W. Screech. 
Special Singing by tlie Scholars.” 

Local Paper. 

It should ho a harmonious gathering. 

“Fifteen boys obtained the certificate of the 
London Schools’ Swimming Association for 
ability to swim 100 years without interrup- 
tion.” — Richmond and Twickenham Times . 

this statement we 




! Annoyed Allotment holder t to ou nce of nrijoi ni n<j plot). ‘ liOOlt III* 

j TOOL YOU '\'K liKNT MK ! " 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Slu t)' of Learned Clerks.) 

The Jieturn of the Soldier (Nishkt) is really a story of a 
single situation ; hut that situation is so full of dramatic 
possibilities, and, 1 may add, so well handled by the author, 
that on every page l kept asking myself how it was to end. 
There are not many pages, loss than two hundred all told, 
so that you can quite easily see the tiling through at a 
sitting; and I shall certainly ho surprised if you do not. 
Let mo briefly give you a start with the situation, avoiding, 
in justice to Miss Ueukc'ca West, any hint as to its develop- 
ment. Shortly, then, it concerns a very charming oflicer, 
verging upon middle-life, who lives in the homo of his 
ancestors with a pleasant sister and a pretty, rather too 
fastidiously perfect wife, both of whom adore him. Now 
suppose the man to incur a form of shell-shock which 
obliterates from his mind all events of the past fifteen years, 
so that, while retaining his own individuality, lie regards 
his perfect wife as an entire stranger, and (worse than this) 
reverts to a youthful passion for the daughter of a riverside 
inn-lceeper, a lady who (worst of all) proves to he living, 
quite unattractively to eyes not love-hlinded, wit hin far too 
easy proximity to the perfect home. Well, there you are. As 
I say, I shall leave you to pursue the intrigue for yourself; 
the delicacy and skill of its working out will abundantly 
reward you. Miss West writes strongly and with an 
agreeably sure instinct for the right word ; her comparisons 
in particular are both original and trenchant. It was there- 
fore the greator shock to find her employing that hideous 
and detestable vulgarism, to “swank,” whose admission to 
any considered prose (however modern in tone) is nothing 
less than a betrayal of the cause of lotters. 


uf. ! What's voi.h oame? This it vs n mtfskh to fvkhy m.ksskd 


It has been said that anyone should he ablo to write at 
least one read ablo hook the story of his own life. When 
the writer is a person who has not. only been successful 
beyond the ordinary measure in his chosen profession, but 
is able to bring to what is clearly an agreeable survey 
trained literary tastes and perceptions, the result is assured. 
Sir Ldwakd Clarke, in The Story of My Life (Murray), 
adds to these qualifications tho last touch necessary, a most 
admirable frankness. J le asks for neit her praise nor blame ; j 
denies neither his exceptional gifts nor his fair and favour- j 
able opportunities; is nowise concerned to minimise defeat ] 
or to under-rale victory, hut presents his history with a 
completeness of philosophy as marked ns his freedom from 
tho habit of philosophising. In the result he gives, how- 
ever unconsciously, an impression of real British inde- 
pendence and solidity, more sane than brilliant, rather 
balanced than constructive, made lovable by a touch of 
obstinacy, saved by a wealth of common sense. With such 
a character it is perhaps no wonder that he succeeded more | 
completely at the Bar than as a politician, it might oven 1 
have been foreseen that sooner or later he was hound to ! 
separate from any stereotyped political party, and it is 
a tribute to his honesty (whatever the merits of the par- . 
ticular controversies) that on at least three notable occasions ! 
ho refused to follow his leaders. Sir Howard Ci.akke’k 
chapters bring hack memories of many famous trials, the ; 
Bongo mystery, the Baccarat case and others; hut to-day, ! 
when it is not very easy to realise tho possibility of con- | 
contration on matters relatively so trivial, it is the man 
himself, sturdy old warrior that lie is, whom one cares most j 
to meet in his pages. __ _ j 

It is not as a short-story writer or as a humourist that 
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“Boyd Caulk” chiefly excels; indeed I sometimes think his I am beginning to be impatient with authors who write 
humour a little laboured. He is the constructive historian books and then apologise for publishing them. In nine 
of the heroic detail of the War — detail that helps the civilian cases out of ten this deprecatory tone is quite unwarrantable, 
to understand, and detail that will be crowded out of any and By-Ways on Service (Constable) is certainly not a 
future history, and might thereforo be without record if it tenth case. Very quietly and shrewdly Lieutenant Hectou 
were not for such an imaginatively truthful chronicle as Front Dinning relates his experiences in the Australian Imperial 
Lines (Murray). 1 don’t seo how any direct account of a Expeditionary Force, and his chapters on Egypt alone make 
dross- rehearsal attack, of an ordinary crawling rcconnais- his apology superfluous, lie sees things with fresh and 
sauce, of the work of a labour battalion, of gunners in a observing eyes, and ho has a most receptive mind. From 
water-logged area, or of the Red Cross rank-and-file could Egypt ho went to Gallipoli, thence back again to Egypt, 
ho as actually informing as “ According to Flan,” ■* In the and from there to France. And all the time ho was taking 
Mist,” “A Roaring Trade,” 11 Bring up the Guns!” and notice, and now ho gives us his impressions straight from 
“Stretcher-bearers.” You got an astonishing effect of truth- the shoulder. “War is not fun; neither is it ennobling,” 
fulness quite beyond tho range, it seems to me, of a more ho writes, and his whole attitude is a protest against the 
artful story-teller. Wo owe it to our fellows out there at fluff and flummery with which some of our writers have 
least to understand what they are going through, and to tried to hido its agonies. But no one can read those pages 
ourselvos lest at any timo wo 


should think of tho ludicrously 
trivial inconveniences of the 
war-regime on the homo front 
as anything to grumble about. 

And “ Boyd Cable ” gives us 
this understanding. 

Since to shepherd a play to 
successful production is, oven in 
ordinary circumstances, among 
tho most baffling of enterprises, 

1 have tho greater admiration 
for tho horo of Lord John in 
New York (Methuen), whoso 
triumph as dramatist ■ - “ when 
tho applause forced tho curtain 
up again and again” - was won 
under conditions which it is 
only fair to call altogether ex- 
ceptional. This Lord John had 
written a dotectivo play, or 
rather a novel from which some- 
body else had made a dotectivo 
play ; and on the eve of its 
American production he received 
a cable saying that one, Boyer 
Odell, an all-powerful press- 
magnate, had sworn, for no dis- 
closed reason, to smash tho 
entire show. What was Lord 
• ohn to do? Personally, being 
of a cautious nature, I shout have 



Critical Battlin'. “ Who EVER SAW FEATHERS ON A. SKEWER?” 


without feeling that, although 
Air. Dinning realises the horrors 
of war, lie also is proud of tho 
share tho Australians have taken 
in it and will tako in it until 
the ovil is scotched. Perhaps 
in these hurrying days it is 
hopeless to expect a popular 
acclaim for a book so thoughtful 
as this, but some day it will 
come into its own. 

In tho early days of the War, 
when the United States were 
being drenched with German 
war literature, a remarkable 
series of articles by Mahy 
Roberts Rinehart, a special 
correspondent of The Saturday 
Evening Post, did much to 
acquaint Americans witli the 
Allies’ war efforts. At that time 
British officialdom regarded pro- 
paganda as bad form and was 
playing stolidly into German 
hands. It was as a novelist, 
however — one of that brilliant 
galaxy of story-tellers which has 
built up, chiefly through tho 
medium of The Saturday Even- 
ing Post , a spirited school of 
American fiction — that Mrs. 


abandoned New York Rinehart made her reputation. I wish I could go on 
as unpromising and despatched tho play to Wyndham’s to say that Long Live the King (Murray) fully sustains 
in tho hope that Eager Odell and Mr. Gerald Du that reputation and does ample justice to the art of the 
Maukikk might bo mutually unacquainted. This, howovor, creator of the inimitable Tish, but tho fact is that what 
was not the method of Lord John. On the contrary, invalid may be called tho “Ruritania” novel, though it still has 
as ho was, ho caught the earliest boat to the States, and power to entertain, no longer oilers scope for brilliant or 
by the end of the first chapter (mark mo, tho first chapter!) imaginative writing. Long Live the King has the finished 
of his adventures there ho had not only settled the play manner of the accomplished novelist, but the characters are 
difficulty hut tracked down a double murderer and united all out of stock. Karnia is the semi-Balkan principality 
Odell to the girl of his heart. Chapter Two brings us to the seething with revolution, General Mettlich t)io blood-and- 
oponing night, whose brilliance was something marred by iron Chancellor; and wo have all the other old puppets, tho 
Odell's sister, who fainted in a box because (so far as 1 could unscrupulous lady-in-waiting, the necessary anarchist, the 
gather) she had obsorvod a gentleman in tho stalls with an princess (heroine) and handsome young lieutenant (hero), 
eye at the hack of his neck. Somewhere about also were Of course one is always young enough to enjoy this sort 
a lady in a grey mask and a child in a collapsible trunk; of story and Mrs. Rinehart tells it well, but I hope she 
hut do notask me who or why, since before the end of this will go back to Tish . 
opisodo I had abandoned all hope of keeping pace with the 
incredible absurdities of tho intrigue. Its publishers call 
this farrago of impossible melodrama a “typical” C. N. 
and A. M. Williamson book. In mere justico to tho repu- 
tation of two clever writers I protest against the epithet. 


14 Three later attacks tfoytpop poptpop poptp popt yopt 
were completely broken .” — -Egyptian Gazette. 

We admire the printer’s sporting effort to reproduce the 
effect of machine-guns. 
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declared the Kaiser °n the recent arnri- could get me somo eats?” And the 
CHARIVARIA. versary of his accession to the throne. Sergeant at once directed him to a caf6. 

It is understood that in, order to In the meanwhile no opportunities of 
reassure the Dual Monarchy that it is talking it out will be overlooked by the The game of bowls, wo aro told, is 
still independent, the Hohknzollerns enemy. extremely popular at Plymouth. Wo 

have decided not to claim the credit are glad to observe this and to find that 

for the Austrian offensive. The remains of a woman supposed tho old gentlemen there aro overcoming 

*** to havo lived in tho Neolithic period their nervousness. After all it is quite 

“ More and cleaner coal is required havo boon discovered in Scotland. This exceptional nowadays for an Armada 


for domestic use,” says tho i 
COAL-CONTROLLER. OuiS, WO 
aro glad to say, arrived toler- 
ably clean, but soon began to 
show tho housemaid’s linger- 
nmrks. ... ... 

Mr. Montagu’s statement I 
tli at tho operations on the 
North-West Frontier aro to bo 
treated as a part of tho Groat 
War lias aroused considerable 
opposition in Peshawar, where 
they are asking resentfully, 

“ Why drag in these European I 
side issues?” ! 

i 

“ One notes with amaze* ; 
moot,” writes a correspondent ! 
of The Vail Mall Gazette , “ the 
cornflowers ~ - Germany’s na- 
tional flower in many florists’ 
windows.” Tho fact is we like 
to see them looking so blue. ; 

Leading economists are 1 
pressing for reform in various ! 
places, and among the suggos- i 
tions put forward is that of i 
paying the Poet Laureate j 
by piece-work. 

Tho unnaturaliscd German 





‘And how’s tite i.ku this morning, Jonhs?*' 
•Weed, Sir, if anyi'hiso, Sir, about the same.” 


to poj) up and interrupt the 
tune. ,. 

What is said to ho a now dog 
has been discovered in West 
Australia. It is about tho size 
of a dog, shaped liko a rat and 
very ugly in appearance. Once 
moro wo t hank heaven that we 
don’t see such things in this 
f ' country, at least noton Govorn- 
. ment ale. ... ... 

! Crowds besieged a dairy near 
Smithlield Market last week 
owing to tho arrival of a num- 
ber of cheeses from Somerset- 
shire. Wo understand that 
• tho cheeses set tho crowd a 
tine example of orderliness. 

In view of tho fact that they 
havo no horses to draw tho 
Fire Brigade engine, Goole re- 
sidents aro asked to provide 
their own. Surely if tho resi- 
dents provide tho tiro the Coun 
oil should find the horses. 

* * 

A magistrate stated last 
week that he had not the re- 
motest idea why ho was 
awarded tho O.B.E. Wo un- 


who rocent.ly told a London magistrate [boars out our well known contention derstand that several burglars who have 
that ho had no friends in tho Home that woman is a very old-established sex. appeared before his worship say that 


Oflico is boing detained pending an ex- 
amination into his mental condition. 


Tho omission to plunge the gun- 
nors in too arouses tho suspicion 
that the Higher Command wore 
only lialf-hearted in tho matter. 


he richly doserv 

A statistical writer tells us that, if a 
tank the size of a Dreadnought wero 
During its recent trials tho Madsen filled with beer, London would ompty 
gun was plunged into li mud bath 

TITLE AND HALF-TITLE PAGES. 

With a view to economy of paper, the title and 
half-title pages of the Volume which is completed 
with the present issue are not being delivered with 
copies of Punch as formerly ; they will however 
be sent free, by post, upon receipt of a request. 

Those readers who have their Volumes bound at 
the Punch Office, or by other binders in the official 
binding-cases, will not need to apply for copies of 
the title and half-title pages, as these will be bound 
in by the Punch Office or supplied direct to other 
binders along with the cases. 


A weekly paper has an article 
ontitled 41 How to Cook a Haggis.” 
At tho risk of showing our ignor- 
ance in these matters we are hound 
to confess that we always thought 
the haggis was a thing that you 
played, liko the bagpipes. 


it. 


A Spanish Futurist painter recently 
acted as an hotel hall -porter for a 
wager, and completely took in his 
friends. As a Futurist painter he 
was never quite so successful. 

Wo understand that Japan has 
not yet decided on what action she 
shall take in Russia, so that com- 
plete details from London gossip- 
writors are still welcome. 


At last tho march of civilisation is 
making itself felt in Mexico, where It is remarkable how tho British 
in consequence of the War they have soldier will pick up languages. Only 
decided to take up baseball as a sub- last week an American Oorporal stopped 
stitute for revolutions. a British Sergeant and said, 44 Say, Steve, 

can you put me wise whore I can barge 


“The best of summer - time,” 
sa\s ail Irishman, “ is that it keeps 
such a tank every day. For that reason early so late 
we understand that it will not be done. 


The struggle must be fought out,” into a boiled shirt biscuit-juggler who , thoroughly. 


“ Old- fashioned lady’s green silk sunshade, to 
fold, IGin.; exchange for man’s flannel shirt 
and pants . M — Tho Bazaar. 

If this means that the old-fashioned 
lady proposes to go in for war work 
wo congratulate her on doing the tiling 


von. cr.iv. 
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“JUNE AND THE GENERAL STAFF .’ 1 

Away wont tho representative of the 
Junior General Staff, over hill and 
dale, through ditch and hedge, climb- 
ing in and out of shell holes, heedless 
of barbed wire and oblivious of loose 
cables. Scarcely pausing to take a 
briar from his nock ho pressod on and 
on, groping blindly for obstacles that 
wore not and stumbling, kicking and 
squirming over obstacles that were. 
Soon, however, his distress became 
more acute, his footsteps began to flag 
and then suddenly, as a more violent 
paroxysm than usual overtook him, 
lie sat down helplessly on a coil of 
wire and snoozed and snoozed — and 

HNEEZKI) ! 

Alas, poor Vink William! the cry 
of “Summer is hero” brought no an- 
swering thrill ill his bosom. Every 
year at 9 a.m. on the 1st of Juno (the 
very day when the sport of “ clout- 
casting” begins) it started -the dreaded 
hay-fever- -and then no longer did tho 
brightest, gayest and pinkest of tho 
Junior General Staff wend his way along 
tho lino with a choory word for C.O.’s 
and a deprecating smile for Tommies 
eating things out of a tin. No longer 
was it a thing of joy to chase round 
historic localities to seo if the infantry 
had put as much work on the ground as 
they had on paper. With streaming 
eyes and nose aglow ho would wander 
on, maintaining some sort of direction 
only by an occasional opening 'of ono 
saturated eye, and all tho time blowing 
fearful blasts into his corduroy hand- 
kerchiefs, that being tho only fabric 
capable of withstanding tho torriblo 
oxplosions. When Pink William throw 
hack his head to sneeze strong mon 
Hung themselves on their faces. 

Bo tlitMo he sat mopping his moist 
eyes and sniffing desperately at bottles 
of menthol and eucalyptus. It was a 
bad day, but tho fault was more or less 
his own -lie was tho first to admit that. 
If you are careless enough to anoint a 
sensitive and tingling nostril with anti- 
septic toothpaste instead of tho sooth- 
ing “ Nasarino,” what can you oxpoct ? 
Yet, rolling in agony as bo was, his 
sense of duty prevailed. Como what 
might he must get his reconnaissance 
done and ho hack at the Corps by 
3 i\m., in order to mount guard at 
tho telephone while his suporior officer 
did his usual liaison work on tho polo 
ground. 

So, burying his faco in his sixteenth 
handkerchief, ho plunged boldly forward 
again, recklessly trampling down tho 
double apron wire fences of resorvo 
lines as he went. Behind him toiled 
Huzzy Harrison, a grim and perspiring 
Brigade orderly. “ The offensive must 


be very near now,” thought Buzzy, 
“ when tho Staff gets the wind up as 
much as this.” “ Soon, soon it will be 
over,” was all that was in Pink William’s 
mind as he retrieved his twentieth hand- 
kerchief from tho hedge into which 
lie had sneezed it. This comforting 
thought brought them to a company 
headquarters situated in a ruin close to 
the reserve lino. 

In a croaking voice he asked if things 
were all right. 

“ Yes,” said the Company Com- 
mander; “ hut lie 's been shelling us all 
tho morning. Bonds thorn over regu- 
larly every hour •” 

Whow-bang ! Whow-bang ! Wtiew- 
whop ! 

“That’s the next lot coming; the 
hour is just about up. Into the trench, 
every body ! ” 

Whow-bang— whow-bang — c crumph! 
Whew - whop ! Whew - whop ! Over 
their heads, as they bolted for tho 
trench, wont the covey. 

“ Gas ! ” shouted the Company Com- 
mandor, dashing along the trench. Get 
your helmets on, everybody l ” And in 
thirty seconds everybody had disguised 
himself as a truffle-hunter. 

But who was that? Who was that 
officer there, careless of all danger, 
standing up in the open like Ajax defy- 
ing tho gas-pi ©cautions? 

It was Pink William. The acrid 
smoko and a whiff of gas had sot him 
off again. Gone was his gas-mask, 
blown into tho middle distance by one 
mighty crashing sneeze. Careless of 
tho consequences he turnod deliberately 
in tho direction of tho onomy’s gas and 
sneezed and sneezed — and sneezed. 

Whew - whop, whew - whop, whow- 
wliop! came the shells thicker than 
before; hut nobody noticed them, for, 
quicker than most thoughts, down 
came Pink William’s counter- barrage 
of “ Atishoo, Atishoo, Atiskoo-oo! ” 

Tho Him demurred. What was the 
uso of wasting good gas shell if it was 
going to ho dispersed harmlessly? 

Again he tried, a wicked little bunch 
of 77’s, 4.2’s, and 5.9’s mixed. Pah! 
it seemed the merest zephyr by com- 
parison with this human Boreas. 

J fe stopped. With a few well-directed 
sneezes Vink William effectually dis- 
posed of tho lingering fumes and then 
with tho help of ablo and willing hands 
staggered into tho trench, where ho lay 
for so long without breathing that they 
became alarmed. Only his poor nose 
glowed; otherwise ho showed no sign 
of life. 

“ Givo him respiration drill,” cried 
tho Platoon Sergeant. “ No, not 4 respir- 
ator’ drill, you fool.” 

But suddenly Pink William began to 
come to. 


“ I can’t tell you how grateful we are 
to you, Sir, for your assistance,” said 
tho Company Commander fervently. 
“ I do hope, Sir, you will come and seo 

us again, and ” 

“I want— want to ’’began William, 

hut, alas, ho could not go on ; lie seemed 
to bo sinking fast. 

“ Take his last words down, pore 
fellor,” groaned a little corporal, and 
the truftio-hunters nozzled and wagged 
their hideous heads sympathetically. 

“ L want ” 

“Yes, Sir?” 

“ 1 want to — I must M 

“Yes, Sir, say it, and I’ll get it 
down.” 

“linus-er-ust ” 

“ Yes, Sir, what ? ” 

“Snooze — Atihjioo — oo 1” shouted 
William and blew the Company Corn- 
mamler over. 

And then he felt better. Tho irony 
camo when begot hack and they asked 
him what ho had seen. 

O EOR A BOOK! 

“ O for a book and a shady nook l ” 
You recollect the rhymes, 

Written how many years ago 
In placid happier times? 

To-day no shady nocks are ours 
With half tho world at strife 
And dark ambition laying waste 
Tho pleasant things of life; 

Hut still tho cry for hooks is heard: 
For solace of the magic word. 

“ O for a book,” tho cry goes forth, 

“ O for a hook to read ; 

To sootho us in our weariness, 

Tho laggard hours to speed ! ” 

From countless hospitals it comes, 
Where stricken soldiers lie, 

Who gave their youth, who gave 
their strength, 

Lest Liberty should die. 

How small a favour to implore : 

The books we’ve finished with -no 
more ! 

A hook can have a thousand lives, 
With each now reader, ono; 

A hook should have a thousand lives 
Before its course is run. 

And wo few kinder things can do, 
Our gratitude to show, 

Than give tho freedom of our shelves 
To those that need it so, 

Nor lot them ask without avail 
The sweet beguilement of a tale. 

E. Y. L. 

Every gift of hooks and magazines 
sont to the War Library of tho British 
Red Cross and Order of St. John, at 
Surrey House, Marble Arch, London, is 
gratefully acknowledged and distributed 
among sick and wounded soldiers and 
sailors. 
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Company Officer (daring it lull in a push). “Wi: do look a haloed lot of scarecrows, don’t we, Kero east ? ’* 

Sergeant, “Yes, Sir. I often thinks to myself wiiat a joe we’re going to ha\e •jettin* men train j:d up to peace pitch 

AGAIN AFTER THE WAR." 


THE I.S.P.B. 

“ That was a near thing,” said a voice from the opposite 
corner. “ Another minute and I should have heon (lone.” 

I looked about me with some surprise, for 1 was under 
the impression that I was alone in the railway-cam ago. 
At the last station a fat rural lady had just gob out and had 
left mo, so far as I could see, in solitary occupation. One 
does not expect remarks from an empty compartmout. 

“ Have you over,” continued the voice, “heon sat upon 
hy a lady of fourteen stone? I can’t advise it; it really is 
a most distressing experience.” 

. “ But who — where — what — 1 can't see ” 

“ Do you moan to toil me,” said the voice, “that you 
can’t see a paper-bag when it oft’ors to converse with you ? 
Really the travelling public is a very stupid public. Te 
bo sure I am flat; ladies of fourteen stone do have that 
effect. I suppose I must inflate myself.” 

With that the paper-bag, which I now located, raised itself 
painfully on to its lowor edge and began to screw itself hero 
and puff itself there till it looked for all the world like an 
ordinary paper-bag ready for a child to pop. 

“There, that’s done,” said my distended friend, “and 
now I can talk. I daresay you ’d like to know where I am 
going. I am due in London this morning to defend myself 
against a most malicious prosecution. They allege that on 
Tuesday of last week I actually took a man and his wife and 
his family of throe children to the banks of the rivor Thames 
and served thorn with food for a picnic in the shape of live 
buns and the samo number of bananas.” 

“ But there ’s nothing wrong in that. Even Dora ” 

“ No,” ho said, “ there’s nothing wrong in that, but they 


| proceed to charge mo with having left the whole family, 
j children ‘and all, lying about on the hank of Cho rivor, and 
| thus destroying the amenity of the landscape and causing 
j serious offence to certain of His Majesty's lieges.” 

“Upon my word,” I said, “this is a most extraordinary 
thing ! 1 have often noticed how violently unornamental 

and inappropriate are the wrappings of paper left about by 
picnic parties, but it had never occurred to mo- ” 

“ It hadn’t occurred to you, of course, that you could find 
a remedy by approaching the paper bags politely and getting 
them on your side. Everything elso was tried and still our 
popular resorts continued to be littered with bun-bags. As 
| soon as I was elected President of tho Illustrious Society of 
Paper-Bags I set to work and established a working agree- 
ment with tho inspectors of picnics. Every paper-bag was 
made responsible for the behaviour of his party of pic- 
nickers, and especially for preventing thorn not only from 
leaving paper about but also from leaving themselves about.” 
, “A capital idea!” I said enthusiastically; “but how 
comes it that you of all hags in tho world should be pro- 
secuted for a breach of those regulations ? ” 

“ Pooh ! ” said my friend, “ that is mere envy and malieo 
on the part of rivals who aspired to the presidency of our 
illustrious society. Of course they haven’t a leg to stand 
upon” — nor for the mat tor of that had lie. “In point 
of fact, oil the day I was supposod to be taking out this 
picnic party I was confined to a cupboard with a bad cold.” 

But at this moment a gust of wind blew through tho 
compartment and caught the President, and before I could 
stretch a hand to save him had pulled him out through the 
open window. And so I lost him. But his new way with 
picnickers scorns certainly to deserve a trial. 



Conscripts 
to Efficiency 


T HERE are thousands of firms clamouring for 
Efficient Methods, who four years ago would not 
lift a finger in that direction 

They are Conscripts to Efficiency 


The War has brought about Compulsory Efficiency in 
British Industry ... No business of magnitude can live 
under present conditions unless it is Efficient Never 
before has the demand for K & J Efficiency Serv ice and 
Equipment been so. great . . . Never before have such 
enormous difficulties existed in meeting those demands 

The difficulty of obtaining materials , and the further 
withdrawal of labour, make it imperative for K& J to re- 
strict supplies of their Specialities to Regular Customers 
Government Departments and Firms on War Work 



Birmingham .* 20 Temple Street 
Cardiff/ s Church Street 
Leeds; S3 Albion Street 
Leicester / IQ & 20 Corridor Chambers 
Market J‘l<n * 


Livi-.urooi.: jo (ladle St 
Manchester; 7 Wat kfriars street 
Glasgow.* 166 lUtchanan Sited 
Slimimt; 2$ C’tamfc el/ley 


Swansea : j-j Coat St 

Bi.u vsr; Scottish I'rort'denf 11 , t ildiugs 
Don eif.it I S.jn.ne 

III Mi Office; MnOiifraph I let Is I Test 
Jhvnneieh 



A Perfect Blend 
of Choice Tobaccos - 
2oZ. FOILED PACKETS 1/1 1 
Also in loz &4oz.Pkt& 

V N[ 

Tho SUPER CIGARETTE 

spinet Wrfrxi 20*1/4 


The need for Economy 

At no time was the need for (.i-onomy greater 
than to-day. (.'lollies are expensive — yet there is 
no need to look untidy or ill-dressed. The 
Achille Serre method makes old suits look like 
new. Aehille Serre will remove all marks of 
wear. Suits — clothes of every kind— are not 
only cleaned and renovated, but are restored to 
shape by expert tailor pfessers as well. < 

Write fat 1 lltt sir it ted llook let which gives Price r, 

Lint a f Uranchcs, amt Particulars of our Services. 


§ Aehille Serre Li 

Head Office : 

HACKNEY WICK, LONDON, E.9. 

Telephone : Fast 3710 (4 tines). 

Branches said Agents Everywhere. 




W ALL 

¥ the Latest 
Gramophone Records 
SENT BY POST 

A T 1)4 RECENT STREET sou 
will find the most complete 
and perfectly-equipped Audi- 
tion Salons in London for hearing 
the latest "His Master's Voice" 
Records. We keep every Record 
iu stock, and hold the largest stock 
in Hiitain. Our service Is prompt 
and efficient. You can hear the 
Records at rase nud iu coiuloit, 
nnd, if you are unable to take 
advantage of calling, we will 
dispatch Record within six horns 
after receipt of your Order. We 
shall, of course, be pleased to 
send Lists of Records post free on 
request. Wc invite your patronage. 

The WEST END 
Gramophone Supply Co. 

Ltd. 

Q4 REGENT STREET, 
LONDON, W. 1. 

k Telephone : A 

CERRARD 224, 225, 226 J.\ 

lams. lines). Affix 



Jx 9 in places like 
UdsthalUie 
Decca attains 
lls highest value. 

With a " handy, even in places like this War 

can I jo forgotten. Jt creates a. new world- or, rather, 
an old world, a pre-war world — for its audience. 'The 
hearers forget their .surroundings, they live in the 
music, which is to them "like water to parched souls.’’ 

DECCA 

THE PORTABLE GRAMOPHONE 

In Leather Cloth I Compressed Fibre I Solid Cowhide 

£6. IS. O | £7. 17. 6 | £10. lO. O 

Of Ilarrods, Army & Navy Stores. VVhiteley’s, Selfridtie’«j;nnwu's, 
and all leading Stores and Music Dealers. Illustrated Folder, amt 
name of nearest aiS-nt, free on application to the Manufacture! 
T11 E DECCA CO., 36, WORSHIP ST., LONDON, E.C. j: 
(PropiSotoia: P ARNETT SAMUEL & SONS. Ltd.) 



The weather glass is 
often wrong . . your 
Dexter never .... 

Dexter Proofing Las stood 
all trench tests ... a Dexter 
offers you smartness in 
sunshine . . . comfort in 
any weather . . . guaran- 
teed resistance to wet. 

Supplied by Agents Everywhere 

FOR GENTLEMEN AN I> 

L L N 1 LEWOMK N - T w a 


^crerar^ij.r.njLsS^ 





Always ready to do its duty with a \im 
and willingness that makes light of the 
hardest task. 

Styles specially recommended for Active Ser- 
vice, bring extra strong and large: No. 54 (Self- 
Filler), Id/- ; No. 44 (Safety), 10/-. Of Stationers 
and Jewellers. 

Watermans 

A Ideal ) 




ountainPen 


L. c. sloan, Ltd, «« (pm Corner, 

Kingswav, London, W.C. 2.: nnd 
35). Shaftesbury Avenue, W. 1. 


CAMERAS 

Scarce Models at reasonable prices 

W K arc receiving hundreds of fine second-hand Cameras 
every week. Men are joining the army. Dealers living in 
restrictc 1 are vs arc giving up business. Everybody knows Watson s 
as the house with the reputation for fair dealing, therefore every- 
body comes to us for photographic apparatus and material. Wo give 
highest prices and are content with a small commission on our sales. 
If you want a Camera, now is the time to get it from us. Wo may 
,^iever again have such a fine stock at such reasonable prices. 

“ We exchange Cameras, buy or sell. If we do not satisfy our 
customers we do not satisfy ourselves. 


Everything tent 
on Approval and 
Carrlagt paid 


84 Nigh Strait 
SHEFFIELD 


mfg&ijw 
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CAMOUFLAGED POETRY. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — Some peoplo 
speak disrespectfully of the NorlhcliiTe 
Press, but surely we poets owo that 
institution a deep debt of gratitude for 
introducing the refreshing novolty of 
versified foreign correspondence. In a 
recent issue of The Times there was a 
most interesting account of the unveil- 
ing of a memorial to an old English 
worthy, Will Adams of Yokosuka. 
This account, from the Tokyo corre- 
spondent of The Times , was apparently 
written in prose, but, with a lew negli- 
gible variations which I have allowed 
myself, it turns out to be a remarkably 
lino specimen of a poem written from 
end to end in the extraordinarily diffi- 
cult “ Hiawatha ” metre. I append the 
poom in full, as it is possible that some 
of the readers of The Times may have 
failed to recognise it as such : 

“In a grove hard by tho busy Naval 
port of Yokosuka, Our ambassador, Sir 
William Conyngham [pray note the 
spelling] Groene, to-day unveiled a noble 
Monument to old Will Adams. There 
wore present Baron Sufti, Sometime 
Governor of tho province, Who was 
chiefly instrumental In procuring the 
erection Of this beautiful memorial, 
And a numerous assembly Of towns- 
people and school children. And tho 
scone was much enlivened By a free 
display of bunting With the Union 
Jack to crown it. On tho monument, 
of Sendai Stone, in height ten feet 
exactly, Is the following inscription : — 
‘ This memorial is for Anjin, Known in 
England as Will Adams, Who, in the 
third year of Keicho, Cruised tho Ori- 
ental Ocean In a small Dutch sailing 
vessel. Meeting with a furious tempest 
Anjin went adrift, but landed Safely on 
tho coast of D ungo. Tyoyasu Toku- 
gawa, Then residing at Osaka, Graci- 
ously received the outcast, Sending him 
along to Yeddo, Whore a property, at 
present Called Anjincho Nihombashi, 
Was conferred upon the stranger. Iye- 
yasu then appointed Anjin as his chief 
translator And his counsellor, and or- 
dered Him to build a foreign vessel. 



THE DODGERS. 

2'irat Alien Visitor, “llow m» you out youh treason ticket, Iklx ? You ain’t a 
kkthjdknt.” 

Second ditto. “Veld, you sew, first of all 1 arrange w rnr my landlady tuvt I 

I ’AY T1IE RATETH, AND SlfK KNOCKTH A BIT OFF 'HIE WEEKLY BILLTJI TO BALANTII IT. 

Then I get the rate bethbipt made out in my name, take it to the railway 

COMPANY AT HA PROOF THAT I’M A ItETHIDENT, AND— THERE YOU ARE, MY BOY.” 


Later on ho pleased tho Shogun, Who 
appointed him instructor In geography 
and ordnance And the higher mathe- 
matics. Anjin was engaged in foreign 
Trade and rendored his employers Use- 
ful and distinguished service, In return 
for which they granted Him estates 
upon tho uplands Overlooking Yoko- 
suka.* Adams* memory, or Anjin’s, 
Still is green throughout the district, 
Which the humble Kentish sailor Held 
as lief in former ages From tho mighty 
Iyeyasu. When the Ceremony ended, 
Baron Sufu (vide supra) And Sir Con- 
ynghain'and others Of tho company 


inspected All tho relics of Will Adams 
Which are still preserved in situ.” 

I am, dear Mr. Bunch, 

Yours faithfully, 

II. W. Lon (; fellow (Shade of). 

“ THE C ATI! K PI LL A II ’ S OFFKNKIVK 
As a result of collecting caterpillars as pets 
a number ofHifcchin children have had to be 
medically, jfitokted for a peculiar irritating 
rash.” — DOHj^Mirror. 

It is thought that tho Ilitchin children 
may have been acting on tho homoeo- 
pathic principle. 


A Wide Margin. 

“Between 750,000,000 and 1 million 
‘standard suits’ will be ready for s;i!e in 
England this summer at prices langing from 
57/0 to y-2 0 .’’ — Balkan News. 

“Tho following is tho observation aneribod 
to a Japanese among the party of 120 Japanese 
who left Irkoutsk on the JOLli inst : ‘All tho 
business shops are closed at ;1 p.m. and the 
inhabitants arc living on hot bricks.* ” 

Manchuria Daily News. 

It looks as if tho Russians in Siberia 
were making a real effort to build up 
their constitution. 
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INSTRUMENTAL TRAGEDIES. 

An amorous youth of Athlono 
Told his lovo in a way all his own ; 

But tho medium employed 
Made his suit null and void, 

For it happened to be the trombone. 

There was once an Italian named 
Niccolo 

Who played with great power on the 
piccolo ; . 

But In's tones were so shrill 
That the neigh hours fell ill, 

And ho had to migrate to Co. Wickolow. 

There was a persistent old harionct 
Who practised for years on the 
clarionet ; 

Hut at his decease 
1 1 o had learned but one piece - 
“ The Funeral March of a 
Marionette.” 

There was a young lady 
named Lola 

Who thought she could 
play the viola ; 

But the sounds of her 
Strad 

Would ha vo driven 
Bach mad 

And demoralised Savon- 
arola. 

Thorn was a young native 
of Cuba 

Who devoted himself to 
the tuba ; 

His tone was quite 
grand, 

But when one of a 
band . 

Ho produced an orchestral 
Majuba. 

There was an old Trinity Fellow 
Who drew' horrid groans from his ’cello 
But his friends, though distressed, 
One and all acquiesced, 

For his port was exceedingly mellow’. 

There was a renowned Senior Wrangler 
Of problems a great disentangle r ; 

But in music his skill 
Absolutely was nil 
Except as a sort of triangler. 

A rash Caledonian gent 
Played the llute on two Sundays in 
Lent ; 

On the third coming round 
To his sorrow ho found 
That the boro had been filled with 
cement. 


AT THE PLAY. 

“ Maumaduke.” 

Mar mad uke w r as tho unsatisfactory 
son of a very dear mother ; and on tho 
day that his millionaire and abscntco 
stepfather, ( iregory , a bushy-oyebrowed 
juggernaut of a man, is expected, and 
i great hopes are entertained of his provid- 
I ing tho scapegrace with a job — behold 
• t here is no Mar mad like . But his portrait 
I is in The Mirror — a lost-memory case 
in a London hospital. Off posts little 
cousin Patricia to retrieve him. Ar- 
rival, just in limo to appease the punc- 
! Lull juggernaut, of a handsome urbane 
young man with a perfectly blank 
memory but a quito ready wit, who, 
instead of abjectly feeding out of the 
millionaire’s hand, is rather inclined to 





“Aii Knglifth oiiuer al my table was ex- 
changing English slang for American. And 
was very p leaded with a. few got tho blinkers 
oft’ now,’ and 4 Thai’s got Iho blinkers olf no,’ 
and 4 JIhat’s the stuff to givo them.’ ’’ 

Eastern Morning News. 
American slang is so obscure. 


THE NEW CAME OE DUMMY DOUTILK. 

“Marnmdukc" , . Mn. DENNIS Eadie. 

j pull his leg. Consternation of all hut 
! (/m/o/7/, the unpleasant but fundament- 
ally good sort, who seems lather im- 
pressed by this unusual treatment.. 

NcwuwIxWu 11 Mu rmaduke ” is well con- 
tent to let go his past for such a present, 
such a perfect dear of a mother (Miss 
Many .Jerrold at her most gracious 
and tender), such a charming cousin, 
such a comfortable bungalow. Yet the 
mother is puzzled by a quite different 
look in her hoy’s eyes, and housekeeper 
| Dawson sniffs suspiciously. On the 
•other hand Aunt Sits an and the crodu- 
1 lous and incompetent family doctor ac- 
cept the newcomer uncritically, and 
only little rogue Pat really knows that 
it isn’t their Marmadu ke, but lets him 
stay on to save tho situation till her 
cousin’s reappearance. An excellent 
gambit, Mr. Ernest Denny! 

So “ Mannaditkc,” unenlightened as 
to tho real facts, snuggles- down into a 
very pleasant home, makes lovo to a 
not unwilling Patricia and suspects 
nothing till lie finds his double, who 


has made a furtive and unsteady en- 
trance by tho window, in his bod. A 
cleverly - contrived complication, and 
certainly a First and Second Act as 
neatly finished off as any of recent 
years. If the unravelling processes of 
the Third Act wero not quito so skilfully 
bandied — well, that’s a perennial diffi- 
culty, and there was nothing in the 
least ignominious in tho author’s partial 
failure. I think that some judicious 
cuts and some swifter playing might 
ease tho situation a little. 

Did Miss Mary Jerrold as Lady 
Althea Gregory do, say or look anything 
but just the right thing? If so I did 
not notice it. A charming, delicate 
performance, enough to make any play. 
Mr. Dennis Eadik’s “ Mannadukc" was 
very attractive, and his little study of 
the unsatisfactory original 
cleverly contrasted. The 
ruthless millionaire was so 
obviously cut to Mr. Syd- 
ney Valentine’s pattern 
that it w f ould havo boon 
an impertinence for any 
other actor to havo played 
it. M iss Mary O’Farrell 
gave us a pretty study of a 
very charming Irish maid, 
and Miss Helen Rous as 
Lady Susan boomed ex- 
planations and protests 
in tho background. Mr. 
Handle Ayrton put in a 
clever sketch of a family 
solicitor, and Miss Muriel 
Dope most effectively dis- 
guised herself as that 
unpleasant basilisk, tho 
secretary to tho million- 
aire. An admirably cast 
pipy, received with enthusiasm. T. 

MARBLE HEART-BURNINGS. 

Having heard that tho preferen- 
tial protective treatment accorded by 
Sir Alfred Mond to tho statue of 
Ch arles I. at Charing Cross had caused 
jealousy and recrimination among cer- 
tain other of London’s stone and bronze 
adornments, a Punch man set forth to 
test the rumour. He found it painfully 
true: a distinct suggestion of griev- 
ance pervaded the sculptured world. 
All, or nearly all, the statues considered 
that either too much honour is being 
paid to tho figure of a king who was 
found not fit to rule, or too little is 
being paid to them. 

Oliver Cromw ell, in tho shadow of 
Westminster Hall, was merely saturnine. 

11 1 offer no opinion,” lie said, “except 
that it is strange to save Charles 
Stuart and he careless of mo. But if 
I go,” lie added grimly, “Parliament 
will go too.” 
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Barbara ns the Nurse, Betty as the Baby; Eileen (a friend) as the Mother, «uo playing “ Home.'* 

Eileen to Jack {immersed in a book). “Comb and be father.” Jade. “I WON’T unless 1 can r.H t widowf.h.” 


Lord Palmerston opposite was as 
indignant. 

“ 1 fcliink it monstrous/* he said, “ that 
nothing is being done for me. Not. on 
my own account so much as on my 
tailor’s. If I am destroyed tho finest 
frock-coat and the most perfectly fitting 
trousers in tho world will he lost for 
over.” 

Robert Burns, in tho Embankment 
Gardens, was really angry. 

“Why dinna they protect me?” ho 
asked. “ I ’in in a verra exposit spot 
and I *m moro than life- size. But this 
blathering body, Mond, cares more for 
kings than poetry.” 

Lord Holland at Kensington, whoso 
park lias been largely dug up, was 
pitoous. 

“ I don’t suggest that I ’m worth 
saving,” lie said, “ but I should like to 
be covered in like Kino Charles, or 
taken right away, as I hear Kino James 
has been from the Admiralty, because I 
can’t bear the sight of these allotments. 
Tho motor-’ buses were a terrible shock 
and still make mo tremble all over ; but 
to be surrounded by allotments ! ” 

Dr. Johnson, at the back of St. Cle- 


ment Danes, was unique in his desire 
not only to bo lei alone by Sir Alfred 
Mond but, if possible, i o ho annihilated. 

“ I have boon,” he said, “ the recipient 
of such an accumulation* of contumely 
and adverse criticism that i should 
extend a cordial welcome to any hostile 
missile which, while terminating my 
own bronze existence, left unimpaired 
tho surrounding masonry, and in par- 
ticular the sacred edifice in my dorsal 
vicinity and tho Courts of Justice on 
my sinister hand.” 

Kino Charles himself, who could 
still ))e communicated with, although 
tho rampart of sand-hags about him 
was growing higher every minute, said 
that lie entertained no illusions. 

“This Parliament man, Mond,” he 
said, “is not saving mo because I am a 
King. That would ho too ironical, too 
comic, considering all things. No, he 
is saving me because 1 am a work of art, 
and because that excellent carver, Grin- 
ling Gibbons, designed my pedestal. 
Unless, of course,” he added as a pass- 
ing newsboy called out tho Newmarket 
winners, “it is for the sake of my stee l.” 

“ I don’t think you ’re right, Sire,” 


said Mr. Punch’s reprosontivo, “because 
nothing is being done either with your 
successor, George Ilf., on horseback 
in Pali Mall East, or with his son, 
George IV., on horsoback (without 
stirrups), just behind you in Trafalgar 
Square.” 

“That proves verily,” said King 
Charles, “that monarchs (/ltd mon- 
archy have little claim upon your suffer- 
| a uco. The moral is that if statues 
wish to ho cared for and preserved thoy 
| must he fashioned by bolter sculptors.” 

! But where can we find them? 

“ Napoleon's maxim was La carriers divert 
mix Ions talents.” — Sunday Pictorial. 

All great men have their limitations. 
Nelson never overcame his liability to 
seasickness, and the Little Corsican, 
apparently, never succeeded in master- 
ing tho French language. 

“Thcro is in Branco a dc.-idiy tv ablution 
that there .shall bo no surrender while them 
: is an army oil iU lc^s. 

Happily theso extremities are not in \iow.” 

Daily Chronicle. 

That is one of tho advantages of trench- 
warfare. 



dOH 


PUNCH, OP THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[June 2l>, 1918. 



DIANA. 

Matron (whose men folk have all gone, to the War). “Now where was it my JUi.i, used to get urs rabbits ijiom ? 


TO A FRIEND IN NEED. 

[“ People no longer emne to tin*, pawn broker ; they send for liiin/'J 

0 Montagu (whose oilier name is Moses), 

Sovereign whose spheres of influence are three, 

Never was sunshine welcome to the roses 
As thou art welcome to the likes of me; 

Yes, even James (our butler), who supposes 

Thai thou ’rt my stockbroker, his mien discloses 
No deference that is not due to thee. 

The day has vanished when the hungry masses 
Brought thee flat-irons and father’s Sunday suit ; 

When all the wild oats sown by wilder asses 
Crowded thy cotters with attractive loot; 

And lot the shadow of thine a'gis passes 

To the protection of the middle classes 

And keeps our countenance in good repute. 

1 do not know what art of divination 
Made thee aware that I had spent my all, 

And hade thee pen that brief communication, 

Basing, “Our Mr. Montagu will call”; 

.1 only know with what profound elation 

1 sped thee to the local railway station 

With our eporgno (a wedding gift) in thrall. 

Where now the furtive mien, the stealthy speering, 
The haunting of thy watch -festooned pane, 

The popping in, the sudden reappearing 
Minus the sleove-links or the Albert chain ; 

The wondering — was it just a trick of hearing 

Or had we really caught the nowsboys* yelling, 

“ OKI bottlcnoso lias soaked the clock a^ain” ? 

All that is gone. Instead, our James with proper 
Decorum leads you to my private den ; 

You choose a weed while I remove the stopper, 
Murmur, 1 * Yes, thanks,” and (subsequently) 1 * When;’ 


Then, nonchalantly burnishing a toppor 
Already brighter than the driven copper, 

“All, yes, the timepiece! Well, worth three pound 
ten ! ” 

Of course we lie; to self-respect we owo it 
That truth in such a case shall not prevail; 

Jones's wife’s pearls are “lost,” while Drown (a poet) 
lias sent his lish-knives “ to the Bed Cross Bale,” 
And old Me Usquebaugh, a man of slow wit, 

Who had nice Sheffield plate and liked to show it, 
lias “ left it at the Dank a likely tale ! 

Dor it is thou, O Montagu (or Moses), 

Whose kindly hand alleviates our ills; 

Within whoso strong-room temptingly reposes 
The wherewithal to pay our weekly bills ; 

And if my piano goes — why, whore it goes is 
Not the affair of folk with prying noses 
And excess protits bulging in their tills. 

Perhaps they would not lie to save their faces; 

To us it seems the natural thing to do — 

To carry on and not show any traces 

Of what it costs to see the business through ; 

Bo, while the JIuii a troubled world disgraces, 
Laburnum Road will pawn its very braces 

And bless the name of Mr. Montagu. Algol. 

“Amsterdam. Tuesday. — A Vienna telegram to the German Press, 
as quoted in the ‘Telegraaf,’ states the Austrian authorities have 
pointed out to the people that in view of tho congress of oppressed 
nationalities at Koine certain events might some day happen/’ 

Irish Paper. 

Wo do not as a rule attach much importance to news from 
Vienna, oven w hen it comes vid Amsterdam, but in this 
case we have the fullest confidence in its correctness. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, June Ylth,— Mr. Prothero 
announced that out of three hundred 
soldier-applicants for small holdings 
no fewer than five had actually beeti 
“suited.” This startling success, 
achieved in the space of two years, 
naturally stimulated inquiry as to the 
oiler of land recently made to .Irish 
recruits. Mr. Samuels, acting as, 
understudy for the Chief Secretary, ! 
took rofugo behind the time-honoured j 
phrases, “ i have nothing to add to my 
previous reply ” and “ I must ask for 
notice of that question.” His demean- 
our hardly soemed to mo to justify Sir 
Howard Carson's remark, delivered in 
his ieiost tones, “This is not a joke, 
you know.” 

Social reform in this old country docs 
nob progress at precisely lightning 
speed, but still it moves. Not quite 
three quarters of a century have elapsed 
since Mr. Punch published in a Christ- 
mas Number Hood’s Sony of Ike Shirt ; 
and this afternoon Mr. Georoe Roberts 
moved the Second Reading of the Trade 
Boards Bill, one of whose objects is to 
improve the condition of women en- 
gaged in the shirt-making trade, and 
save them from being the victims of 
the swoater. 

It did not pass without some criti- \ 
cism. Mr. James Mason, while friendly ; 
to its aims, feared that it would in \ 
practico encourage the growth of “the; 
bureaucratic octopus ” — not a bad de- 
scription of an organism notoriously : 
addicted to the emission of large quail- ' 
fcities of inky fluid. 

The Beans, Peas, and Pulse Bill is a j 
measure designed to punish profiteers. 
The debate on it was chiefly 


nomenon in War-finance had evidently 
raised his spirits, for his review of the 
situation was more cheerful than later 
speakers thought the facts warranted 
or than he, as he afterwards confessed, 
had intended to make it. 

How Mr. Rock lias escaped so far 



•Wo ’re saving money.*’ 
Mu. Bon Ait Law. 


from being made an Under- Secretary I 
cannot imagine. His speech this even- 
ing, urging the Government to face the j 
facts and toll them to the country, was 
admirable both in tone and substance, 
and earned the high approval of Mr. 
Asquith. The ox-Premier, though ex- 
pressing perfect confidence in Goneral 
Focif, is still a little doubtful about the 
necessity of putting national armies 
under a single command, and reminded 


us that Wellington and Bluecher got 
on very well without it. Even though 
it was Waterloo Day 1 do not know that 
tho House quite relished the allusion. 

Wednesday , June 19 th . — Tho Admir- 
alty have decided not to publish the 
Zeebrugge despatches for fear of giving 
information to the enemy. All he knows 
at present is that a score and more 
of his torpedo-boats, submarines and 
other vessels have been securely locked 
up in tho Bruges canal by British 
Keyes. 

“Are you a Legitimist?” asked a 
Scottish Member when tho First Com- 
missioner of Works doclined to afford 
the same protection to the hero of 
Trafalgar that lie has just given to 
tho Martyr-King. On the contrary Sir 
Alfred Mond is such a thorough-going 
democrat that he desires to go down to 
posterity as “ tho man who sand-bagged » 
Charles the First.” 

Upon the Vote of Credit Mr. Herbert 
Samuel delivered onco moro his now 
familiar lecture on administrative eco- 
nomy, with a few fresh illustrations. 
Tho War Office was, in his opinion, tho 
pick of tho Augean stable, and a distin- 
guished officer who essayed tho task of 
cleansing it was promptly despatched 
to Palestine. It is supposed that when 
ho laid his recommendations before the 
Army Council they said, “Oh, go to 
Jericho ! ” and ho went. 

Even Mr. Bonar Law admitted that 
he had sometimes wondered what all 
the people ono mot at the War Olliee 
were doing, hut ho was sure that if any- 
I thing was wrong Lord Milner would 
i soon put it right. 

A little story told by Mr. Eunciman 
might furnish his Lordship with a useful 
hint. A branch -suporin ten - 


remarkable for Mr. Lough's 
confession that ho had never 
dealt in thoso commodities. 

Tuesday, June 1 Hth. — Mr. 
Balfour discreetly excused 
himself from explaining why 
Miss Bondfield, “a fraternal 
delogalo from tho Trades 
Union Congress,” had boon 
refused a passport to tho Un- 
ited States while Mrs. Pank- 
huust had been gran tod one. 
Past master as ho is of tho art 
of dqlicato distinction he de- 
clined to make comparisons 
botweon ono lady -traveller and 
another. 

Tho Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer, in moving a Vote of 
Credit for live hundred million 
pounds, mentioned with pride : 
that there had boon a slight 
reduction in tho daily rate of 
expenditure since the last Vote 
was taken. This unique pho- 





THE RIPOSTE. 

Mb. McKenna. Sib Auckland Geddes. 


dent threatened to resign un- 
less his staff was increased by 
fifty. His chief decided that 
it should be reduced by fifty 
instead ; and the work is being 
ten times better done. 

Tho Ministry of Munitions 
was cited as the chief offender 
in the matter of finance, its 
transactions being so large that 
an originally trilling orror may 
easily run into millions. Sir 
Worthington Evans admitted 
that mistakes might still hap- 
pen “ with young girls who do 
not know tho difference be- 
tween a debit and a credit.” 

The Peers were simultane- 
ously engaged in examining a 
series of “ lightning sketches ” 
of tho War Cabinet at work. 
Lord Midleton seemed to 
see them, in Lord Curzon’s 
phrase, as “half-a-dozen oli- 
garchs, drunk with autocracy 



£ 



Lady from Town {talcing up farm-work ). “And I’ via brought my dogs. I thought tiiby’d be so good porw tiib subbi'.” 
Farmer. “My word l But you ’vb got a dot to urn. Wh don’t feed sheep on tjibm things." 


and swamped with work,” while Lord 
Quezon himself pictured thorn rather 
as a business-like Hoard of Directors, 
meeting every day, and steadily work- 
ing through thoir agenda , with the 
assistance of the iioads of Depart- 
ments. 

Thursday, June 120///. — For several 
weeks it has been a popular pastime 
in the House of Commons to ask when 
the promised Homo Hide Bill was to ho 
introduced, and Mr. 1 >onau Law has 
shown much good-humour and versa- 
tility in constructing suitably varied but 
invariably evasive replies. However, 
tho game is now over, for in the House 
of Lords this afternoon Lord Curzon 
frankly admitted that the policy of 
running Homo Kulo and Conscription 
in double harness had been abandoned. 
Better things are expected from tho new 
pair — Firm Government and Voluntary 
Recruiting. 

In the Commons Mr. Morrell once 
more raised the dingy standard of 
Peacc-at-any-price, and Mr. Snowden 
gave the most abject exhibition of " do- 
featist ” tactics that the British Parlia- 
ment has yet witnessed. In his view 
Germany is a badly-maligned country 
which cherishes no idea of world-dom- 
ination, and whoso military defeat is 


equally impossible and undesirable. 
The only merit of his speech was to 
stir Mr. Balfour to a righteous indig- 
nation which wanned and vivified an 
admirable restatement of our war-aims. 
The Pacifists did not venture to go to 
a division. 

Later on Sir Auckland Geodes 
vigorously defended tho National Ser- 
vice Department against tho attacks 
of Mr. McKenna and Sir Donald 
Maclean. If any tiling it was under- 
staffed rather than over-staffed ; and its 
respo nsi 1 >i li ty was con fi n cd to scei n g t h at 
men were up to tho standard of lit ness 
accordant with thoir age; it was tho 
business of tho War Oflico to tako care 
that they were properly used. Once 
more wo seem to be up against the lack 
of co-ordination — blessed word! — be- 
tween two Departments of State. 

“Forty matches, roughly, contain one cubic 
inch of timber, and assuming that tho in- 
habitants of the United Kingdom (40,000,000) 
were each allotted tho moderate number of 
three matches per day, each day’s consump- 
tion would form a giant solid cube with sides 
measuring 2,000 feet (moro than Five times tho 
height of St. Paul’s ). ” — Evening News. 

After endeavouring to verify this calcu- 
lation the gloomy Dean has become 
gloom ior than ever. 


A RATIONAL CONCLUSION. 

Not long ago 1 viewed with much mis- 
giving 

My form once typical of manly grace, 
And paler grow the smile born of good 
living 

As rose my weight at an alarming 
pace ; 

Now, as 1 draw my frugal war time 
ration 

And view a figure once inure trim 
and svelte, 

I deem the foe quite in the Teuton 
fashion — 

Once more lias vainly struck below 
tho belt. 

The Social Revolution. 

“ Parlourmaid, where tbiee ladies arc kept.” 

Moniinj I'vat . 

11 A particularly brilliant exploit stands to 
Ibc credit of one of their ( the French] batta- 
lions. It was surrounded and summoned to 
surrender. Instead it changed its direction, 
going south and lighting its way through with 
tho bayonet. As soon as it was froo it half- 
turned to tho right and, moving north, drovo 
back the enemy .” — Morning Taper, 

Who, deceived by our Allies’ clovor 
handling of tho points of the compass, 
was oxpccting them in the south-west. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Ry Mr. Punch's Stuff of Learned Clerks.) 

We most of us know by now, and have cause to respect, 
Mr. Stephen Graham's childlike openness, his unabated 
optimism and his generous pity for the under dog. These 
qualities ho offers us again in another volume of self- 
rovelation, The Quest of the Pace (Macmillan), Bub I feel 
that wo have a right of protest against his loose method 
and his quite appalling discursiveness. The study which 
gives the hook its titlo is extraordinarily obscure in inten- 
tion ; it describes, I should suppose, tho writer's quest of 
the Christ in his fellow-man. Christ has the face of every 
man, and every man the face of Christ. It also is largely 
concerned with canvassing the opinion of the passers-by 
on the Christos of the Russian painter, Yasnetsof. inci- 
dentally the author goes to a phrenologist and offers “ a 
portrait of Christ which has no halo” for analysis. “A 
strong face but most unbalanced,” says the phrenologist, 
and M r. G r iham builds 
bis comment as if the 
portrait ho bad sub- 
mitted had been an 
authentic photograph. 

This is quite character- 
istic. The ten other 
short pieces have little 
relation to each other 
or to any clearly dis- 
cernible centre, i ndoed 
I am afraid Mr. Graham 
is getting into a habit 
of printing all ho writes 
and of writing rather 
than thinking. Is this 
wise? Rut perhaps no 
one hut a mystic ought 
to l oad, still loss pass 
judgment on, a mystic’s 
work. It is testimony 
to the sincerity of the 
author that his most 
infuriating technique Seercaa. “Do you seek to mom: the 
and splendid scorn of dbahonk?" 

normal logic should AJjlictnl DomchUc. “Lou no, Mum. I 
not alienate the sym- 
pathy of oven such a worldly person as myself. 




Mr. John L. Griffiths was one of those brilliant and 


music with the substance of rare thought woven into it. 
The book contains a Memoir by his wife, who describes 
to us a most attractive and delightful personality. 

IIow far into the dark backward and abysm of time those 
days are gone when to lind in a novel or play the actual 
undisguised name of a Manchester street was to experience 
a thrill straight from the newest movement in literature. 
Latoly, I fancy, Manchester as a setting has become slightly 
demodd ; but here in The Silver Lining (IIodder and 
Stoughton) you may see Mr. Harold Briohouse playing 
the old topographical trick with apparently undiminished 
zest. As usual also poor Manchester, foster-mother of the 
Arts, comes in for nothing hut blame ; indeed the “ Silver 
Lining ” of the titlo is to ho found in the fact that the War, 
dreadful as it is, enables the elderly hero to escape from a 
lifo blasted by overlong sojourn in that city. Before the 
Kaiser came to his roscuoi this samo John lioss had made 
a gallant effort to lling off commercialism and recapture 

his youth (wo moot 
him as a man of forty) 
through the medium of 
art. The tale of how 
Ross, who was of the 
Boaux-Arts Ueforo he 
gave lip Paris for 
Mosley Street, tried to 
j get hack over the years 
and paint something 
that would prove his 
ancient birthright, is 
, the host thing in Mr. 
Brighouse’h book. His 
pen - pictures of the 
queer little artist coterie 
who lived on a hill-side 
in Wales and called 
themselves The Cave 
Dwellers have a lino 
opon-air vigour which 
seems to desert him 
in the very suburban 

I FUTURE OR TO I.EAltN OF SOME ABSENT atmOSphcVG of JoJlIL 

Ross's homo lifo and 

: JUST WONDERED IF YOU COULD FUT ME fa intfigllO. POT- 

haps, however, this is 
an intended, and only too successful, contrast; in that 
case it is certainly one upon which the writer rather than 
the reader is to he felicitated. 


JUST WONDERED IF YOU COULD FUT ME 


high-principled men with regard to whom his fellow-country- 
men make a mental reserva! ion when, as sometimes happens, 
they abuse politics and politicians. After a useful career in 
his own country lie was, in 1900, appointed Consul at 
Liverpool, which one of his predecessors — no other, iudood, 
than Hawthorne — once described as “ a very pleasant place 
to got away from.” Four years later ho was made American 
Consul-General at London, and in 1914, before the out- 
break of tho War, ho died deeply regretted by a body of 
friends numerous in America and scavcoly less numerous in 
this country. The Greater Patriotism (John Lane) is a 
collection of tho public addresses delivered by this most 
remarkable man in England and America. The cause to 
which ho chiefly devoted himself was that of reconciliation 
and friendship between his own country and ours, and for 
this purpose ho spent over and over again the magnificent 
gift of eloquence with which ho had been so lavishly en- 
dowed. Twice did 1 who write these lines hear him, and 
on each occasion ho loft mo amazed by tho oratory ho had 
displayed — not more sounding brass, but a line ami elevated 


Whatever Mr. John S. Margerison finds time to write 
about sailors 1 hope to find timo to read, for he always 
delivers what are known as “tho goods.” The Hungry 
Hundred (Pearson) is as captivating a yam as any lover 
of sailormon can want; it is full of humanity and a rough 
but real humour. At the end of it the author says, “This 
is no fanciful tale of the sea. It is a true and faithful 
account of tho adventures of sixteen good, true, red-blooded 
men and of an ollicer who, himself human, possessed the 
knowledge of the correct way to handle his raw material. 
Hard cases, every soul.” Hard cases indeed were these 
R.N.R. proteges of Lieut. Murray, and how he won their 
confidence is told here with a genuine knowledge of men 
and ships, though perhaps with too great a passion for 
emotional scenes. One little point puzzles me, namely, how 
Lieut . Murray managed to get Devonshire butter for his 
men when lie landed them at Falmouth. But perhaps 
Mr. Margeiuson fools, as I do, that Cornwall has been too 
much in the public eye of late. 


.P U INUfi, UK THE UJJNUUJN UHfl'KT V XJffl . — '•) uW5n7T9lHT 


Muratti 



CIGARETTE 
SITUATIONS No. 6. 

If the dear old lady asks 
what you think of the war 
— the fitting smoke for the 
situation is an Ariston. 

In all moments ot* exasperation 
of embarrassment, of disquietude 
the smoking of an Ariston 
and yet another — assists in re- 
adjusting matters to harmony 
its fragrant, unequalled tush 
helps thought and brings an 
appreciation of the things that 
really matter. 

Allonge with your tobacconist to send a regular supply 
to your Naval or Military Frieiul. (Juantities of 200 
are duty free and catriage paid. A risten No. 10—171- , 
Ariston Gold Tipped— 1 71-, or Neb-Ka No. 2 — 15J-. 

Obtainable from all hiiih-r.Iass tobacconists or from 
M lh AT I l‘s LbL.Wt -ji lin.l Depot. 28, Piccadilly, London, W. 


Ariston No. 10, Large, 
Dubec. 

100 - 11 /- 50-B/6 25 -- 2 /IO! 

Ariston Gold Tipped 

(22 ct.) Medium Dubec 
loo—l 1 /- 50 - 5/6 20—2 , 3 




ARISTON 

Cigarettes. 


Ariston Delicat for tluj e 
who prefer a mu. ill cigarette. 
i«x»— 8,6 50-4/3 25-2,1} 

Neb-Ka No. 2 Large 

Tut Kish. 

100— 10/- 5° ~ 5 /- 
20 — 2 /- 10 — 1 /■ 


B. MURATTI, SONS & CO. LTD., Manchester, London, Laris, New York. 


War Epidemic of Greyness. 

TIMELY DISCOVERY BY PARIS PHYSICIAN. 


A great and growing war epidemic 
** of Greyness is prematurely ageing 
hundreds of thousands of men aiul 
women — the direct result of 
-*■>-« the many anxieties of war- 
time. 

Fortunately, Necessity has 
once more proved the Mo- 
ther of Invention. A distin- 
guished Paris physician - 
scientist (now serving with 
the French Red-Cross) has 
discovered a simple, easy, 
and inexpensive method of 
re-charging the inside of each 
and every Grey Hair with 
new colouring matter. Turkish, Russian , or hot water baths, shampoos, 
rain, mist, fog, or perspiration have not the slightest effect on the 
*' Jnecto "-restored hair. And the naturalness defies detection. A well- 
known Royal Princess writes : “ ‘Inecto ’ has given me the greatest 
satisfaction .’* Significant, indeed, is the fact that over 1,500 of the 
leading Court and other hairdressers who make a speciality of restoring 
grey hair now use the 11 Inecto " Process in preference to all the old 
dye and stain methods. The new method can be carried out at home 
quite safely and inexpensively, or by the experts at the “Inecto’* 
Salons in London. Interested readers may obtain further particulars 
on application in person or by letter to : 



My Hair never looked so ''lovely' 


before. 


INECTO salons 

(Dept. P). 15a, North Audley Street, Oxford Street, London, W.l. 
(dose to Selfridgc’s). Also at Paris, Milan, and Melbourne. 




LONDON DEPOTS: 


126 Regent Street, W. 1 
456 Strand. W.C. 2 
30 Sloane Street, S.1% 1 
102 Kensington Hi*h Street, W. 8 
115 Victoria Street, S.W. 1 
85-86 Cheapside, E.C, 2 


Jaeger Agents in every Tow 


BATHING COSTUMES. 

In Navy or Black, 
with Red or White Stripe ; 
from 13/6 to 23/6 
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THE SOBS LIEUTENANT AVIATEUR : 

“Ticns, mon ami — in France I smoke the cigarette of 
caporal, so black and strong, more deadly than the 
mitrailleuse ! 

“But since I am arrive here I do like all your pilotes, 
I c^say the golden tobacco of the English, how you call 
him ? — A-r-r-r-rrmee Club ! Magnifique, mon vieux ! " 

“ CAVANDER’S 

ARMY CLUB” 

CIGARETTES. 

Sold by the tootling Tobacconists amt in all the Canteens. 


i§b<Mf r,y ~ a ~ 

who values a clean healthy skin should use only 

SAPON Soaps 

EnTIRKI.Y Dll'l l KM'S ! FROM Alt. OTHKR S(>AI\S. 

A Non-Commissioned Officer writes:-— 

"I am in the open all day long, and down hero we are 
plagued with mosquitoes ami gnats. Since 1 have used your 
• Wood’ Tar Soap 1 have not had any trouble with these pests. 
In addition 1 find it peculiarly refreshing after a hard day’s 
work . 

“ Those of my friends to whom l have given a tablet, speak of 
it very highly, and we are only griev ed there is not a supply 
nearer than four miles. Still, it speaks for itself when a man 
will walk four miles to get a particular brand of Soap." 

4 D per Tablet 

SAPON SOAPS, LIMITED 

Sitpon House, London Bridge, E.C. 4. 

SAPON Wonderful 

“Wood” Tar Soap 
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The 

First Pipe 

The first pipe was a hollow 
forked cane, two ends of which 
were placed in the nostrils, and the 
other over the burning tobacco. 
The leaves were dried by the sun on 
stone and pounded into a pastille. 

Bond of Union tobacco is the 
same gift of the soil of Virginia, 
but the blending of different leaves 
produces a wonderful harmony of 
flavour unknown to the primitive 
pipe. 

You will find it a delightful 
smoke, highly aromatic, full in 
flavour like a vintage wine, yet as 
cool as virgin snow upon the palate. 



Mild, ll U 'oz. ; Medium and Full, fO^’oz. 

FOR THE FRONJ\ — We ic,ll post "Bond of 
Union” to Soldo rs at the Front, specially packed, at 4j2 
per lb., duty free . Minimum order £ lb . Postage 
(extra) If- for h)b. up to lhlb. and 2j4up to 4lb. Order 
through your tobacconist or send remittance direct to us, 

COPE BROS. & CO„ LTD., LIVERPOOL. 
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A RUNNING ACCOUNT WITH THE ENEMY. 


“And what is a ‘clean’ Poace?” I asked. “Is it anything like a ‘clean slato ’ ? ” Of course I knew it 
wasn’t a bit like it, but when one is interviewing somebody one has to ask these easy questions. 

“Pooplo talk rather loosely about- a ‘clean’ Peace,” replied Mr. Punch. “Those who object to a boycott of 
German trade after tho War, as implying a reservation of malice and animosity, seem to forget that in tho Pcaco 
of 1871, which they would call a ‘clean* Peace, the Germans demanded an indemnity which was meant to cripple 
Franco for at least a generation. It is raro enough for a ‘ clean ’ Pcaco to bo made even with a foe that has 
fought cleanly, as France had fought. But when you havo been fighting a dishonourable enemy you cannot treat 
a war like a football match where teams that havo fought with the utmost fury cheer one anothor at tho finish 
and there ’s an end of it. That, of course, is in the spirit of British sport ; but it assumes the same spirit in 
your opponents. How aro you to make a ‘clean’ Poace with a dirty enemy? 

“That great sportsman, Thomas Atkins, is a little too apt (all honour to him for it) to take his wars as if ho 
were playing a friendly match. But that is not the way to win them, especially when your cnomy is Gorman and 
doesn’t mind what rules he breaks. Some of us recognised this at a very early stage and tried to inspire in our 
troops a right abhorrence for such a foe. For this wo were rebuked by certain good people who reminded us that 
we ought to love our enemies, and would have us make a distinction between the sinner, who deserved our affec- 
tion, and bis sin, which merited our strongest detestation. That is a distinction which is nob very practicable on 
the battle-field. We are not simply fighting against the abstract principles of treachery and murder; we are fight- 
ing against actual traitors and murderers, and we havo to see that they don’t do it again. This must be the 
one thought in our minds on the battlefield and in tho Pence conference. 

“And killing is not the only way to reach this end, though it is a very good way, and though no socurity 
is possible unless the enemy lias first been well beaten in tho field. There is another and surer way lots of 
quite average people have thought of it — by which you may bring things home to an autocracy that is not greatly 
•concerned about the sacrifico of its cannon-fodder ; and that is through its pocket. 

“Perhaps it is one of those ideas which are so obvious that only simple people, like myself, apprehend thorn, but 
I have always marvelled why wo don’t take a loaf or two out of the hooks of the Sibyl; why wo have not said to tho 
enemy: ‘Such and such are our irreducible terms, which include tho expiation of your offences by full recompense 
to your victims and by the bringing to justice of tlioso in high places who aro responsible for your filthy crimes. 
Accept theso terms and, though we cannot pretend to guarantee that any decent man will want to hold inter- 
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course with you for a few decades, we shall take no official action to prevent him if he has a morbid fancy that 
way. But decline our terms and for overy month that you keep us waiting you shall have a year’s boycott in 
the markets of the Allies/ That would touch the Teuton in his tenderost spot.” 

“Perhaps,’ I suggested, “the pooples of the Allied nations will take matters into their own hands and 
mako their own privato arrangements for a graduated boycott. What about the Union of Sailors and Firemen ? ” 

“ A very hopeful instance,” said Mr. Punch. “ They have tho right, if any men have, to choose their own 
way of dealing justice. These gallant fellows of the Mercantile Marine, of ‘The Fleets behind the Fleet,’ have 
had a more bittor experience of German savagery than any other body of men in these Islands. I had a talk 
with somo of them the other day, and they struck me as a typo that would not be likely to repudiate its debts. 
As you know, they have faithfully promised tho enemy that for a term of years, capablo of indefinite extension 
at tho enemy s pleasure, they will not convoy any Gorman on their ships or any goods coming from Germany 
or consigned thereto. Their scheme, which has been openly advertised, announces a definite tariff for Germau 
crimes at sea— so much additional boycott for each fresh oho. 

“Our ‘softies’ may call tt revenge if they like, but it is not that; it is not oven reprisal in kind — an eye for 
an eye; it is just a salutary way of teaching an inhuman enomy, by tho only method that ho is capablo of 
appreciating, that there are certain accounts which cannot bo closed by the signing of any Peace ; that it 
is impossible to have dealings with him or anything that is his until ho has purged at least some of his offence. 
As for tho duration of this lesson, that lies entirely within his own choice. Ho knows the tariff, and he can 
have as much losson as lie wants. 

“ Jt doesn’t worry me in tho least to bo told that such action on the part of Havelock Wilson and his Union, 
as being in the nature of a conspiracy against trade, may not be smiled upon by tho authorities. I should ho 
sorry for tho Government that attempted to put down this sort of strike. Indood, if we may judge by tho quick 
response of brench sailors to the appeal of their British comrades to join hands with them in this matter, it 
begins to look liko being tho first practical item in tho programme of a Hoagim of Nations. 

“ I was greatly impressed by tho quiet resolution of those mon of our Merchant Service. Their purpose is 
irrevocably fixed; and their languago on the subject was characterised by the extreme of candour. But they 
think more than they talk, as is the way with men who go dowa to the sea in ships; and these have faced 
worse perils than ever the cruellest soa devisod. 

“I hope, if they will lot mo, to visit thorn again, for it is a rare thing in thoso days to talk with mon who 
know their minds. And next timo I shall ask loavo to present them with a small porsonal tribute of my unbounded 
respect and admiration. It will tako tho form of ” 

“Stay, I can guess,” I interrupted. “I have long suspected that you have boon utilizing this interview for 
your own ends. You have, in fact, been rehearsing a Punch Epilogue; and now you liavo reached the hallowed 
climax where you present to a receptive audience your latest half-yearly volume.” 

“I congratulate you,” replied tho Sage, “on your penetrating observation of my methods. You liavo 
indeed rightly surmised that I propose to present these brave seamen with my 
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Dale plunged once more into the 
muddy darkness with liis optimism and 
Ills little black bag. 

The battery headquarters of the West 
Midlands was in the pangs of labour. 
It was Saturday night and it had been 
a busy week. Chapman had murdered 
Huns in scores, but he ’d taken no notice 
of the heap of correspondence that had 
accumulated. Threats of prosecution 
had left him unmoved, and it was only 
the Stall Captain’s tearful references to 
his starving wives and children that 
had touched him. Behold him now in 
his shirtsleeves adding up figures and 
filling up forms out of his own head 
like a bookmaker’s clerk at Hurst Park 
on a Bank Holiday. 

Kntcr figure hearing hag. It is 
muddy and wet, hut the gleam in the 
undefeated eye proves it to be Dale, my 
dear Watson. 

i4 This is not the public bar,” said 
Chapman, who was a coarse irreverent 
person. “ What is it, tea or insurance 
policies?” 

“ I have hero a scheme ” began 

Dale. 

“ No good, old chap. I’m awful busy, 
and they ’re going to send me homo if 
I don’t got all these sums done by to- 
night. If it s gunnery you ’re on, see 
Maguire at the right section. He’s 
been doing it for years and years and 
years, ever since there was a war, and 
he’s very keen. Goes over at night 
and hits his duds with a hammer to 
make 'em go off. He’ll follow you 
about like a fox-terrier after a bit of 
Liver if you’ve got anything new.’’ 

The reel ends with Dale once more 
trudging through the darkness towards 
better things. 



Unluckily for Dale, Maguire was at 
the O.P., and the captain of the battery 
had been fetched away from his horses 
to look after the section. It was doind 
dull, but by mixing together a little 
from every bottle on the shelf and set- 
ting fire to the result he made a passable 
cocktail, and tided over the had patches 
with the aid of the gramophone. 

During the evening in walked the 
weirdest object ho VI over seen. It was 
covered with mud, and it opened a little 
black bag full of waste-paper and wire 
that had como from a dustbin, and 
began to talk. It did talk, and tho 
Captain couldn’t understand a word. 
IIo kopt the bayonet handy that they 
used for a poker in case it was a 
German or a civilian visitor to the 
Front. At last he led it out to the 
guns. Just at that maxnont one of 
the guns fired ; some of tho mud on the 
figure cracked and came off* and he 
recognised it for an officer. Then it 


The man uho is ft ml of If Lay Days 

OF BL VINO Til KM OFF THE T\LAJN OIKI.S. T 

began to dawn on him that it hadn’t 
come to tune the piano, but that it was 
talking about Geometry. Ho stinted 
and said, “Maguire is it you want? 
Keep straight up the road, turn to the 
right at the first trench, and you ’ll find 
him in Dog’s Nose Villa. Hurry, in 
case ho hears you coming and commits 
suicide.” 

And on, ever on, went tho pilgrim. 

Tho elusive Maguire was chatting to ' 
some pessimistic infantrymen when tho 
pioneer of efficiency arrived, so the latter 
poured all his ideas into the ear of the 1 
telephonist. The telephonist had once 
been doorkeeper to an editor and force 
of habit stepped in 

Yes, Sir. Keep straight on till you 
got to the front line. Take the first 
opening in front of you, crawl under 


uytH'j useful Jvnntila). "No. I makf \ Fnivi 
HKY can’t oft kid of ’km so quick fy.” 

the wire across by the shell holes and 
go straight forward. Newer mind the 
bullets. It's only the follows clearing 
out their rifles. Drop into tho next 
’ trench you come to and ask again.” 

Maybe the Herr Oherleutnant m 
Wilhelm trench got rid of Dale and 
he’s still wandering on ; hut his memory 
lives with certain stern soldiers to this 
•lay. 

Our Tactful Advertisers. 

“A well-educated (lirl, under '1.0, to act as 
rqii.d in companionship to elderly widow 
lady/’— Yorkshire J J ost. 

Tu the vindication of this principle, the 
people 4>i the United States are ready to de 
vole their liver, their honor, and every thing 
that they possess.”— / / / ntransiycanl {Dans). 

Nothing is said about their heart, but 
wo Tc surq.it ’s in the right place. 
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THE OSTRICH AND THE PASTRYCOOK. 

f* Sm ( -■--fill (*v s have been made 
in tlm nunitrv for the use in ennfeetioncry of 
1 i < ] u i< 1 <Mri li e.'g-;.”- Daily Chronicle.] 

Tiim ostrich is a curious fowl, 

Unlike the peacock or tlie owl; 

Ho runs with a prodigious speed, 
Outstripping barbs of Anil) breed. 

1 1 is appei it (? is catholic, 

For, if you heave at him a brick, 

A bottle, or a nail or shoe. 

He swallows and digests ’em too. 

The ostrich is robust and full 
And active, but 1 li s brain is small; 
His way of playing hide-and-seek 
Is quite pathetic, though unique. 

He is not, simply viewed as meat, 
Particularly goo 1 to eat ; 

Hut yearly pluck 'd and curled and 
sold 

His leathers fetch their weight in 

So much 1 knew before the War 
Of ostriches and ostrich lore, 

Hut only learned a week ago 
Of other boons which they bestow. 

For now confectioners, a clan 
Who comfoit much-enduring man, 
Have enterprisingly bestirred 
Themselves to utilise this bird, 

And from its huge and liquid eggs, 
Hermetically sealed in kegs, 

They draw profuse materials, which 
In protcids are extremely rich. 

Then let us hail with joyful turn's 
The ostrich for its latest boons, 
Including, though their products vary, 
The emu and the cassowarv. 

“Mr.- , having come of milit.irv n;;c, h:is 

resigned the position of organist, ami earned 
the thanks and goodwill of the congregation.” 

Parish M u/a.ine. 

Still we think the news might have 
been more tactfully convex ed. 

“ Another was wounded with an armour- 
piercing pulht designed for tanks.” 

J'l oriiu ail Paper. 

It must have been of the same family 
as the bird that was semd to us the 
other night at the Restaurant. 

“Guard Aii tli, seeing that the collision was 
inevitable, jumped out of his vail a few mo- 
ments before it was reduced to matchwood, 
and now lies on the bank a mere splash of 
twisted iron and wood splinters.” 

Natal Witness. 

From the context the van appears to 
have been standing at a platform, and 
wo are happy to bo able to report that 
Guard Airth is completely whole and 
shows no signs of his terrible experience. 


THE CRUMPET HOUND, 

To my humblo and incurious car 
has come the first faint whisper of a 
new Army sensation. Officialdom and 
bureaucracy have once more attempted 
to legislate for tho human heart. It 
seems that there are those in high 
places who suppose that, mere plenitude 
of braid and badges may tit a mortal 
man to sit in judgment upon another’s 
dog. 

l’Yom a horrified depot in France one 
i Cooper! h waite, a man universally hon- 
: nu red by dogs gentle and simple, writes 
j to me with a fountain pen that splutters 
1 from sheer bewilderment, 
i “Head this,” he writes, “which was j 
; circulated a week ago by our new com- j 
mandant, and never ask again why the 
: War takes so lung to win : — 

* “‘All Officers desirous of keeping a 
| dog will please parade their dogs at this j 
; office at 1) a.m. to-morrow, so that thej 
0.0. may decide.’ 

“ How and what did the (3.0. propose 
to decide’/ ” asks Cooperthwaite rheto- 
rically, well aware of my inability to 
i answer. “ Were ho a connoisseur I 
I should see in this order a. dark design, 
and keep my invaluable Hehemoth j 
strictly under my eye till the 0.0. had 
a dog of his own. Hut lie is not. Never 
a dog in the depot, follows any pattern 
familiar to him. He is perhaps know- 
ledgable concerning standard dogs, 

| dogs of family, conventional types vary- 
ing conventionally, such as terrier, fox, 
Hark L and Mark l ; , hut has his chill 
heal t room for that unique and com 
panionable scallywag, that sport (in the 
biological as in the popular sense), the 
Active Service Hog of whom the Kennel 
Club takes no cognisance/ 

“ lie know him and his qualities, his 
discrimination, his camaraderie, his 
Mark Tapleyism, but upon bis origins 
who will theorise/ Who dare legislate 
regarding points which will never he 
repeated / Seldom indeed are his beau- , 
tics physical. The frank and unem- 
barrassed soul that laughs through the; 
brown windows of his eyes owes its 
happiness to no pride of pedigree. He 
is not a prize-winner; he is a philo- 
sopher. 4 And the O.G. would decide ! ’ 
Is he a seer to read the hearts of dogs 
and men, and comprehend the basis of 
their love Z How could his young ex- 
perience enable him to judge tho suit- 
ability of my Hehemoth as a companion 
for me — Hehemoth, who met mo at 
Lcvantio and knew a kindred soul Z 
Or to appreciate Macph arson's shape- 
less Susan, who throw in her lot with 
him at Kcmmel ? Or Russell’s Rongo, 
faultless ratter and devoted friend, 
though of preposterously ungraceful 
presence/ Such as these wo vowed 


wo would parade for no man. For that 
matter, wero it not presumptuous to 
boast that we ‘ kept ’ such creatures as 
these? They share tho vicissitudes of 
life and rations with us, but wo do not 
and could not ‘keep’ them. Did they 
wish to do so they could leave us to- 
morrow' as they came, vanishing into 
the unknown whence, smiling and with 
agitated sterns, they came to us. 

“ Wo held a little meeting and decided 
upon a course of action. Each officer 
paraded a dog, but the same dog, the 
Sergeant-Major's indescribable Heinz, 
so-called because his appearance sug- 
gests at least ‘57 varieties’ in pedi- 
gree. He is like — but he is like nothing 
\ou have ever seen; and is more in- 
telligent, far more, than any creature 
who dissipates his thought in speech. 

“Tho 0.0. was caustic when Heinz 
was shown into his office for tho first 
time, but when he had seen him seven 
times it was plain that he recognised 
the peril of condemning over-hastily a 
strain so consistent in its ugliness. 

‘ What do you call these dogs/’ he asked 
Huggins, llcinz’s seventh introducer. 
‘Not dogs, please, Sir,’ said Huggins, 
shocked; ‘hounds. Crumpet hounds. 
The blemish keep them to watch their 
crumpets toasting, and bark when they 
are brown. 1 call mine Alfred.’ 

“ When he had inspected Heinz nine 
times the 0.0. grew weary. ‘I won’t 
see any more to-day,’ ho said; ‘some 
morning next week we ’ll have the pack 
out and make toast for the depot.’ 

“ We still await that parade, George. 
Meanwhile wo begin to like the new 
Commandant, who has struck up a 
close friendship with an animal 1 can 
only describe as a Skyo-Fox- Hoodie, 
and not one of us has lost his dog.” 

MY CHERRY-TREE. 

Tin: blossom of my cherry-tree 
Was an enchanting sight to see 
(When you could tell it from the snow) ; 
Along this row 

No other house had such a show ; 

The birds would come and chirp for 
hours 

About the dietetic promise of those 
flowers. 

Hut yesterday I went to see 
The produce of my cherry-tree; 

The harvest seemed to be just one, 

And not much fun 
In that, for it was underdone. 

A blackbird pinched that green ewc- 
lamb 

And now regrets it in his little dia- 
phragm. 

“Coals to Newcastle.” 

“ Mr. Lloyd George received a great oration 
from tlic company .” — North H'a/re lHonecr. 
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Annoy'd Patriot . “W'Ki.r., now cax yon kxim’.ct mi: to know as much about hwmatcing as you ff.i.lows who'jim at it Ar.r. 
tin; ykaii noi iso? ” 


IN TUB SMOKING-BOOM. 

“1 skk,” said tlio (lily man, “ that 
someone lias invented an instrument 
for cutting coupons. That seems to mo 
a perversion of brain-power. What can 
be easieror simpler tlianeuftingeoupons 
Avitli a pair of nail-scissors ? ” 

“Or tearing them off?” someone 
said. 

“Yes, or tearing them off. Still, 
here if is, in black and white. ‘ A 
handy instrument for cutting coupons/ 
Now that may supply a long-felt want, 
or if may not, and personally 1 deplore 
it, because if suggests that the War is 
going on for ever; but,” the City man 
Continued, “ there is, as a matter of fact, 
one invention that really is needed.” 

lie paused so long that one of us 
simply had to say, “ What is that? ” 

“ A clip,” said the City man, “ to be 
clamped on to telephones to hold the car- 
piece so that, while a message is being 
waited for, one can go on writing or 
reading letters. As it is you have only 
one hand free instead of two. I am 
continually ringing up people who have 
to bo fetched to the telephone from 
distant parts of their oflices, and all the 
time I am waiting for them is lost, 
just because I havo only one hand free.” 

“ There are gadgets for the purpose,” 
someone said. 

“Anyhow, what I want is merely a 


piece of bent iron that can ho fixed to 
any telephone, with a cradle for the 
ear-piece. Surely that shouldn’t cost 
more than hall-a-erown. Why, 1 ’d 
finance the thing myself.” 

“ Is there any invention you want? ” 
the City man suddenly asked, turning 
to his neighbour. 

“ Most decidedly not,” he replied. 
“ All inventions arc detestable to me. 
But l can’t think,” lie continued wist- 
fully, “why those memory mind-train- 
ing people havo chosen just this time 
for appealing to the public. I ’vo no 
doubt it s a splendid system in fact, 
after reading all the literary swells on 
its merits, I’m sure it is — but why now? 
why now ? ” 

“Why not?” I asked. 

“ Because,” said ho, “ these aro times 
when one wants not to learn how to 
remember but to learn how to forget. 
I’m always recalling things that I 
would give anything to leave in ob- 
livion ; chiefly the old happy days before 
the War — the days that can never come 
again. The backward look was always 
melancholy, but before the War one 
could make some effort to repeat old 
joys. Now one can’t. Take cricket, for 
example. I went to see that match at 
Lord’s the other day, but what was the 
uso of it ? It was all wrong. It wasn’t 
cricket; it was a memorial service in 
honour of a game long since dead. It 


made me. perfectly miserable, whereas, 
if I had taken a course of honest 
memory-destroyer, I should havo been 
perfectly serene. L should havo come 
to if fresh. And that ’s not all,” he 
went on. “ There are discreditable pas- 
sages in one’s own life that one wants 
to forget. Isn’t that so? ” 

“ Speak for yourself,” we said. 

“ I do,” he replied. “ Well, one 
couldn’t forget them, before, and one 
will forget them even less if one goes 
in for the sinowy mind-training course. 
Now why doesn’t someone start a Nir- 
vana System or a Nepenthe System, 
or a Lethe System, or whatever you 
scholarly fellows may call it, and give 
some of us a chance to bo a little at 
peace with ourselves ? ” 

“What about alcohol?” somoono 
suggested. “Don’t you remember 
IIenuky’s lino : — 

‘ Let ns be dumb and for a while forget ’ ? ” 
“That’s no good,” ho said testily. 
“ Only millionaires can be drunk now 
on wine ; or, on spirits, only men with 
an unlimited capacity for absorption, the 
stuff ’s so weak. No, it’s mind-traiuing 
I want, not body-drenching. I want a 
system that undertakes to make me 
forget what I don’t want to remember.” 

Deadly Humour at the Front. 

“ Our anti-tank funs knocked out the enemy’s 
tanks at point blank range.” — Daily Paper . 
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j other departments he gratefully replied, , obtained by the exercise of the right of 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. .. j a m sure if my department is blamed j search at : sea, we should have been at so 
Monday , July 8th. — The p6pular re-, it is blamed unjustly." Next he pooh- .much pains to infoun the Netherlands 
cipo for winning the War is to intern; poohed the same hon. Member’s appre- j Government that the arrangement was 
such enemy aliens as still retain a cer-j hensions regarding tbe public utterances not to be taken as forming a precedent, 
tain measuro of restricted freedom. It ; of some British emissaries to America, | A good many Members looked askance 
found an enthusiastic exponent in Lord' and assured him that “ more harm is at the Maternity and Lnlia Welfare Bill 
Bereseord and a vociferous 


critic in Lord Buckmastkr, 
who refused to be a party to 
interning everybody who had 
a namo which was difficult 
to pronounce — a rule which 
would press hardly, by the 
way, upon the holders of 
some undoubtedly British 
patronymics, such as Sir 
IIenky Dalssiel, fcho fugle- 
man of the alien -hunters in 
tho Commons. 

Originally elected for seven 
years, the present Parlia- 
ment promptly reduced its 
statutory term by two years. 
Mr. Asquith, a little hyper- 
bolically, described this as 
“an act of rare self-sacri- 
fice." Ilowover, the War 
prevented the sacrifico from 
being consummated and Par- 
liament has since on five 
occasions lengthened its own 
existence until with the ex- 
tension approved to-day it 
bids fair to last on into its 



Mr. Lloyd George (f nun ping up hie eccund-haml 1010 Wi shuineter) 
1 HOPE THE OLD 'HUH IS HOOD i'OIt ANOTIIEB SIX MONTHS." 


on the ground that it might 
prejudice the proposal for a 
Ministry of Health, on which 
they have set their hearts. 
Mr. Hayes Fisher had to use 
a good deal of tact to get it 
through Committee. If it 
wero “ a shabby little Bill," 
as someone had called it, it 
would, at any rate, he said, 
comfort a good many “ shab- 
by little " mothers. 

Wednesday , July 10th. — If 
the present House of Com- 
mons could bind its succes- 
sors we might hope that pen- 
sions would be permanently 
divorced from party politics. 
Tbe American system, of 
which Bir Montague Bar- 
low gave some racy illustra- 
tions, might add to the gaiety 
of the nation but would cer- 
tainly corrupt its honesty. 
Mr. IIogge, who knows a 
good deal about pensions and 
politicians, was convinced 
that, whatever the House 


eighth year. But though no direct op done by certain speeches and questions mi; lit decide, candidates would not re 

- IV 1 ! : 4.1. L. II »» ..*4. 4l.~ 4- 4--4-.* _ 4. .. i,:j : L 


position was offered there was a general ! in this House.’ 

sentiment running through tho speeches j Finally, ho explained the much-can- 
that this must bo “ tho last time, Clem, j vassed concessions to the Dutch convoy 


iny boy," and that the new voters must 
soon have a chance of electing a now 

House of Commons— a prospect which | quite easy to understand why, if 


in a manner which seemed to satisfy 
most of the critics ; though it was not 

the 


Mr. Ponhonhy, of all people, appeared , conditions agreed upon gave us more 
to welcome. Now that is seif-sacri- , substantial security than we could have 
fico. | 

Tuesday , July Oth. — You remember | 
tho story of the over-insured shop-! 
keeper who, to tho congratulations of 
a friend on “his beautiful firo last Tues- 
day," replied, “ Not last Tuesday, you 
fool ; next Tuesday I" It came into my 
mind when Mr. Hogge, d 'pro pox of a 
question put by Mr. Pringle, began to 
recite in impressive tones an obviously 
prepared “ supplementary." He was 
pulled lip by his confederate’s agonized 

whisper, “ Not this question, you " 

[I failed to catch the term of endear- 
ment employed] , and the ensuing 
laughter. Most men would have kept 
quiet after that ; but Mr. IIogge, nothing j 
if nob pachydermatous, repeated his 
“supplementary " after Mr, Pringle’s 
next question. 

Lord UOhert Cecil had quite a j 
pleasant afternoon. Upon Mr. King’s 
expressing anxiety lest the reticence of 
the Foreign Office should cause it to 
bo unjustly blamed for the mistakes of 



sist the temptation to bid against one 
another for the pensioners’ vote. 

Incidentally the debate revealed the 
fact that, when the Pensions Ministry 
was formed, its now pertinacious critic 
asked for or was offered - on this point 
he and Mr. Bonak Law contradicted one 
another flatly — the post of its Under- 
secretary. Whether tbe hon. Member 
refused to sacrifice his independence or 
whether the Pensions Minister declined 
to work tali au,rilio — again the authori- 
ties differ — Mr. IIogge must be regarded 
as a Stickit Minister, and all allowances 
made for him. 

The rest of the evening was taken up 
with an attack on the National Ship- 
yards, which so far have cost several 
millions of money without producing a 
single vessel. But if the House ex- 
pected to see another volte-face on the 
part of another Geodes it was dis- 
appointed. Brother Eric was as stiff 
as Brother Auckland {in the matter of 
Grades) had been pliant, and, declaring 
that tho project had the support of Lord 
PiiutiE (who sat in the Peers’ Gallery), 
announced his determination to see it 
through to the end. 

Thursday , July 11th . — The Cumann - 
na-mBan, one of the Irish associations 
recently “proclaimed," is, according to 
Mr, King, a harmless body composed of 
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women, and its political activities have 
boon confined to resisting compulsory 
military service. By way of achieving 
their peaceful object they seem to have 
gone in largely for drilling and riile- 
shooting. It seems a pity that all this 
energy should be wasted. If Irishmen 
still hang hack from the colours why 
not reconstitute the C iimmin-na-mBmi 
as a corps of Irish Amazons? 

The Board of Agriculture was invited 
by Sir John Spear to do something or 
other to’ save the crops from “the con- 
tinued drought.” As the rain was at 
that moment coming down in torrents 
the appropriate reply would have been 
the remark attributed to the Scotch 
minister in similar circumstance: “0 
Lord, this is fair ridecelous ! ” But 
Sir It. Winfrey missed his chance and 
stuck to his official brief. 

APPLIED MATHEMATICS. 

n. 

I have told you once before 
How Augustus (surnamed Gore) 
Practically won the War. 

Now if you will listen well 
I will try my best to tell 
How Augustus in a lit 
Of abstraction finished it ; 

How, when the persistent Bosch 
Wouldn’t budge, the wily Focn, 
Sending straight to Oxford’s attics, 
Dragged him from his mathematics. 

The result, as you may guess, 

Was a most complete success. 

Bravo Augustus boldly ran, 

Dealing death with cot. and tan. 
Straight through all the Hun’s de- 
fences, 

Linos and lines and lines of trenches, 
Till ho noticed Kaiser Bill 
Standing on a little hill. 

Possibly Augustus may 
Have been overwrought that day ; 
Dusty were his riding breeches 
And his cap was crooked, which is 
Hardly what you M call correct, 

Nor what Emperors expect. 

It has oven been disputed 
Whether Mr. Gore saluted. 

Then the Kaiser in a pet 
(For on points of etiquette 
He is quite absurdly fussy), 

Glaring angrily at Gussic, 

Cried profanely, “Peace, he still! I am 
The All-Highest War- Lord William !” 
It had certainly been wiser 
If the mild and saintly Kaiser 
Had resolved at once to go ; 

But he lost his chance and so 
Fell, ’midst torrents of abuse, 

Base over hypotenuse, 

And of further life gave no sign — 
Gore had pinked him with a cosine. 


Shipper of Tiuj (fo careless hand). ‘*llo! 
PLAliUE 'ABIT, *A\E YEJt ? ” 

Does ho bear a Marshal’s baton? 
May he swagger with his hat on 
Where all other knees are bowed? 
No, Augustus is not proud. 

Shunning all the fame he’d earned 
Back to Oxford ho returned. 

If you go there any night 
You will find him sitting tight 
In tho dingiest of attics 
liubbing up his mathematics. 

Our Plutocratic Press. 

“11UNS STEAL £4,000,000* 

From Our Own Correspondent.” 

Daily Mail . 

“Mr. Bettesworth Piggott, presiding at the 
sitting of the House of Commons Tribunal, 
said they must congratulate Sir D. Maclean 
oil the outcome of his conference with the 
head of the National Service Department re- 
garding tho grading of aldermen.” 

Evening Paper. 

Has the N.S.D. been “combing out” 
the Corporations? We thought the 
Food-Controller attended to that. 


So YOU’VE CAI’CIHT THE BLINKIN’ CAMMY- 

] “Just think what that means — athestheth.” 

I Sir Eiuc (iKinn.s as reported in a Daily Paper. 

! After deep thought wo have come to 
; tho conclusion that it must mean just 
i what it says. 

I “Assistant Bookkeeper. - Discharged sol- 
dier wanted in above position ; must be good at 
* tuts.’” — Liverpool Echo. 

Judging by tho popularity of tho rum 
ration in tho trenches we imagine that 
there will bo no lack of applicants. 

Extract from a vote of thanks to a 
South African Bishop: — 

“In torse and epigrammatic and meticu- 
lously chosen phrase, you have divined and 
discerned, defined, disparted and directed our 
debates, free from all erypticai episcopal re- 
serve ; with discreet and deliberate detachment 
you have adjusted the delicate diversity of 
differences in discussion, and divested difficult 
but dutiful deliberations of all tendency to 
acerbity.”— Diocesan Magazine. 

“ Well, I ’in d’d ! ” as tho flattered Pre- 
late was temptod to remark. 
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FABULOUS FRIENDS. 

I met Prince Charming on the wind- 
ing white chalk road that led from 
the railway-station. He was really and 


folk have come too. Why, Jack is to* keep the rats down in the front line, 
busy building Army huts, and the Old He ’s our mascot, of course.” 

Woman who Lived in a Shoe is a “ You ’re looking yery well.” 
local Food Controller — oh, with a very “Oh, I’m absolutely in the pink. 

w . mw ___ ^ modified edition of her disciplinarian I ’m in Jack the Giaut-killer’s battalion, 

truly Prince Charming, though ho was diet. Then Boy Blue, he’s in Germany, and lie’s the best C.O. in the world, 
disguised as a subaltern home on leave disguised as a German woman on the and we re all third sons and such like, 
from the Front ; hut oven had I doubted land — his own idea. Bo-Pccp ’s with The worst of it is that it 's the Grinun 
I should diavo been reassured by the him. They vo lost I don’t knowhow people who are in the line just opposite 
how with which ho at lirst met my many sheep and cows and devastated us. I in sorry for them, but it s their 
greeting, a bow that was straight from acres of corn. Borne of the nursery- look-out.” 
the old book of French fairy tales in the rhymers arc on the land here too ; tho 
dimmest corner of the schoolroom hook- pretty Milking-Maid, and Baby Bunt- 
shelf. Then lie remembered our actual ing’s father supplying tho London 
sotting and saluted in tho ordinary way. markets with rabbits, and Contrary 
Next, lie offered me a cigarette, and we Mary- poor Mary, it took her such a 
sat down on a green hump to renew our long time to learn that silver bells and 
old acquaintance. j cockle shells arc no use during a food 

“ Is this your lirst leave? ” I asked, shortage; but she learnt, like every - 
“‘Ob, no, 1 havo had two leaves in ' body else 
Franco and ono in Brig 



land before this. Last time , 

1 came to see Cinderella — 
sho ’s a temporary mortal 
too — in her boot and shoo 
shop. Sho was losing cus- 
tom so badly — would lit 
her glass slipper on all 
customers first, by way 
of taking a measure, and 
those it didn’t fit didn’t ' 
like it. She encouraged j 
rats and mice too, on tho 
ground that they wore old 
friends ; and they wore 
simply eating up tho shop. 

I got her to take Puss- 
in- Boots into partnership, 
which settled the rats and 
mice, and made tho whole 
business look up. She’s 
keeping it on for a man 
out there, you see, so it 
wasn’t fair to let it all slip 
away " 

Are you going to see 
time? ” 

“No, I have another job on 
Sleeping Beauty this time. She ’s in a 
V.A.D. hospital near hero, and of course 
the matron must needs put heron night 
duty. She’s had a had relapse into 
that old somnolence of hers, and they 
can’t wake her. Not only that, hut a 
hedge of briar roses is growing up 
round the place. No, they ’vc not tried 
tho only remedy, and anyway it would 
require a Prince. 1 m going to shock t rying to get away ; they got jammed 
tho matron, 1 fear, hut another nurse in the air and were suffocated — panic, 
has fallen asleep and it s plainly spread- you know. The Cow was made a Dame 
mg. The little bird told me just as I of the British Umpire for it.” 
was coming on leave." 

“Thore are others 
suppose? ” 

“An incredible number. The Wise 
Men of Gotham are in the Cabinet; 


land. 


Then I asked that silly question : 
“ When do you think the War will end ? 
What about peace? ” 

Whereupon lie sal up laughing and 
said, “ We must get on now or I shan’t 
find Sloeping Beauty this evening. 
Peace ? Why, once upon a time, of 
course, once upon a time ; thore ’s no 
and now I hear her potatoes' doubt about that. Oh, what a perfect 

place, and what an evon- 

-- i big! Aren’t you happy? 

| Doesn’t tho grass smell 
! good ? ” 

I Wo walked on, ho smil- 
! ing and chatting elusivoly, 
j looking about him, taking 
doep breaths of the plain 
air, till we came to the 
1 cross - roads where our 
ways parted. 

| “You fairy people are 
optimists,” 1 remarked as 
I held his hand to say 
good-bye ; “ but perhaps 
it *s different for you ; I 
' moan, have any of you 
died in tho War? ” 

I “Yes, some of us ; but it 
; wasn’t really death, be- 
cause we live happy ever 
after.” He grew grave and 
then added, “ .But wo arc 
■ not differont from you in 
| are famous. And tho animals. Black • that, please don’t believe it. . . . Do you 
j Sheep presents his wool regularly to really suppose that a mortal who dies 
several depots, and has dyed himself for his country fares harder than we 
khaki, so as to bo in the colour of the . do? Never believe it. Remember it is 
movement, and last air-raid- - But as T said ; they live happy ever after.” 
are you sure >ou re not bored by a 11 j lie went striding off down the hill, 
Ibis/ ’turning for a final salute and to call 

*’ Certain. I love it ; do go on. Last back the fairy benison of “ Good Luck.” 
air-raid / ” Then the curve hid him from sight. 

“ Well, last air-raid didn’t you see 
tho Cow Jumping Over the Moon ? It 
was hotter than tons of shrapnel : they 
turned tail and collided right and loft, 


AI-TKli Tllli TRIAL. 

‘ Well, Instructor, wjjat do you think of Co&tojial Drown ? 
’!•: ski: MS a niu: in assuming you no fouler, Sir.’’ 


this 


More Bigamy P 

“Duly young, liusbaud serving, desires an- 
other share very comfortable home.” 

The Lady. 

“ ( ias Stoker (shovel) wanted for R million 
works in North of England; willing to make 
himself generally useful.” 

Newcastle Evening Chronicles 

But what about “one man one job”? 


“ Talking of Dames, what about 
of you here, I j Mot her Hubbard ? 

“ Cooking at a Y.M.C.A. canteen out 
there. Bho always was a wonderful 

manager if she could get tho stuff, and make, CO it”-~Ncotwnm* 
and tho W.A.A.C.s and the W.R.E.N.’s her grilled bones and her special way Wo still prefer the stable horse (flesh 
and the V.A.D. *s include quite a lot of of doing up tripe have made her very and bone), not more than about sis or 
step-daughters. And ’the nursery-rhyme popular. The old dear lent us her dog 1 eight feet long. 


“Garden horse (indiarubber) , beet British. 
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Intending organisers of Siberian re-* 
publics are notified that all the seats of 
Government are occupied, though there 
is still a little standing-room in the 
Urals. ... * 

The police have issued a warning 
against forged Treasury notes. The 
spurious notes are said to be a very 
good imitation of the real thing, and 
this of course makes the offence more 
serious. * 

The Germans now complain that 
General Foch not only took over the 
French and British armies, but in his 


two hundred pounds’ worth of plate. 
To their everlasting credit let it be 
sait) that their sense of humanity was 
not wholly warped. They left behind 
them a box of matches. 

A New York banker under arrest is 
said to have written several dramas 
and much pootry. It is not known 
how many other counts there are to 
the indictment. * ... 

A technical journal declares that 
there is a great shortage of timber in 
this country. If wo may revive an old 
jest, we would ask, what are the heads 
of our Government departments doing ? 


delighted with the neighbourhood that 
ho contemplates settling down there. 

“ Mr. Hoover’s speech,” says The 
Irish Times, “adds the Tekel to General 
Font's Mena on the walls of the Im- 
perial Palace at Potsdam.” We are re- 
minded of tho Kaiser’s favourite song, 
“ Stop your Tekel in*, Focb.” 

A man who was found skulking in 
tho Lobby of the House of Commons is 
being held pending further investiga- 
tion. When questioned he was unable to 
state what Ministerial position he held. 
‘V 

“farmers must alter their attitude 
towards the pig,” said an officer of the 


absent-minded way has recently started A professor attached to the technical Ministry of Pood recently. Not quite 
taking over a good part of the German staff of Knurrs claims to have dis- so supercilious, please. 


army. * 

A letter that has just been 
delivered at Croydon was 
posted in the West End in 
November, 1911, and bore 
a penny stamp. It is really 
remarkable what peoplo 
have done to avoid tho new 
postal rates. 

“Unless those who have 
had charge of it (the winding 
up of the Gorman Banks) 
have egregiously blun- 
dered,” says The Daily Mail, 
n Mr. Brougham ought to 
find that much of the under- 
mining of thoso favoured edi- 
fices has been demolished.” 
It will simply be a case of 
pulling the hole from under j 
them and down they will 
come. ! 



“ The opera contains a difticiilt 
coloratura part, which was taken 

hy Miss , whose high notes 

have won her many admirers in 
‘ The Magic Flue.’ ” 

Evening Paper. 

“ Magic” is nob the epithet 
we apply to this disease. 

“ Disabled or dischgd. soldier, 
livng. own work, gvn. lime, if 
wile, been in svee., will be gcnl. 
svt., pte. fmly., hse. part clsd. 
To wife £1 \vk., iucldg. bed. No 
fmly. or future.” 

Daily Paper. 

“ Brief life is hero our por- 
tion.” 

“Last week two banks amal- 
gamated — this wrek one 1 ” 

Sunday Paper. 


Victim . "I wonder you don’t use a safety- razor.” 
Barber . “Pardon me, Sir, are you one of these ’ere 
tious Objectors ? ” 

covered a new explosive one hundred 


Unfortunately our contem- 
Conscien- porary omitted to explain 
_ . J how this singular operation 
was cffectod. 


Tt is now stated that tho illuminated times moro powerful than any yet used. 


address presented to Mr. de Valera Germany, it seems, intends to have TINO'S UPWARD. 


by the East Clare Sinn Fein executive peace even if she has to blow up the [it, i s reported that the Germans contem- 
is not his present one. rest of tho earth to get at it. plate placing the ex-King of Greece on the 

* * throne of Finland. ] 


A Berlin telegram reports that Count 
Hertling is ill. The Kaiser has not 
yot definitely decided what exactly is 
tho nature of the complaint. 

Nine previous convictions were proved 
agai n st a Liverpool dai ry worn an ch arged 
with selling milk containing 9 per cent, 
of water. All the best teetotalers will 
toll you how hard it is to break off the 
water habit. 

* _ :.'c 

The manufacture of twin-sister brick 
loaves is now forbidden. We had 
noticed the relationship, but nevor 
realised it was as close as that. 

Burglars recontly broke into a Not- 
ting Hill residence and made off with 


When charging a prisoner with steal- 
ing, a police officer stated that the man 
had ono article of food which had not 
yet been identified, and they had no 
idea what it wa<. Can it have been 
a piece of cheese ? 

“ It is a remarkable thing,” says a 
contemporary, “ that last year there 
were 2,678,000 births in the United 
States.” It is all the move remarkable 
when wo remember that it was in each 
case a first experience on the part of 
tho person horn. ... 

Much has been written about the 
recuperative qualities of the air at 
Thanet. Only last week we heard of an 
old gentleman aged 104 who was so 


The Lord of the Bosches in gratitude 
seeks 

To reward his in-law who debosched 
half the Greeks ; 

So we’ro told that in Finland lie’s 
smoothing them down 

With a view to their offering TiNO.iho 
Crown. 

You ’d have thought that in making a 
start with a King 

They *d have tried to secure a less piti- 
ful Tiling ; 

But a little reflection will cause us to 
own 

That Tino is specially fit for this throne ; 

For his fishy career and .liis slippery 
sins 

Prove him porfpotly suited to handle 
tho Finns. 
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TO IRELAND IN NEED OF A BYRON. 

[The Cologne Gazette admits that Germany 
has not got a Byron to lead a German-Irish 
movement. Nationalists (asdistim-t from Sinn 
1’ein) would no doubt ho glad of a Byron of 
their own to lead the cause of a purely Irish 
movement in favour of Home Rule.] 

“The Isles of Greece! the Isles of 
Greece ! ” — • 

So sang the bard in Juan's story; 
But who will sing the sad decease 
Of your superb ancestral glory, 

All that you were or might have been, 
O Isle of Grocn, O Isle of Green ? 

Anxious to take your people’s part 
Against the British brutes that bleed 
’em, 

Germany seeks a man of art 
Dowered with a vocal lust for Free- 
dom ; 

But surely Erin’s bitter moan 
Demands a music all her own. 

And yet the harp you used to strum 
Hangs mute within the halls of Tara ; 
The voice of minstrolsy is mum 
As in the silence of Sahara ; 

Whero is the patriot full of rhyme 
To boom (in Erso) your ancient prime? 

Devlins you have who talk in prose ; 
You have your dull pedestrian 
Healys ; 

But none to versify the woes 

Of that fair haunt of pigs and mealies, 
Or galvanize with Gaolic songs 
Your sense of unrequited wrongs. 

You need — to biff the tyrant foe — • 

A tootlor like the late Tyrt.eus ; 

You lack for inspiration’s glow 
To rouse the local Macuajleus, 

To stir your passions deadly sick 
Of Dillon’s dismal rhetoric. 

Ah ! yes, for your distressful land 
You badly want, just now, a Byron 
To step aloft and take his stand 
In the Rotunda with his lyre on, 

And swear, by Liffey’s lucid waves, 
You never, never shall bo slaves. 

Fill high the bowl with Irish stout 
And pledge the quest of such a poet ! 
What, have your minstrels petered out ? 

Has none a trumpet who can blow it? 
In this dark hour of warring fates 
Whero is your W. B. Yeats ? 

= O. S. 

“A discoloured and greasy skin is tho usual 
accompaniment of indigestion and next Thurs- 
day’s issue of the Hoard of Trade Journal 

Agricultural Taper. 

Wo do not think that ollicial publica- 
tions should bo discredited like this. 
The fact that the paragraph is headed 
“ Meal for Figs ” in no way diminishes 
our objection. 


LETTERS OF A BOY SCOUT. 

n. 

Dear Uncle, — It was ripping of you 
to send a tent with floor-boards. I 
only sent the eafcaloge asking for advise. 
All tho scouts of our petrol sent cata- 
logos to their uncles asking for advise, 
and you are the only one who gave us a 
tent instead. 

Wo camped out last night waiting 
for tho invasion. There was no inva- 
sion except of tom-cats which howled 
awful. Belfitt, our petrol leader, says it 
isn’t croolty to throw boots at tom-cats, 
because the tom -cat has a sportingspirit. 
Only he didn’t throw his own boots, be- 
cause the loader .must ho always pre- 
pared. One of my boots went down a 
well and tho pater was very stuffy about 
it, though Beliitt says that the other 
boot would ho most useful in case 1 lost 
a leg in tho invasion, but I must be 
careful to lose tho right leg. 

We have done a lot of good work. 
Wo trailed a fat policeman who Belfitt 
said was too fat to be a real policeman 
and that it was proberble that he was a 
German spy. Ho wont round to the 
back door of a public house and tapped 
and a hand came forth with a pot of 
beer. Belfitt says it was a signal and 
obviously arranged. So he is going to 
tho public houso disgised as an ordinary 
boy, and all our funds are to bo spent 
on ginger-beer for him till ho finds the 
secret. Belfitt says he doesn’t care how 
much ho spends if ho saves England. 

It is a great strain being a scout. 
You see a scout has to be truthful and 
honnerablo and curteous to women, and 
when you ’vo got to do all at once it 's 
pretty tough work. For instanco, Aunt 
.lane asked mo what I thought of her 
new baby, which looks like a red pig. 
So I was curteous and truthful and said 
if she didn’t mind 1 ’d rather not say 
what I thought about her baby and she 
said I was most insulting. 

Wo also have to smile under all cir- 
cumstances ami this is hard. When I 
was sent to the Head because during the 
preparation for the invasion I forgot my 
home-work, ho gave mo six, and when 
1 smiled lie said I was hardened and 
defiant and gave mo six more. I broke 
that smile rule then and Baden Powell 
would do tho same if lie got twelve. 

The pater has been put Grade Three 
bceauso of had eye-sight, and when I 
asked him if he didn’t feel like giving 
us a trek-cart or a drum and bugels for a 
thank-offering he said it had been the 
dream of his life to slaughter Germans 
and that his disapointmont was so great 
that ho was blessed if lie 'd give a 
thank-offering. Yet he came home from 
tho Medical Board whistling and took 
tho mater to a theatre. 


Tho trek-cart I wanted him to give is 
on pago six of tho catalogo. I know you 
will be interested to see it. It would 
ho an awful thing if tho invasion came 
and we missed it because we couldn’t 
carry the tent quick enough. Belfitt 
says that if we had the trek-cart when 
you come out of hospital we could 
wheel you to camp with us, and you 
could toll us tales of your galant deeds, 
and oven if your leg was bad still when 
the invasion came wo could rush you 
down right into tho front of it. Only 
Belfitt says on no account ask your uncle 
for tho trek-cart, for bo is a great sport 
and would give it as soon as look at it. 
Also carrying the tent and floor-boards 
might make the petrol use profane 
langwidgo which is not allowed on any 
account, not even in case of invasion. 

Wo all hope your leg will soon bo 
woll enough for you to ride in the trek- 
cart on page six of catalogo. 

Your loving nephew* Jim. 

THE LITTLE MORE 

AND HOW MUCH IT SEEMS. 

Circular just to hand from National 
Salvage Council asks assistance in 
“collecting waste for tho Government, 
which is urgently needed at the present 
moment”- the waste, I presume, not 
the Government. List includes — 

“Bedsteads,” which should be “tied 
up in lots as close as possible.” Have 
done up in brown-paper parcels a few 1 
found knocking about, though difficult 
to get two of the four-post beds into 
really small packet (but no use to me ; 
no time for sleeping just now). 

“ Old ploughs.” No careful house- 
wife should ever throw away her old 
ploughs ; every little helps. 

“ Fonders.” Have sent off a few por 
pared post. (No coal — so can’t light 
a fire.) 

“ Sinks,” listed as “ heavy to movo ” 
(like tho Government). Fancy there are 
one or two lying about which the chil- 
dren used to play with ; must have a 
look round. Have given strict orders 
to the servants to keep spare sinks. 

“ Wool gathered by the roadside.” 
Have drawn Bond Street and Piccadilly, 
but hardly taken anything. 

“ Roofing ; this would have to be re- 
moved by contractor or the Govern- 
ment.” Can’t roally spare any roofs just 
now with tho air-raid season coming on, 
hut have written to offer a backstairs 
and a few garden walls. 

“Tanks.” Always remember our 
bravo lads in the trenches when tempted 
to throw away your tanks, triplanes, 
15-inch howitzers, or ironclads. 

Note. — No mention is made of 
steam-rollers, fire-escapes or locomo- 
tive engines. 




SELF OR COUNTRY! 

3 Coventry Striker. “IP I WAS A SOLDIER AND THEY TRIED TO SHIFT ME TO ANOTHER 
PART OP THE LINE JUST AS I WAS COMFORTABLE, I’D DOWN TOOLS.” 

Fighting Man. “NO, YOU WOULDN’T. IF YOU WERE A SOLDIER YOU’D BE OUT TO 
DOWN HUNS.” 
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Small, lion do toothless rrtcran). “Wiiat hid uhj do in thk Great War, Grandpa?’ 
Small Girl. “ S-bii! Can’t you ski;? I1e had army hiscuit.” 


rr iv aociotampc arc certain consonants in it which ro- “Como away," I said, seizing the 

SISTERLY ASSISTANCE. quire to he elided or swallowed or telephono; “leave it to mo. Now then,’’ 

I was talking to a very stupid man swivelled round the glottis, in order to I called to the porter. “Never mind 
the other day. Ho was the stupidest give the name its proper duo. But about the name. Just tell him to ring 
man I have come across for many years, after live or six applications the shop- up his sister" And I looked at Celia, 
Jt is a hard thing to say of any man, keeper grasps one’s moaning. triumphantly. 

but ho appeared to mo to he entirely Well, as I say, I was attached to my “Ask him to ling up his mother,” 
lacking in intellect. name. But after listening to Celia for said the porter. “ Very well, Sir." 

It was Celia who introduced me to live minutes I realised that there had “ No, not the mother. That was some 
him. She had rung up her brother at been some horrible mistake. People thing else. Forget all about that ino 
tho Hat where be was staying, and, weren't called that. ! tber. He ’s to ring up his sister . . . 

linding that ho was out, she gave a “ Just wait a moment," I said to her [sister . . . sistkk." 
message for him to the porter. 11 was rather anxiously, and I picked up the “ You’ll have to spell it," said Celia, 
simply that he was to ring her up as telephone hook. To my great relief I “ I ’m going to spell it,” I shouted, 
soon as lie came in. found that Celia was right. There f/v/.s* “Are you ready ? . . . S for — for sister." 

“Ring up who?" said the porter, a person of that name living at my “ Now you ’re going to muddle him," 

At least I suppose lie did, for Celia re- address. murmured Celia. 

peated her name (and mine) very slowly “ You ’requite right,”! said. “Goon." “tt for sister; have you got that ? . . . 
and distinctly. ^ “I wish l had married somebody No, sister, idiot. I for idiot," I added 

“Mrs. who?" said the porter, or called .Jones," said Celia, looking up at quickly. “ S for sister — this is another 

“What? " or “I can’t hoar," or some- mo rather reproachfully. “No, no, not sister, of course. T for two. Got that? 

thing equally foolish. Junes," she added hastily down the No, two. Two anything — two more 

Celia then repeated our name again, telephone, and once more she repeated sisters, if you like. E for— E for— " 
There followed along conversation the unhappy mime. I turned helplessly to Celia : “quick, a 

between the two of them, the audible “Jt isn’t my fault,” I protested, word to begin with E ! I 've got him 
part of it (that is Celia s) consisting of “ You did havo a choice ; I had none, moving now. E for — quick, beforo his 

my name given forth in a variety of Try spelling it. It spells all right” tvuipanum runs down." 

intonations, m the manner of one who Celia tried spelling it. - “ Er— er " Desperately she tridft 

sings an anthem— hopefully, patheti- “ J m going to spell it," she an- to think. 

cally, dramatically, despairingly. nounced very distinctly down the tele- “ K for er " I shouted. “That ’ll bo 

Up to this moment I had been rather phone. “ Are you ready ? . . . M . . . another sister, I expect . . . Celia, I’m 

attached to my name, li ne, it wants a No, M. M for mother." certain lie ’ll spell it with an « II.' Can’t 

little explaining to shopkeepers, llu.ro That gave me an idea. you think of a hotter word ? " 
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means 


A superkeen 
blade and the 
of automatically 
stropping it— a well -finished 
razor frame which has no loose parts 
and can be cleaned by just a rinse and a 
wipe— these features, combined with adjustability of the 
blade, produce the nearest possible approach to perfection 
the latest 


in 


VALET 

JUifrcySt&cvp 

Safety Razor ' 



THE STANDARD SET consists 
of heavily silver-plated self-strop- 
ping “ Valet ” Safety Razor, twelve 
genuine “ Valet " Blades, and 
“ Valet ” strop ; the whole 0 1 / 
in handsome case complete 

Of all high-class dealers 
throughout the world. 

The AutoStrop Safety Razor Co., Ltd., 
61, New Oxford Street, London, W.C. r. 

And also at New York, Paris, Milan, Sydney, I > ublin, 
Toronto, &c. 


The word " Valet ” on Rotors, Strops, and Blades Indicates the genuine product of the AutoStrop Safety Razor Co., Ltd., 

61, New Oxford Street, London, IV.C.l, 
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KHAKI SHIRTS 


ACTIVE SERVICE CONDITIONS have proved 
JLA more conclusively than ever the all-round good 
1 Yqualities of “AZA” Khaki Shirts. They are- 
healthful and non-irritant, durable*, soft and unshrink- 
able— the essential qualities to satisfaction in wear. 
They are obtainable ready-to-wear or inaeic-to-ineasuic 
in regulation shade*, and in standard and heavy weights. 

OF IITGH - CLASS OUTFITTERS 


Should you be unable to obtain, «>> He to the Manu/aiturcn 
for mime and addicts of most suitable Re tail a . 
Wm. Jloi i ins & Co., Lrn. (Tuulc only), 

25\v, Newgate St., London, L.C. x. 


“Sentinel” 

The Economical Steani Waggon. 

N ot only is the Sentinel Steam Waggon constructed 
ot the strongest and liuAt suitable materials obtainable, 
but each part is put together by thoroughly skilled work- 
men. Working parts of the Sentinel being few and simple, 
great care is expended over them, with the result that the 
Sentinel Steam Waggon is the waggon which has the 
longest life, and which renders the greatest service under 
the hardest conditions. 

The Proof for the asking. 

The “ Sentinel’* Waggon Works, Ltd., 

* Shrewsbury. 



GREYS 


The Big CIGARETTE with the choice Flavour 


SILK CUT VIRGINIA 


B IG, businesslike, good all through. 
Nothing fancy about them. 


20 for 1 / 4 
50 for 3/2 
100 for 6/4 

of ..u 

Tol'fl. loin^ts ..ml 


FOR SENDING TO THE FRONT. 

Post and Only Tree, and 
Packed in Tins containing 50. 

200 500 1000 

for lor for 

7 /- 16 /- 31 /- 

i’Lue your order with jour Tobacconist. 


Manufactured by MAJOR DRAPKIN AND CO.. LONDON. 


Branch of the United kingdom Tobacco Company, Limited. 


Note— Only one d\ 
it required, 
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\Y ifr of Profiteer. ‘‘Amo you guiris ckktai.x l’vr. had 'ini: \eky latest iokm of inilup.nza ‘ 
Doctor. *• Quite, Madam. You coughed exactly like the Countess of Wessex.” 


“ Hnny,” said Celia, having quite lost 
her nerve by this time. 

“H for enny,” I shouted. “Any 
anything. Any of the sisters \ ’ve 
been telling you about. It for quick, 
Celia 1 ” 

“Hose,” she said hastily. 

“ R for Rose,” I shouted. “ Rose tlio 
flower — or the sister if you like. There 
you are, that ’s the whole word. Now 
then, I ’ll just spell it to you over 
again. . . Celia, 1 want another word 
for E. That last was a bad one.” 

“Edith?” 

“Good.” 

I took a deep breath and began. 

“S for sister. 1 for Isabel — Isabel is 
the name of the sister, S for another 
sister — 1 11 tell you her namo directly. 
T for two sisters, these two that \ve ’re 
talking about. E for Edith, that ’s the 
second sister whose name I was going 
to tell you. R for Rpse. Perhaps I 
ought to explain Rose. She was the 
sister whom these two sisters were 
sisters of. Got that ? ” I turned to 
Celia. “I’m going to get the sister 
idea into his head if I die for it.” 

“ Just a moment, Sir,” said the dazed 
voice of the porter. 


“What's the matter ? Didn’t I 
make it char about Rose? She was 
the sister whom the — — " 

“Just hold the line a moment, Sir, - ' 
implored the porter. “ J hue \s the gen- 
tleman himself coming in.” 

I handed the telephone to Celia. 
“ Jfcre he is,” I said. 

Bub 1 was quite sorry to go, for 1 
was getting interested in those sisters. 
Rose, 1 think, will always he my 
favourite. 1 ler life, though short, was 
full of incident, and there were many 
things about her that .1 could have told 
that porter. But perhaps he would not 
have appreciated them. It is a hard 
thing to say of any man, hut he ap- 
pealed to me to be entirely lacking 
in intellect. A. A. M. 

Lc Mot Juste. 

From General Goukaud's address to 
his troops : — - 

“Your (jonoral tells yon it will be a gorioiis 
day .” — The Shetland A 'ctra. 

A youth who was recently brought 
up before the magistrate pleaded that lie 
was “ mad on wireless.” There is talk 
of committing him to Marconi Hatch. 


I THE PHILISTINE. 

On our cheeks the keen salt breath of 
the wind came sweeping 

And our eyes beheld the sea ; 

’ On the tawny sands I watched the wave- 

I lets lea] )ing 

| Jiike children in their glee ; 

And he spoke of certain well-known 
politicians 

And laws that should not be. 

On the far horizon 1 marked the day- 
light ending 

In a crimson and pearl-grey sky, 

And heard from out the twilight mists 
descending 

A weary sea-bird’s cry ; 

And he spoke of clever schemes for 
making money 

j And shares lie hoped to buy. 

, In the darkening bluo 1 saw a lone star 
burning 

! Gem- like above the bay ; 

! In our ears was the thunder of the tide’s 
returning. 

On our lips t lie wind-blown spray ; 

And he spoke about the higher cost of 
living 

And the price of pork to-day. 
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DEMOBILISATION. 

Schools of Instruction. 

O.B. 495/96. 

September, 1925. 

1. A case occurred recently of an 
ox-officer of His Majesty’s Forces who, 
on being provided with a finger-bowl 
at a public dinner, committed tho grave 
solecism of demanding soap and a towel. 

2. The prospect of the resumption of 
civilian life generally, causing, as it 
must, it tremendous upheaval in our 
present orderly and woll defined military 
existence, renders it imperative that 
immediate steps should be taken to pro- 
vide Schools of Instruction for oflicors 
and men in order that their difficulties 
and responsibilities may bo made clear 
to them. 

3. Our Standing Army of experts is 
at present little moro than the members 
of tho original Expeditionary Force 
which crossed to Franco at the out- 
break of tho Great War. From these, 
however, it is hoped that sufficient in- 
structors will be available for tho pur- 
poso of training a largo number of really 
good civilians capable of freedom of 
action and thought and also of acquit- 
ting themselves at tho table of the strict- 
est observer of etiquette as if civilian 
manners bad ceasod to bo an effort. 

4. Those courses will bo held at tho 
Army Schools, which are now in procoss 
of disbandment owing to the conclusion 
of hostilities (August, 1925). 

Junior Courses will bo held for those 
who have never known adult civilian 
life before tho War; but officers for this 
course should not ho above the rank of 
Lieutenant-Colonel. 

Army Schools. 

* Tho following syllabus lias been ar- 
ranged provisionally. Please forward 
any suggestions or amendments you 
have to make as soon as possible. 

G VINE HAL COURSE (til )'CC U'Celi. s). 

Many years of impromptu nu'nage 
in tho field have considerably blurred 
tho liner points governing the. inter- 
chan go of conventional amenities, par- 
ticularly at tho table. 

Special attention will ho pa d there- 
fore to the following points during meals 
(which will throughout tho courso of 
instruction ho treated as parades) : — 

(a) Tho use of tho pro- war napkin. 

(b) Tho employment of the special 
knife for tho butter. 

(c) Circumventing tho elusive green 
pea with the fork propor. 

(After tho first three days all ranks 
will be warned and tho knives 
sharpenod.) 

(d) Tho soup will bo silent. Mous- 
taches will be trimmed accordingly. 


FOOD HINTS. 

Students will be informed of the 
different kinds of civilian foods. 

A special feature of this class will bo 
tho development of the national char- 
acter by a return to tho nutriment upon 
which ou r s turd y i nanlin ess w as f ounded . 
The promiscuous partaking of the “ om- 
clotlo and caf6 an lait ” will therefore 
he discouraged, whilst tho importance 
of preserving tho national custom of 
making our Sunday dinner off roast beef, 
brown potatoes, Yorkshire pudding, 
cauliflower and apple tart, will bo im- 
pressed upon all. 

Part of tho time may be profitably 
employed in giving general lessons in 
food extravagance. 

There will be special courses of plain 
living for Staff Officers. 


DEPORTMENT AND DRESS. 


(«) Special lectures on the carriage 
of the civilian will be given by civilians 
and actors who have boon unable 
(through varicose veins or tho nocossity 
of amusing the soldier on leave) to take 
any part in the Great War. 

(b) Dress . — Dress is a most important 
item, especially for those who have 
never worn adult civilian clothos. 

Instruction will bo given by tho lead- 
ing newspaper sartorial exports. 

Colour Schemes . — The simple rules 
governing tho correct selection of shirts, 
ties and socks will be explained. 

llotr to put on Civilian Dress . — If 
necessary this will be taught in squads 
(by numbers) until proficiency has boon 
attained. 


Tho Hut habit of dressing upwards! 
must he discouraged. j 


SIMPLE RULES FOR PEDESTRIAN 


POLITENESS. 

After the English rules of tho road, , 
our national coinage and the status of j 
tho policeman at homo have been ex- 1 
plained, the following points will recoivo j 
special attention : — - j 

(a) liaising the howler hat with 
case and grace. This may very 
well he included in the morning 
parade for Swedish exercises. 

(b) Practice in passing officers 
without saluting. The hands will; 
l)e strapped to tho sides to begin 
with (except in the case of repre- 
sentatives of the Dominions). 

The London General Omnibus Com- 
pany have already asked that the 
attention of all ranks may bo drawn to 
the necessity for entoring tho bus from 
behind, rather than attempting to board 
tho front seat as if it were a lorry, 
EDUCATIONAL. 

(u) A thorough grounding in civilian 
English will bo given, with special 
attention to tho pronunciation of the 


alphabet, which will in future supersede 
all signs, as “ aok, M “ pip emma," etc. 

(b) Officers and men will be required 
to pass the test of ten minutes’ polite 
conversation without military idiom. 

(c) It must be impressed upon all 
that a knowledge of a foreign language 
sufficient for the purchase of eggs and 
chocolate will not justify an application 
for a post as linguist or interpreter. 

(d) Special classes for conversation 
without invective will be held for Ser- 
geant-Majors. 

psychological class (advanced). 

Designed for those who havo been a 
long time divorced from any form of 
civil lifo. 

(a) Tho possibility of choosing 
ones associates (as distinguished 
from having to put up with people) 
must be brought to the notice of 
all. 

(b) Shirkers must be instructed 
that in private life “swinging tho 
lead” with tho local doctor doos 
not pay (oxcopt the local doctor). 

(c) Normal ideas of personal 
value, suitable to their status in 
tho life to which they are return- 
ing, will be inculcated in temporary 
Stall Officers. 

REFRESHER COURSES FOR MARRIED MEN. 

1 low to live on £300 a year, instead of 
£80 a fortnight’s leave, i.e. the differ- 
ence between Leave Income and Annual 
income explained. 

Hints on general conversation at 
breakfast imparted to those who have 
come to regard grumpiness as essential. 

Instruction on tho probable effect of 
military grousing if applied to the 
homo. 

How to rough it; or the difference 
between the civilian servant and the 
military batman. 

Note. — Revolutionary though the idea 
may seem, it must bo impressed on all 
Staff Officers that travelling by motor- 
car is a luxury and not a necessity. 

QUESTIONS AN EX -PLATOON COMMANDER 

SHOULD ASK HIMSELF REFORM LEAV- 
ING THE HOUSE. 

The above pamphlet (S.S. 2007) is 
being prepared and will contain such 
uselul remindors as the following : — 

Am I wearing brown boots w r ith 
a tail-coat ? 

Are my trousers turned up ? 

Have 1 loft my waistcoat behind ? 

Will this walking-stick keep off 
the rain ? 

Is my .hat on straight? 

Signed, etc., etc. L. 


Our Preciaionists. 

“ To sell one she cow. — Apply , M 

Daily O leafier (Kingston, Jamaica). 
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“WAR PICTURES.” 

The Mother. "Of course I don’t understand them, dear; hut they give me a dreadful feeling. I can’t dear to look at 

THEM. Is IT REALLY LIKE THAT AT THE FltONT?" 

The Warrior (irho has seen terrible thimjx in battle). "Tiivnk uewen, no, Mother." 


THE GLORIOUS FUTURE. 

1 forget wluifc we were talking about 
when dinner began — it was one of those 
pleasant tables where conversation is 
general, and not divided until half-time 
between twos and twos and then in the 
socond half between other twos and 
twos — but needless to say that before 
very long we wore exchanging our views ' 
on food. This ultimately is tho must 
enthralling topic of all. Plays, books, 
money (and how on earth other people 
get their money), dross, law-suits, 
scandal, even the War — these may hold 
us for a time ; but food is the con- 
quering theme. Our own meal was 
simplo and frugal enough -rationed and 
couponed and all the rest of it — but our 
imagination did not soar the loss for 
that ; rather, perhaps, the more. 

There were six of us- the host and 
the hostess, a barrister and his wife, a 
pretty girl and the insignificant person 
who is now recording what occurred. 
Except that the host and hostess usually 
talked simultaneously and did not wait 
for a silence before they bogan, we were 
a coherent party with respect for each 


| others’ opinions or preferences ; which 
is only too rare. 

“ 1 made up my mind long ago,” said 
the pretty girl. “ What I mean to 
have is some /Kite de fats (jnu and an 
iced meringue. Nothing else at all, j 
except tho best toast, made of course 
of white bread.” 

“ White bread, oh, white bread ! " we ; 
cried in unison, in a kind of groaning 1 
ir. 

Yes, white bread, and the freshest 
of butter and plenty of it.” 

“ And what will you drink ? ” 1 
asked . 

“Just water,” she said, with that as- 
tounding unreasonableness which pret ty 
girls so often display. 

“ Water?” 1 repeated dully. 

“Yes, water; hut it must he very 
cold. And some black colTee after.” 

The barrister’s wife addressed us next. 
“Jack and 1 have worked it all out,” 
she said. “ We are going to begin with 
salmon, with a llollandaisc sauce and 
new potatoes. Then wo are going to 
have a duckling. One can get ducklings 
now, but thoy are not worth eating. A 
really plump duckling ” 


“Oh don’t!” wo cried all together, 
almost too earnestly ; “ do have pity 
on us ! ” 

“ with stalling and peas, and then 

a chocolate sonllle.” 

“Chocolate!” exclaimed the pretty 
girl. “ I had forgotten that. 1 shall have 
that too.” 

“ As well as the meringue? ” I asked. 

“No, instead. Or perhaps as well, 
f can't decide at the moment. It re- 
quires thought.” 

All this time, I ought to state, our 
host and hostess had been giving us 
their views; hut first the pretty girl, 
being pretty, naturally held our atten- 
tion ; and afterwards the barrister’s 
wife who, being a barrister's wife, had 
learned to command attention. But I 
was able to gather, healing through their 
remarks, that our host’s thoughts, both 
waking and sleeping, were set upon a 
sirloin with an underdone undercut. It 
was to he of a redness, and horse radish 
sauce was to ho its concomitant. So 
far as I could ascertain our hostess was 
longing once again for bread sauce, and 
that naturally involved the death of a 
chicken. 
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A BREACH OF THE ELEVENTH COIVIIVIANDMENT. 

‘AM I TO UNDERSTAND, SERJEANT MAJOR, THAT THESE BOVS WERE CAUGHT RO RUING MY ORCHARD?” 

' Yes, Sir. And to think that all these weeks I’ve been teaching ’em to take cjvisr, Sul’ 


“ And wo shall drink champagne,” 
the barrister’s wife continued. “ l don't 
like champagne, but on such an occa- 
sion, yes. And then some very good 
black coffee — coffee for oight in cups 
for two, you know — and a cigarette. I 
haven’t smoked for a long time, hut I 
shall smoko then.” 

She leaned hack with such an air of 
triumph as might almost have followed 
the meal itself, instead of its more 
sconario. 

“ I 'vo got it all right, haven’t I, 
Jack ? ” she asked her husband. “ You 
soo,” she added to us, “ we often talk 
about it.” 

“ I 'in not sure,” ho said. “ I ’voboou 
wondering about one or two things. 
I ’m doubtful whether turbot with a 
Mousseline sauce wouldn’t bo a bettor 
choice, after all. A finny hit, all 
gelatinous.” 

“ Don’t ! ” wo exclaimed again in uni- 
son and agony. “ Don’t ! ” 

“And I’ve substituted canard d la 
2)rcsse for the roast duckling.” 

“Oh, yes,” our hostess cried, “of 
course— canard d la 2»'cssc. We must 
have that too, George.” 

But George was adamant. “ No,” 


ho said, “ red undercut of roast beef for 
mo that is what I miss most now — 
with liorso- radish sauce and bakod po- 
tatoes. Tho horse-radish sauce really 
well nuulo, not scamped.” 

“Then I must have tho canard d la 
prase alone,” said his wife, pouting. 

“Never mind,” I said, “you’ll be 
able to have too much.” 

“No,” she replied; “you dino with 
us and help mo to oat it.” 

“Impossible,” I said, “because my 
programme is wholly different. I am 
intending to confine myself to roast 
saddle of mutton, of which, when I have 
had a good deal, I shall have more. It 
will be accompanied by the best claret 
that can bo obtained, at a very perfect 
temperature, and followed by ” 

Here tho pretty girl, who had com- 
pleted her thinking, interrupted mo. 
“ As well,” she said. 

“Good,” 1 replied; “ and fol- 

lowed by Stilton cheese. I shall then 
smoko a very long and costly cigar.” 

“ What, no swoots? ” tho pretty girl 
inquired. 

“Certainly not,” I said; “tho claret 
will bo too good.” 

She made a faco, but was still pretty. 


“By tho way,” said our host, “doesn’t 
anyone want oysters?” 

“ Good heavens ! ” exclaimed tho bar- 
rister, “I had forgotten thorn.” 

And so wo had to begin again and 
reviso our menus ; all but the pretty 
girl, who hates oysters as other people 
hate rhubarb. “ Liko eating bad 
ponnios,” she remarked. 

But I have reported enough, or pos- 
sibly too much. 

And when are all these ideal vision- 
ary meals to be consumed ? 

Why, when peace is declared, of 
course. . . . 

Thus did we build our — what shall I 
call thorn ? — our salle-&-mangers in tho 
air, our banqueting-halls in Spain ; and 
then, the signal being given, the ladies 
rose to leavo. But on their passage to 
tho door our host stopped them. 

“By the way,” he said, looking at 
his watch and making a rapid calcula- 
tion, “it might interest you to know 
that while we have been sitting here 
and talking and eating, tho War has 
been going on for an hour and a-half, 
at a cost to Great Britain alone of some- 
thing over £400,000.” 

Not very tactful, was it? 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, July 2 'Ind . — The demand 
for a single authority fco control enemy 
alienswill be strengthened by two replies 
given this afternoon. Satisfaction at 
the announcement that a certain enemy- 
owned businoss had been wound up 
and sold to a gentleman with the emin- 
ently British name of Smith was a 
little dashed by Sir Albert Stanley’s 
subsequent admission that he luid just 
become aware that Smith was the son- 
in-law of the late proprietor. Member* 
wore even more perturbed to learn from 
the Ministry ok Munitions that no 
fewer than live unnaturalized enemy 


Grille’ at the announcement that the 
Government had not yet made up their 
minds whether ladies aro eligible as can- 
didates for Parliament. Now it seemed 
to cause no sort of excitement ; prob- 
ably because the ladies aro Confident 
that whatever the Law Officers may 
decide they can veto themselves into 
the I louse whenever they think it worth 
while. But I am not sure that a less 
obstructed view of the process of legis- 
lation has not diminished their desire 
to take part in it. 

Mr. Field appeared as the advance- 
guard of the returning Nationalists. 
Even three months’ absence seemed to 
have made a difference, and he looked a 


his intention to move a resolution, as 
long as a leading article, to the effect 
that tho prosent Irish policy of the 
Government is inconsistent with tho 
principles for which the Allied Powers 
are carrying on the War. His ap- 
parently interminable recital was re- 
ceived in stony silence, but when he 
quoted with approval President Wil- 
son’s statement, that “ what wo seek is 
the reign of law,” I am almost sure 1 
“ heard a smile ” from tho Chief 
Secretary, who hitherto has not re- 
ceived much assistance in this direction 
from Mr. Dillon and his friends. 

On the Trading with the Enemy Bill 
tho President of the Board of Trade 



"SEEKING THE REIGN OF LAW/’ 


The Irish Expeditionary (Parliam* man ) Force, after a 


training at home, takes up position at Westminster, according to plan. 


aliens (and one of them a Kayser!) 
were acting as managers of controlled 
establishments. “Cannot you get Eng- 
lishmen to do it? ” asked Major Bow- 
den ; but answer came there none. The 
next question, as it happened, dealt 
with the distillation of oil from caniiol- 
coftl ; and it seemed to mo that Mr. 
Kkllaway put unusual unction into 
his roply that the Government would 
welcome “ a good retort.” 

Encyclopedic knowledge is expected 
and usually forthcoming from the 
Secretary for Scotland. But it has 
its limitations ; and when Colonel Yate 
suddenly tired at him the startling 
question, “ .Do sheep cut potato- tops ? ” 
Mr. Munro confessed himself beaten 
and asked for notice. 

Jn the old days there would have 
boon much fluttering of fans behind the 


| little like Hip Van Winkle when he rose 
| to a^k the new Chief Secretary the 
momentous question whether anything 
had been done to provide a scale for tho 
swine-market in Dublin. Mr, Shortt’k 
brisk roply, that two weighing-machines 
bad boon sot up for the pigs of Prussia 
Street, failed to relieve his air of settled 
melancholy. 

Tncsda y,Jnly 'l'.\rJ -The Nationalists, 
headed by their leader, turned up in full 
force, and were evidently surprised hv 
the chilliness of their reception. Mr. 
Flavin, rising indignantly to ask if the 
price ol coal in Ireland was controlled, 
and if not why not, was met by cries 
(some of them coming, too, from Mem- j 
hers who but a few snort months ago j 
were staunch Homo liulers), “Nothing 
is controlled in Ireland ! ” 

Later on Mr. Dillon gave notice of 


forecasted so vigorous an administra- 
tion ol its provisions as to earn tho un- 
stinted approval of Sir Henry Dalziel 
-praise for Sir Albert Stanley is 
: (bom this quarter) praise indeed. Mr. 

I L M. Henderson, though yielding to no- 
; (>n e in detestation of Germany, could 
; no! retrain from dropping a tear over tho 
unsaleable Gorman bank shares in his 
safe, and had to put up with the sym- 
pathy of Mr. D..M. Mason. Even Mr. 
j Runciman, that cast-iron Free-Trader, 
i confessed that it was no use viewing 
j this matter as purely one of economics. 

1 Vedncsday , J uly 24th. — In the Lords 
l the Education Bill was read a second 
time amid a chorus of praise, only 
broken by Lord Midleton, who saw in 
it further power for the bureaucracy. 
As against that, Lord Gorell said that 
many soldiers * abroad were keenly 
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watching the progress of the Bill, ! 
which they regarded as the first mea- J 
sure of reconstruction. 

Lord Crawford's outward appear- 
ance hardly suggests that his latest 
hobby is poking into dustbins, but it is 
so ; and his investigations lead him to 
the conclusion that the British public 
is again guilty of bread-wasting. 

Twice this week Mr. Burns has 
broken his self-imposed silence in order 
to talk about gas and the nefarious con- 
duct of the Companies in trying to in- 
crease their statutory charges. His first 
speech was harmless enough, though it 
did not carry tho House with it ; but the 
second brought him into sharp collision 
with the Speaker. Some years ago 
tho Member for Battersea said of cer- 
tain newspapers that they woro “ owned 
by blackguards, edited by ruffians and 
road by fools." lie was so pleased with 
his phrase that ho repeated it more than 
once. To-night ho essayed to use it 
again ; but the Speaker, though he had 
passed it on tho first occasion, now 
thought it “disorderly, unparliamentary 
and unprovoked," and insisted upon its 
withdrawal. 

Thursday , July Zftlh . — Hitherto tho 
new Chief Secretary has had a com- 
paratively easy time in tho House, for 
Mr. Kino and Mr. Morrell, who have 
been doing their little best to keep Irish 
affairs to the front, lack tho special 
knowledge and the determination to 
drive their questions homo. But now 
Mr. Siiortt was called upon to with- 
stand the concerted attacks of men 
who used to be past masters in tho 
gamo of pinpricks. Possibly three 
months’ absence from Westminster lias 



Tommy. “Well, I’m blowed. That’s a funny kind of letter to send to a 
blokf., .Jock.” 

Jock ( regarding blank sheet just come by post). “Naething iunny ABOOT it. It’s FRA 
ma wife; her an* mu’s no speakin’ the no o.” 


made them a little rusty, or it may bo 
that the atmosphere of tho House is 
no longer favourable ; but anyhow the 
Chief Secretary kept up bis end very 
well, and indeed seemed to be quietly 
amused at tho whole proceedings. 


Can spare a glance from charts and 
syringe?, 

From bandages and forceps, mops and 
swabs, 

The ruthless engines of their daily toil, 

To mark how dreadfully poor Jones — a 
blond — 


Ho babbled of the tartan of bis clan 
As one grown dosperato. Shall such 
things he ? 

Oh, surely not for over! Is there none 
Amongst tho Hidden Powers who sport 
with us 

Will rise and pick somo strong stern 


A COT-CASE, COMPLICATED. 


Jars with tho ochre of his sleeping suit, soldier out 

Or note tho hitter feud Twixt Smith’s To right such wrongs and end such 


I am impounded here with many more, moustache suffering? 

All helpless in our cots, and being so And the maroon effect allotted him. O.C. ./Esthetics ? What about myself? 

We are the victims of a subtle wrong Not one will intervene to save Macpheo 


Of which the world knows nothing, but 
shall learn. 

They bring us here inert but uniformed, 

Still soldiers, with our badges and our 
pride, 

And, when they have us in their power, 
behold 

We are disguised, disgraced, in sleeping 
suits 

So shamelessly diverse, so wildly odd 

As to breed madness in a warrior soul 


From his profane pyjamas; bis gay head, 
Titian and yellow in the changing light, 
Rests glowing on his spotless pillowcase 
Like a ripe orange on a bank of snow ; 
But, let him once emerge above his quilt, 
Such discord clamours that affrighted 
sleep 

Flies from the groaning ward. Magenta 
stripes 

With those hot locks, that fiercely 
freckled face ! 


“BIG TUNNEL PLANNED 
Under Gibraltar Straits to Link Europe 
and Asia.”— Irish Paper, 

Tho chain will bo completed, we sup- 
pose, by a bridge over the Sue/. Canal ; 
but it seems rather a long way round. 

“GETTING READY FOR AN ELECTION. 
labour’s candidates heady. 

. . . the present political outlook in Leeds 
may thereforo be summed up as follows: — 


Vowed to the cult of uniformity. 

But this is not tho worst, for hardly 
one, 

Doctor or sister, nurse or orderly, 


Macphee himself — poor scene of civi 
war, 

Poor unresistingbattle-ground of hues — 
Never complains, but under chloroform 


4,000 Cotton Workers Idle.” 

Yorkshire Paper . 

Aro they all going to stand for Parlia- 
ment ? 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“The Title." 

If I emphasise the fact that Mr. 
Arnold Bennett’s little joke, seasoned 
with a lively wit free from malice, on 
the over-fresh subject of Honours Lists 
has the defects of its excellent qualities, 
1 do it of course in tho interests of a 
professional reputation for nice dis- 
cernment. Its very air of spontaneity 
marks it as written with a racing pen. 

I fear a few tired jests do make their 
appearance, including the pale ghost of 
one that, faintly improper, crossed tho 
bars soiuo soasons ago ; but as a whole 
The Title is a first-class rag, and when 
wo were not laughing outright wo were 
smiling, which is even bettor. 

Arthur Culver , comptroller 
of accounts, pattern typo of 
public-spirited man of business, 
lias the strongest views on the 
honours question and the usual 
stock of honest forthright criti- 
cisms of 4 ‘The Government ” 

--any Government. The real 
business of a Ministry, it would 
seem, is not to govern (even 
in wav- time), nor directly to 
win the War, but to live. It 
is in constant danger of death, 
and needs, for its elixir rihe , a 
compound of jobs and titles 
applied oxtornally. If the dan- 
ger bo particularly acute the 
Honours List is more than 
usually full of profiteering 
scallawags and third-ra'o wire- 
pullers. But ovou tho worst 
list has to ho salted with a 
few roally respectable names. 

And he, Arthur Culver , is in- 
vited to ho a part of the exigu- 
ous salt, ration in a peculiarly 
long and unsavoury New Yeai 
And ho is resolute to refuse the pro lie rod 
baronetcy. 

1 1 is son John , who, inspired by his 
prowess in t he school debating society, 
is for a political career, and strongly 
disapproves of tho hereditary principle, 
stands with tho father. So does his 
sister, ./ Iildeyarde , who, indoed , u 1 1 
to the family, is tho author (pseudonym 
of “Sampson Straight") of some very 
trenchant articles - in a paper owned by 
tho purely apocliryphal nephew of three 
(no doubt, equally apocliryphal) titled 
nowspaper proprietors— .on tho subject 
of tho traffic in honours. But there is 
a Mrs. Culver , a perfect dear and as 
clover as they make ’em (which is very 
clever), with the adroitest little linger 
in all Mayfair. Culver daren’t tell her 
till ho has drawn her into an impas- 
sioned denunciation of all and undry 
titles bestowed by corrupt Governments. 
If ho supposed lie had cleared his path 


this way he was a most sanguine man. 
You had only to look at Mrs. Arthur 
to see that she meant her denunciation 
to apply only to titles for other people. 
As to her Arthur , hadn’t he got to win 
the War, and wasn’t it won by accounts, 
and didn’t lie control them ? And — 
and she did so wish to bo called 
“Milady,” to hear the actual parlour- 
maid actually call her “Milady." 

Culver being a man of principle, there 
is a rumpus— an arch-rumpus, running 
to different sleeping arrangements and 
things not ever being tho same again. 
For Mrs. Arthur roused is a Hun, out 
for victory, not the game. As to who 
won and how, I forbear to tell. The 
match is extraordinarily worth while 



List. 


A FREAK OF NATURE ; 

Or, the Alan who Didn’t Want to he a Dart. 
Mr. Culver .... Mu, C. Auiucky Suinr. 
Mrs. ('ulcer .... Miss 15 va Moons. 

going to see. 1 don’t like Mr. Bennett’s 
diaholus ex maehind in the shape of the 
ex-convict, Sampson Straight (and I am 
sure that a joke about Sampson crooked 
which fell like a dud in mud ought to 
he cut), hut l suppose th< author felt 
that, as he had so heavily overdrawn 
his indictment against the Honours 
List, ho must effect a purely bizarre 
solut ion for tho sake of balane. 

Mr. Audrey Smith and ‘ Eva 
Moon e together, as the devoted pair of 
middle-aged lovers, gave us a fine ex- 
hibition of technical skill reinforced by 
! the quality of personality. Rarely can 
either of them havo been moro happily 
cast or in better fettle. In particular 
there were a liveliness, a variety and, 
withal, a delicacy in Miss Eva Moore’s 
performance w hich were very attractive. 
John Culver's sixth-form precocity, in- 
genuousness and schoolboy humour, 
with his repealed prayers to be stayed 
with flagons, was played with great 


freshness by Mr. Leslie Howard. Mr. 
Nigel Playfair’s portrait of a bounder 
with a dash of criminal was an excellent 
(and necessarily isolated) piece of work. 
Miss Joyce Carey as Ilildegardc , and 
Mr. Martin Lewis as the cynical 
Tranto (why Tranto , I wondor?) played 
well with tho team. 

The production was excellent. I dare 
prophesy a w inner. T. 

THE NEW EL DORADO. 

In view of tho munificent oiler 
recently made by an illustrious con- 
temporary to publish short articles of 
outstanding merit at a positively un- 
1 preceden ted rato of remuneration, the 
following article will he of pe- 
culiarly piquant interest. Here 
a veteran journalist of vast 
experience, sensible of the un- 
paralleled opportunity offered 
to aspiring talent, furnishes 
young writers with invaluable 
advice as to the best moans ol 
storming tbo citadel of fame 
and winning tbo blue ribbon 
of a blameless calling. 

The Path to Glory. 

Remember that you need 
not bo a trained journalist. 
That is an immense encourage- 
ment. The new departure of 
The Daily Flail opens the 
gates of Paradise to all. We 
all have marshal’s batons in 
our knapsacks. 1 know a one- 
eyed bath-chair man, eking 
out a precarious living in his 
arduous calling, who earned 
live guineas for the lirst article 
he sent in. It was his first 
effort at original composition, 
j but it had push. True, he had been 
pushing all his life, but physically, not 
! mentally. Now lie has found himself, 
j thanks to the benevolent and paternal 
, enterprise of a great nowspaper. 

I The choice of a theme is, of course, 
j crucial. Avoid the parochial tone — get 
] clean away from tho parish pump. 
! You must appeal to the million, for 
The Daily Flail is read by millions, 
from the King sitting on his throne to 
the gipsy squatting on the common. 
Avoid the Oxford manner, for the 
Classics are “dead and damned"; do 
not ho afraid of slang, for slang is the 
shorthand of living speech. As the 
greatest living poetess puts it — 

“ High culture emasculates feeling, 

The over-taught brain robs the heart, 
And the slirinc now where mortals are 
kneeling 

Is a commonplace mart.” 

Introduce the feminine on all occa- 
sions. Women compose a vast propor- 
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CIGARETTE 
SITUATIONS No. 3. 
When one’s thoughts are too 
sublime for verbal utterance, 
Aristons will diffuse the un- 
utterable thoughtsin fragrant 
wreaths of satisfying smoke. 

The cigarettes for every situation, 
Aristons turn discord to harmony, dis- 
content to complaisance, and always 
soothe the palate with the full, rich 
fragrance of rare Duhec Tobaccos. 

Ariston Cigarettes are sold at prices out 
of all proportion to the enjoyment they 
give. They are beautifully packed, smooth 
smoking, and thoroughly enjoyable to 
the end. 

Annugc with your tohaieontst to said a tegular supply 
tit \ our Saval or Military l- 1 tend. Quantities #/ >(h) 
me duty /ire and ran tage paid. Ariston Vo. 10 — IT!-, 
An stnu (', old Tipped— 17!-, or Neb-Ka Vo. 2-151 
Oht.un.iblt> from nil high-il.-n.s tobacconists or from 
MUKAT'ITS, Ltd., 

West lind Depot, 28, Piccadilly, London, W. 


Ariston No. 10, Large, 
Du bee. 

loo-ll/- 50- 5/0 25-2/105 

Ariston Gold Tippod 

(’2Ct.) Medium Dubcc 
ino-11/- 50-6/0 20-2 3 


ARISTON 


It. MUKATTI, SONS & CO. LTD., Manchester, London, Pans, Now York. 


Ariston Dellcat for those 
who pn fer a small cigarette, 
mi- 8/6 50 - 4/3 25 - 2/1 J 


Cigarettes. 


Neb Ka 

I'lllkl'-ll. 


No. 2 Large 


100 — IO/- 50—5/- 

2u 2 /- 10-1;- 




1 

When the time arrives 

for the resumption of normal 
business you will want a Car 
which is in 

Class A. 

Secure a place now on the 
Humber Priority List and 
avoid disappointment later on. 

Humber Limited, Coventry, 

• 




HISTORY REPEATS ITSELF. 

When Kuropc was war-ridden 100 and 200 years 
ago, the Knglisli Spas reached their zenith. So 
Harrogate to-day excels itself in the treatments 
and waters, social amenities, and health-bringing 
recreation it offers to those of poor health. 

The 87 different waters afh>rd a wider ran*;e of curative 
methods than was ever found at any enemy Spa. Every 
(Continental Tieatiucnt is installed. A skilled medically 
tiained stafT of mer 200 is at command. Suitable arrange- 
ments arc made to save visitors any incomenionce from 
hood Restrictions. 


HARROGATE 

The Spa on the Moors 



Write* for any informa- 
tion about Harrogate to 
F. J. C. BROOM K, 
Advt. Dept., 
HARROGATE. 


HOTEL MAJESTIC stands in grounds 
of 10 a« res, overlooks tlio Koj.il Baths 
and Pump Room. M.igmtii mil Winter 
Garden ami om-i v modem convenience. 
Booklet on request. 

PROSPECT HOTEL and Rechen 1,6 
Restaurant. Ovei looks Stray. Iwo 
minutes From Baths. Write for Booklet. 
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WE WILL LEND 
you a sample knife 
for a week's trial. 


A piO UNSTAINABLE 
J.I5 CUTLERY 



DOES AWAY WITH ALL KNIFE CLEANING. 


lessens housework and reduces weekly expenses 

You Can Scrap your Knife Boards, Knife 
Machines and Plate Powders. 

After use you merely rinse and wipe with 
a cloth. 

Thus there is no wear and tear. 

APIS STEEL gives no taste to fruit or fish. 

APIS STEEL is always beautifully bright. 

APIS STEEL is the same right through 
and can be sharpened like ordinary Steel. 


NOTICE. — Owing to Government requirements we can only lend you a sample 
for trial and cannot for the present supply any cutlery. But if you register your 
order with your local tradesman under our priority scheme, you will ensure 
earliest delivery as well as a lower price than that paid by the general public. 


Write first to us for particulars of our Priority Register . 

APIS DEPOT, 30c, Holborn, London, E.C.I. 


| POOLING INSURANCE For Selected Risks 

^ Non-Mutual except in respect of Profits, which are distributed 

Annually amongst the Policy-Holders. 

Under this Scheme are given — 

“The Pool Comprehensive Family Policy” 

at 4/6 per cent. Covering amongst other risks Fine, Burglary and War. 

“The Pool Comprehensive Shopkeepers’ Policy” 

Which similarly covers all risks ,to the shopkeeper at rates according to trade, but always 

lower than obtainable elsewhere. 



One{; 


POLICY 
PREMIUM 
RENEWAL 

The LICENSES & GENERAL INSURANCE Co. Ltd. 

24, MOORGATE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 2 


The SUPER Pipe Tobacco 





^inditing JRixtui? 


Soft and Smooth 
to the Fhlate 
Fine Natural Flavour 


Hi fc 


or Stoss. 


R&J.H1LL LTD: > 
The Spinet House. LONfOON 



July 31 , 1918 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


( ( 



The Old tJi ntlcman [sittimj (loa n ). “ I'ajuiy on hv yui useuvj.s, Kins. 1 ,’m i*jsi> li* wiv sui.nir.KiN’. ’ 


t.ion of the renders of The Daily Flail. 
Keniomber that la donna e mobile , and 
that even strong women can weep like 
men. ho pathetic, humorous, vital, up- 
lifting by turns. Ho sparing of verbs 
but prodigal of epithets. Keeollect that 
you are not a penny-a-liner, for the rate 
works out at about two shillings a lino. 
Lot your motto be Sohlesse oblige, for 
acceptance enrols you under the banner 
of tho greatest of world-influences, ho 
loyal to it and do not shrink from pro- 
claiming its services to humanity. 

Above all give your best energies to 
tho framing of your opening sentence. 
Though T have been writing for the 
best papers for thirty years I often stay 
awake all night thinking over the ex- 
ordium of a Daily Flail article. 13ut 
it is worth the sacrifice. Remember 
that Milton only got live pounds, not 
guineas, for writing tho whole of Para- 
dise Lost , and try to think what he 
would have got if he had lived to-day, 
written it in prose and submitted it as 
a sories of articles to ilio Editor of The 
Daily Flail. Think, too, of tho enorm- 
ously wider appeal he would have made 
— e.g . the effect of his work on flappers. 
Think of all this, bloss your stars that 
you were born to-day, fill your fouutain- 
pens and plunge into the fray. 


THE EDUCATION OE SILENCE. 

The Westminster hoys are made free 
of the House, 

That wonderful focus of manners and 
nous ; 

They can listen to Flavin ami Piunulk 
and Honor: 

Oh , t h e W es ti n in ate r boy i s a 1 u ek y y < >u n g 
dog ! 

At Dulwich the hoys have the right of 
admission 

; To view a line permanent Art Exhibi- 
tion, 

Where the noblest ambitions swim into 
their ken 

As they gaze on the portraits of emi- 
nent men. 

Well now, Mr. Fisiieh, who’s taken in 
hand 

Tho task of improving the brains of our 
land, 

Has boldly and publicly dared to 
decide 

That Dulwich possesses more reason 
for pride. 

“Oh, give me the pictures,” he says, 
“ every time ; 

They’re silent;” and silence is tiuly 
sublime 


Compared to the chatter and hullabaloo 
Of the freaks in our great Parlia- 
mentary /(JO. 

Still Fikhku ’s himself in that wonderful 
1 louse, 

And it’s risky about your eo-Memhcrs 
to grouse, 

So I fully expect that the voluble freaks 
Will gi\o him “what for” the next 
e that he speaks. 

Shortcircuited. 

From a Wesleyan Conference report : 

“ Many circuits had done splendidly, hut still 
some ministers wviv not receiving more than 
.CMO, and this ought to he stopped at ome.” 

JJinuinijham Daily Dust. 


“ Our French Allies arc fighting with good 
old J'uria Francesca .”- • Times . 

We don’t know what Francesca is 
doing on the wrong side. We think 
good old Paolo ought to he told about it. 

“The Turkish authorities are undertaking 
the mobilisation of Mohammedans at Eliza- 
beth}*)], and officers of the old Russian Arms arc 
appointed if Liu.*) know the Turkish and Taii.in 
languages .*’ — Mam lu ster Fvettiuy jXmcs, 

This is presumably the highly-coloured 
vornaculaf v employed by the Sergeant 
instructors of Highland battalions. 
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punch, on the London charivari. 


HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

(The Kaiser, Von Hindenburg and Lvdendorff .) 

Kaiser . Things continue to look better and better for our 
arms ; is that not true, Hindenrurg? 

Jlindcnbnry . What do you say, Ludendorff? 

Ludendorff. I say not only that it is true but that it has 
been getting truer and truer over since Your Majesty has 
deigned to interest himself more closely in our doings on 
the Western Front. 

The K. Ha! I thought so. What means then this per- 
sistent rumour of a Gorman retreat across the Marne? 

II. What do you say, Ludendorff? 

Jj. I say that it is not worthy of the slightest attention. 
Hero is the latest bulletin, which I was just about to sub- 
mit to Your Majesty. Perhaps Your Majesty will be good 
enough to read it? 

The K. Yes, yos, let me have it. (Takes it and reads) 
44 Yesterday was a day of brilliant victories for our bravo 
troops. All the enemies’ counter-attacks broke down with 
sanguinary losses before they could dovolop. Maumuvring 
according to a plan long settled we lured the enemy 
into ClnUoau Thierry and there annihilated him. Advanc- 
ing vigorously from the South to the North wo crossed 
the river Marne with complete success, thus foiling the 

enemy ” But 1 say, is that right? 1 ’thought wo 

wore moving from north to south? 

II. What do you say, Ludendorff? 

L . I say that it is quite right. Tactically wo are moving 
from south to north, but strategically wo are moving from 
north to south ; that is the difference between the French 
and ourselves. We allow thorn now and then to win a 
skirmish tactically, in order that wo may win a campaign 
strategically. 

The K. Oh, I see. Then I suppose I am to assume that 
any French victories do not count because they are tactical ? 

IT. What do you say, Ludendorff? 

Jj. I say as 1 am bound to say that His Majesty is quite 
right, and I say further that His Majesty show's a wonder- 
ful grasp of the principles on which war is conducted. 

IT. I agree entirely. If ail wore like His Majesty on 
this point the War would very soon bo over. 

The K. But this system of fighting must not last too 
long ; it would be unwise to lure them too far. 

L. That is all provided for, your Majesty. There comes a 
moment when the strategic and the tactical are comhinod 
into one. 

The K. llow do you know when that moment has como? 

II. What do you say, Ludendorff? 

L. That is my secret. 

The J{. Well, I hope your secret will have satisfactory 
results when it is put into action, for, according to our 
expectations, wo ought to have boon in Paris by now, and 
hero wo arc as far away as ever. 

L. If Your Majesty is dissatisfied with tho manner in 
which tho campaign is conducted 1 can easily resign. 

IT. And I can say ditto to Ludendorff. 

The K. Come, como, don’t let us quarrel; you know you 
can always resign tactically and keep your positions strate- 
gically. 

JL What do you say, Ludendorff? 

L. I say that wo will say no more about it. 

The K. Very good; I will now go and make a speech to 
our storm-troops. 

(At this moment the Crown Prince hursts into the room.) 

The Crown Prince . I say, you men, hurry up ! hurry up ! 
If you don't do something the French will bo hero in half- 
an-hour — or less. 

(They all depart hurriedly.) 


BALLADE OF THE INCOMPETENT PIONEER 

(who has come to grief over a branch of the military art that 
he had fondly hoped would never be required of him). 

I never yet saw “ knots and lashings ” wrought, 

Or in some text-book accurately penned, 

Without a certain shiver and the thought, 

“ The man who made those things was not a friend.” 
Now falls the blow I knew that Zeus would send — 

I am required to tie the lot at sight, 

And, oh, for all tho labour that I spend 
I cannot make a bowline on a bight ! 

A harness hitch once tied itself unsought 
(I don’t remember what I did intend), 

And once, though not by methods that are taught, 

1 certainly achieved a hawser bend; 

The clovo hitch, too, I dimly apprehend, 

My reefs and sheep-shanks (now and then) come right, 
But one defect no luck or art can mend — 

I cannot make a bowlino on a bight. 

Alas, what hoots that knowledge, earlier bought, 

Of other arts that on this War attend — 

How bombs are lobbed and poison gas is fought, 

How with the bayonet men thrust and fend, 

And the staccato guns of Lewis lend 
Tho 44 hursts of fire " that put the Bosch to flight? 

My Waterloo awaits me at the end — 

I cannot tio a bowline on a bight. 

Envoy. 

Sir, I plead guilty lot your wrath descend; 

Demand my A.B. 439* and write, 

14 This ofll cor 1 do not recommend — 

Ho cannot tie a bowline on a bight." 

* Army Book 430 tho pocket-book now uso.1 to record an officer’s 
services and accomplishments. 

T1IE WAITER AND THE “WAITER." 

9 a.m. I take my seat in the dining-room and wait. 

9.10. Tho “waiter" pops suddenly out of his dug-out, 
observes mo and takes cover. I wait. 

9. L r ). Tho “waiter" approaches mo cautiously, steoring 
a zigzag course, flicks some crumbs ofl tho next table on 
to mine and breathes on tho hack of my neck. 1 order my 
broakfast and wait. 

9.20. Tho “waiter" bounces out unexpectedly and asks 
me whether I said 123 or 456. I reply and wait. 

9.30. Tho “ waiter" presents mo with a plato of porridge 
and registers a vow to find me a spoon or perish. I 
wait. 

9.35. Triumphant discovery (by mo) of spoon hidden 
under dirty napkin I eat my porridge and wait 

9.45. Tho “waiter" (having made his will, insured his 
life and tilled up his income-tax return) reappears and drops 
a bloater (unordered) in my vicinity. I send it away and 
wait. 

10.0. Tho “ waitor, " having suddenly remembered me in 
the middle of a cross Channel swim, returns and asks me 
whether I am being attended to, subsequently bringing mo 
a petrified egg. I eat it and wait — tho 44 waiter” having 
fallen into a trance. 

10.15. The “waiter" revives and asks me whether I said 
tea or coffee. I roply and wait. 

10.30. Having got married and lived happily ever after, 
the 44 waiter" repents, divorces his wife and by a supreme 
effort presents mo with coffee, toast, saccharine and mar- 
malade, all in one burst. 1 cease to ivait. 




Sht\ “I HOl'E YOU SEE THAT THEY WORK HARD." 

Guard (aver Grrman prisoners). "We ain’t ’erk TO SEE THEY WORK ’ard ; we’re osi.y 'ERE TO SEE NO ONE don’t ’CRT ’em. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. ranch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

So deserved a popularity was attained by a little book of 
letters called A Hilltop on the Marne that it is hardly sur- 
prising that “ persistent and sympathetic demands for news 
of us after the battle” have impelled Miss Mildred Armine it 
to collect a further series under the title of On the Ed ye of 
the IKflr Zone (Constable). For the benefit of those who 
missed the earlier volume I may explain that Miss Aldrich 
is an American lady, who in June, 191 1, settled down in a 
charming old house (you can see it drawn in the new book) 
overlooking the Marne, with the pleasant intention of leading 
a life of literary rusticity. You may imagine that her actual j 
experiences have boon somewhat different. The earlier, 
letters, written to a friend in America, carried events as far • 
as the first victory of the Marne ; these present continue the i 
story for the two and a-half years following. They give a . 
picture of peace in the midst of war that is both fascinating , 
and strange. Miss Aldrich is careful to describe herself 
as.no longer young (in reality she quite obviously possesses ' 
the eternal youth of all brave and kind and humorous 
ladies); and her account of a lifo spent, almost alone, in 
quiet gardening, jam-making, mothering pleasant young 
French officers who were billeted at La Cresto, and between 
whiles stepping out upon her* hill-side lawn to glance (as it 
were casually) at a battle — these things furnish a picture 
as odd as it is attractive. The writer makes no attempt 


at a serious history of events — she was perhaps too near to 
them for that though her letters contain at least two facts, 
or rumours, that were startlingly new to me; hut as an 
intimate sketch of one corner of the world-war, viewed at 
close quarters over a garden hedge, these little books will 
have earned for themselves a place apart. 

j Whether you regard Little Miss Mnffet (Duckworth) as 
1 a somewhat amateurish and indifferently written novel or 
as a penetrating study of a certain type of feminine tempera- 
ment, will depend, 1 suppose, upon your angle of vision. 
| For my own part it kept me in an alternation of moods, 
j Now 1 would he almost angrily put off by Flizabeth 
Kirby’s too frequent, asides, her appeals to the reader, and 
generally the Victorian manner of her nods and hecks and 
wreathed smiles; and again something in the very ingenu- 
ousness of her tale would convince me of its honesty. The 
plot could hardly he more simple. Miss Mnffet (there you 
are, at the very beginning — how could one’s interest not be 
handicapped by such a name?) is a young woman who sets 
out to pursue fame and fortune as a writer; falls in with 
two male pursuers whoso intentions towards her are strictly 
! dishonourable ; lias a nervous break-down, and eventually 
marries the doctor. Heboid all. Yet however you may 
think, with me, that the author’s experience of literary 
society must liavo been exceptionally unfortunate, iind 
however much you may he tompted to mock at her over- 
emphasis, tliero remains a disturbing truth about her 
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picture of the lonely girl, demanding youth’s heritage of did so stand out, and this was due as much to the extra- 
pleasure, and drifting almost to ruin for no better reason ordinary charm of his personality, 1 think, as to his record- 
than that of boredom. But, having said so much, 1 desire making feats of battle in the air. His history and quoted 
that nothing in this tribute shall be taken as implying any letters show him to have been in action an expert exter- 
belicf in tho two literary villains of the author’s drama, minator of Huns, terrible and fearless, and yet at leisure a 
They are, and remain to tho end, scarecrows of most normal, straight, entirely unaffected and perfectly natural 
palpable straw. boy, at once tremendously serious and cheerfully incon- 

sequent. He is in himself the type of all tho best that is 
Mr. Belfort Bax’s Reminiscences (Allen and Unwin) is in tho B.E.F. The book is based upon his own letters, and 
not what you would call everybody’s book and even a is written by Messrs. Walter A. Briscoe and II. Russell 
student of politics is likely to fall to wondering how so Stannard, with a foreword by an eminent statesman, and 
interesting and forceful a personality should so nearly have appreciations by certain distinguished officers. I trust that 
achieved dulness. Partly due this, I fancy, to a charming I shall be neither prosecuted nor courfcmartialed if I say 
habit of not obtruding his ego. In fact his egotism takes that these gentlemen, with their testimonials and all, 
tho shape of prejudice. Ho can’t be fair to opponents ; to do their unconscious best to spoil the impression of the 
tho Nonconformist ascetic jingo, for instance, with mining reader, and only one thing saves the book from failure, the 
shares and a stake in war (I confess I was unaware of tho spirit of Ball himself, shining always through his simple 
existence of this as a type). Nor is ho fair when lie attri- letters and not to be extinguished by a flood of superlatives 
butes to “ tho terror of the rich ” tho incroaso of the Mansion and portly phrases. 

House Unemployment Bund from three thousand pounds to . 

seventy-five thousand pounds in tho throe days followin ; tho * In a paroxysm of verbal ingenuity Mr. John S. Margeri- 
famous Trafalgar Square 
vtdlee of 1887 in which ho j 
joined. Terror generally 1 
takes less benevolent ! 
forms, and surely know- 
ledge and sympathy awak- 
ened by so dramatic an 
advertisement of discon- 
tent account for a good 
part of the increase. As 
for Feminism it wouldn’t 
be at all unfair to describe 
our vigorous author’s atti- 
tude as — feminine! The 
chief interest of the book 
is the record of Mr. Bax’s 
friendship or acquaint- 
ance with large numbers 
of active mid- and lato- 
Victoriau Socialists, some 
obscure, others sufficiently 
well-known to tho general 



Mi.ktincj of Hi hectors of a lmiue drapery establishment, 
> DECIDE WHETHER T11E NEW LINE OF BLOUSES SHOULD BE 
* 11 \ d . OK 


public, such as Marx, Engels, the elder Lierknecht, Bedel, 
Jaures, Stkpniak, Kropotkin, and of course the English- 
rnen Morris, Champion, Quelcii and IIyndman. The un- 
sympathetic may chortle over tho fact that friends of 
humanity have their full share of the individualist weak- 


son has called his latest 
volume of soa-storics Petrol 
Patrols (II ODD EH AND 
Stoughton). This is por- 
haps rather overdoing it, 
hut it must be admitted 
that tho titlo adequately 
describes the contents of 
tho hook. Temporary* 
Lieut. Roderick Frazer , 
R.N.V.R , , offered his rac- 
ing motor-boat, Chi-Chi , 
to tho Admiralty, and 
hunted the U-boat with 
success almost beyond my 
power to credit. But the 
many thrilling moments 
that the author has given 
me are more than com- 
i lled pensation for the strain 
ld at he puts on my muscles 
i of belief. There is ap- 
tho sea-hoard that he does not 
of Chi-Chi are told with tho 


parently not a move 
know, and the adventures 
most exhilarating gusto. Moreover it is pleasant to read 
of [the enemy being scored off time after time. Even 
when, as in some of his incidents, fiction seems stranger 


nesses of spleen and petty spite. But it is a pleasure to than fact, one never tires of hearing how the Hun has been 

. 1 „ i.1 • • 1. I f . 1 . r JI 1 • l T>. ■ i_ : ° 


record that tho author is a pussionate defender of the 
justice of the Allies’ Cause in tho War. By tho way, as 
Mr. Bax is very severe on loose thinking, [ venture to 
point out to him a startling n< n-sequitur on page l 273, 
propos of religion, England and Cermany. 


done in by British imagination. 

In a preface to Gentlemen- at -Arms (JIeinemann) “Cen- 
turion” informs us that “The writer rnakos no claims — 
and possesses none — to he considered a writer of fiction.” 
At the risk of being rude 1 am compelled to disagroe with 
Captain Ball , U.C., of the Royal Plying Corps (Jenkins) him. T ^ )0 majority of these tales are based on actual inci- 
is a posthumous record of one of our most notable heroes of doiits of tlJ ° l)uL tho best of thorn are the two imagina- 
this War, or, if you prefer tho plainer term, of one of our fc ^ ve chapters called “The Husbandmen.” Hero the author 
“absolute toppers.” British officers, old army or new, compares favourably with Mr. Eden Phillpotts at the 
regular or irregular, territorial or aoriai, aro not as a class form. Tho War-stories, some of them almost in- 

unpleasant fellows, lacking in vitality, gaiety and courage; tolerably grim, aro unequal in merit; but when “Centurion” 
self-satisfaction and self-assertion and a passion for self- does g et h° U10 right there; and he is helped along 

protection are not their main characteristics. Moreover, it wa Y by an admirable economy of words. He knows 
is fair to say that, if every one of them at the lighting front wiiafc h° j 3 writing about and he can write. And you aro 
who ought to have received tho D.S.O. or the M.C. had n0 ^ m * ss “The Husbandmen.” 
done so, all would have both, and most would have the V.C. 

too. Consequently they aro such that a man must have a „ r Soft Soap. 

most remarkable character ami t ho m 9 st astounding achiov- peZncnUy.^ foJlZIS.c Rdf* ■!“” * 1 

ments to stand out amongst them. Captain Ball, it is clear, jteii) Italand Paper. 
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clean milk in sealed bottles. Surprise j The caterpillar plague, we are eredi- 
ChARIVARIA. is expressed by a number of people ! bly informed, is as bad as ever, and peo- 

14 God speed the spado until we are who have been harbouring the dolusion | pie are asking, 44 Is The Daily Mail the 

out of the wood,” said Mr. Phot me no that their milk is perfectly clean be- 1 paper it used to be ? ” 

to the Leeds allotment- holders. As a causo it gets a cold bath overy morning. 

factor in the food situation this tribute 41 Where is Hindenihlui ? ” asks a 

to the truffle comes none too soon. Two Donegal men were summoned contemporary. There is a rumour that 

:; V :: last week for refusing to takeout dog be is going about disguised as a military 

44 Everything is being done,” says a licenses unless they were written in strategist. 

Sunday contemporary, 44 to inspire the Irish. Fortunately the Bench was able 

German people with the courage of to remember the Erse for seven days '‘Dozens of live crabs were seen in 
despair.” It is even threatened that imprisonment. Gray’s Inn Road the other day, owing 


the Allies may insist on Little Willie 
taking solo command of the German 
armies. 


to the upsetting of a orate. It is years 
When charging one of bis tenants since so many have been seen about in 
with assault at County Tyrone a land- the neighbourhood. 


* lord stated that be bad done nothing to 

Tho French Government is fathering irritate him. This of course is ridicul- 


Since the petrol shortage has reduced 


a law by which Generals who blunder ous when wo remember that lie had the number of motor-ears in use the 


aro to be tried by a civil court. It is actually asked for bis i enl . 
unlikely that a similar measure will be 

passed in this country owing to differ* People contemplating si 
ences of opinion as to 

the amount of promotion _ * 

which the Court should jj, * - 

have the power to inflict. J 

According to tho Bar- yA tflsu 

liner Tarjehlalt Hinden- * ) 

burg has declared that > < 

he was not in favour of 

tho July offensive, Lu- ~ * 

DENDOKFF, On the other i ' — i 

hand, points out that it | - i 

isn’t his offensive any j * 


A Maid a Vale man who i 
appeared in the dock at 1 
Marylebono Police Court 
wearing a pair of trous- 
ers, a waistcoat and a 
“dickey,” was put back 
for tho state of bis mind 


tually asked for his lent. general public has come into its own. 

:; V Only last Week a pedestrian was socn 

People contemplating suicide are in walking in the middle of the road. 


i THE SILENT (NURSING) 
SERVICE. 

! At a Iaige hospital for 
officers in tho Midlands, 
V.A.D. nurses are for- 
bidden to converse with 
the patients, and it is ex- 
pected that the following 
| Army Order will shortly 
; ho issuod : ■ - 








Guide. “ You ’LL ’AVE TO BE VEllV CAREFUL ALOXC ’EllE, SlR. Bn* MANY 
A MULE LOHST ABOUT *ERE, SlR.” 


A run/ Council I untrue- 

d m xy m. 

It having boon brought 
to the notice of the Army 
Council that tho regula- 
tions governing the con- 
duct of V.A.D. nurses are 
not now being so strictly 
observed as they should 


to bo inquired into. This is a shrewd a bit of a hole in Middlesex, where the | bo, it is hereby ordered that tho atten 
blow for some of our music-hall come- County Council has refused to increase lion of all concerned be drawn to tho 
dians who get largo salaries for dressing the salaries of the coroners and there Order in Council wherein and whereby 
like that. ... ... is some talk of a strike. Another it is ordained : — 

* rumour suggests that the coroners will (a) That no conversation (lengthy 

An applicant recently informed ono resign and set up in private practice. or otherwise) shall take place between 


(a) That no conversation (lengthy 
or otherwise) shall take place between 
of the North-Country Tribunals that ** r * officer patients and V.A.D. nurses, 

there area hundre’d-and-twentydifforont Wo gather from the newspapers that (/>) Where any communication is 
shades of green. Speculation is rife as Government cheese has disappeared at necessary it shall he sent through the 
to which one Mr. Dillon, M.P., is now Is. 8c/. a pound. ... . : . proper channels in accordance with 

wearing. ... ... * Army custom and routine. 

* Captain Amundsen is now on his way (c) A diagram showing the method 

A Central Nows telegram states that to tho Pole, but we fear ho will not find of communication is appendoi* 

the Saxon General, von deb Planitz, any cheese there ... w , 

haa boen compulsorily retired. Other \WOfl.e*. -> KcdCr.. 

retirements, according to Planitz, are In view of tho menace of a General -f* >\ 

said to be imminent. Election this year a number of people n m q t 

*** are asking whether they will be allowed 

“The ex-Khedive of Egypt,” says a to go to Russia for a little peace and ^ >j 

Berlin wireless, “ has departed for main quiet. a.D m.S. Sister-in 

Army headquarters.” The Crown * ^ - * 

Prince, alive to the exigencies of Ori- A cyclist losing control of his machine ^ > 

eatal punctilious ‘ing an effort to crashed through a tobacconist’s window M.o. staff 

meet him half*. , in London last week. With great pre- . , 

sence of mind he asked the shopkeeper T i 

A higher rate has been fixed for extra- for a box of matches. Wonndcd Officer. v J 


War Office. — >- 

A 
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“ACCORDING TO PLAN.” 

To TIIE GERMAN PKOPIiK FROM THE HlOII COMMAND. 
Civilians! thoro lies in the virtue 
Of patience an infinite balm ; 

No rumour of horrors can hurt 3*011 
If only 3*011 smile and are calm; 

Though you find us apparently waiving 
The offensive wo lately began, 

Bear up; we are simply behaving 
According to plan. 

Did you suffer a pain in 3*0111* liver 
When you saw some invinciblo corps, 

After gallantly crossing a river, 

I’osumo the original shore? 

Twas a mere reconnoitring excursion; 

We went and we saw and wo ran ; 

Yes, we did it (including immersion) 

According to plan. 

I11 those very identical regions 
That sunder the Marne from the Aisne 
We advanced to the rear with our legions 
Long ago and have done it again ; 

Fools murmur of errors committed, 

But every intelligent man 
lias accepted the view that we flitted 
According to plan. 

If you douht our traditional fitness 
For hacking our way in the West, 
Chateau-Thierry may serve as a witness 
That onr culture is still of the host; 

For our Prussians made ha}* of its treasure 
(As only a gentleman can 
Whose duty is one with his pleasure) 

According to plan. 

With feats such as these to inspire you, 

Don’t talk of the turn of the tide; 

With the fame of our record to fire you, 

Let patience be sister to pride; 

Though fho look of affairs ho misleading 

(Like your bread, which appears to be bran), 
Best assured wo are always proceeding 

According to plan. O. S. 

WITH THE AUXILIARY PATROL. 

The Jonah. 

His name was Albert and he joined the ship as a deck- 
hand in place of one of tho crew who, seeing a petty -officer 
of the ex-K.N.A.S. in amiable conversation with a sergeant 
of the ex-U.F.G., had taken an unauthorised extension of 
shore leave under tho impression that tho War was over. 

Tho Second- Engineer said afterwards that I10 suspected 
Albert of being a Jonah as soon as ever ho noticed tho 
downward droop of his moustache-ends. Lie says that 
somehow or other you can always tell Jonahs like that. It 
soems there 's nothing like a moustache for bringing good or 
bad luck. A cheerful moustache, he says, is as good as a 
depth-charge aboard any ship, but a d trooper is fatal. Thoro 
was certainly something horribly depressing about Albert’s. 
It was impossible to look at it without thinking about tor- 
pedoes and submerged mines. It cast a gloom over the 
whole ship’s company. 

On that trip misfortuno dogged our trawler’s footsteps 
(in a manner of speaking) from tho first. We had to go to 
sea in tho teeth of a stiff gale from the nor’-east ; the first 
day out the steward slipped down tho cabin steps, squan- 
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dering a tin of delectable soup into the skipper’s sea-boots 
before our famished eyes ; and the same evening it was dis- 
covered that the monthly issue of tobacco had not come 
aboard, and we were faced with the prospect of ten days at 
sea with scarcely enough to provide a smoke-screen capable 
of obscuring the Gorman Mercantile Marino. Tho crew 
passed some very unpleasant remarks. 

“ It ’s that now dock-hand,” declared the Second- 
Engineer. “ Look at his bloomin’ whiskers; did ever you 
sec the word ‘Jonah’ writ plainer on any object in your 
life ? If ho had any proper feeling he’d either shave 'em 
off altogether or clso twist ’em up a hit more lively-liko. 
The ship hasn’t a fair chance with a cargo liko that aboard.” 

“ It ain’t no Jonah,” protested Albert indignantly. “ 1 Vo 
had tho same whiskers all my life and they ’ve never 
brought no had luck. Do you think I ’d liavo ’em a-sticking 
up like that lvaiser Bill and my own brothor-in-law been 
fired on in an open boat? Not if 1 knows it.” 

But tho crew muttered ominousl}\ 

One evening at dusk wo were having a peaceful game of 
cards down in the cabin. Tho Skipper, whoso luck had 
been out, had just triumphantly declared his intention of 
going “ Nap,” when sounds of excitoment were hoard from 
tho watch on deck. 

“ Fritz ahoy ! ” someone shouted down tho companion- way. 
1 always like to think that when the news of tho Armada's 
corning was announced to Drake on tho bowling-green at 
Plymouth the gallant Admiral had a little wager on the 
game and stood in a winning position. Unfortunately for 
tho Skipper, 1 1 -boat tactics do not allow of tho little delays 
that were possible in the more spacious days. We dropped 
our cards and rushed to action stations. 

When I had got the news away to the base I sat in my 
wireless cabin listening to the gun hard at it and smoking 
a cigarette in careless bravado. After a while tho noise 
ceased and I considered 1 might venture on deck for a look- 
sco. Albert was leaning dejectedly against tho mast. 

“ Have we sunk him ? ” I asked eagerly. 

“It wasn’t no sub,” ho replied ; “ it was only a boundary 
buoy tlioy mistook for a conning tower.” 

Away aft the skipper was saying bitter things about a 
hand of Ace, King, Queen and two more trumps he had been 
prevented from playing, and from the bridge came sounds 
strongly reminiscent of a scytho being sharpened. I think 
it was the Lieutenant gnashing his teeth. 

Tho final blow came when wo were ordered to remain at 
sea three days beyond our lawful period of patrol. Tho 
crow woro in a state of almost open mutiny. I quite ex- 
pected that some morning would find Albert hiissing and 
yet another dark mystery added to tho long talo of ocean 
tragodies. 

Tho day we eventually camo into dock tho Lioutenant 
sent for him on deck. Ho had a razor in his hand, and 
I closed my eyes* in horror. 

“Take this,” said the Lieutenant grimly, handing him 
tho razor. “ Now, go down tho fo’c’stie and remove that 
moustache. If you leave enough hair on your face to trip up 
a weovil your name goes down in tho Commander’s Keport.” 
Silently but with tears in his eyos Albert withdrew. 

Wo prssed through tho jetty, and as we were coming 
to our moorings an ex-mate of the ship, who was seated 
on a bollard smoking his pipe, hailed us. 

“What cheer, Skips?” he callod out to the Captain. 
“ I see you’re on tho list for dry dock this time in, and ton 
days’ leave for all hands.” 

In the enraptured silence that followed this joyful an- 
nouncement, Albert, looking the very picture of misery and 
shame, emerged from the fo’c'stle/ His countenance was 
as innocent of moustache as the surface of a new-laid egg. 




THE CHASTENED MOOD. 

Hindesburo (to Germania). “YOU’VE NOT QUITE CAUGHT THE IDEA, MADAM. WHAT 
I EATHEE WANT IS AN EXPEESSION OF CALM AND SEE13NE PATIENCE.” 

[Hindenburg has confided to a newspaper correspondent that the German peoplo needs to develop tho virtuo of pationco.] 
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smells of garlic is not Mustard Gas, 
THE MUD LARKS. however, as a certain British Division 

The scene is a base camp behind the which went into the line alongside some 
Western Front. In the background is of our brave Southern allies regretfully 
a gravel pit, its brow fringed with pines, discovered after they had been swelfcer- 
On Iho right-hand side is a black but; ing in their masks for thirty-six long, 
against ono wall several cast-iron cylin- long hour? 

dors are leaning; against another several “The third and last is Phosgene, 
stretchers; behind it a squad of R. A. M.C. Phosgene has a greenish-whiteish- 
orderlies are playing pitch and toss for i yellowish odour all its own, reminiscent 
profit and pleasure. On the left-hand | of decayed vegetation, mouldy hay, ol ’ 


side is a cemetery. 


clothes, wet hides, burnt feathers, w arm 




On the turf in the centre of the stage mice, polecats, dead mules, boiled cab- 
aro some two hundred members of the hage, stewed prunes, sour grapes, or 
well-known British family, Atkins. The anything else you dislike, 
matter in hand being merely that of life “As all these gases havo a depress- ! 
and death those in tho rear 1 “ ~ 

ranks are whiling away the , 
time by playing crown and j 
anchor. Their less fortunate 
comrades in tho prominence of 
tho front ranks arc “havin' a 
bit o’ shut eye” — in other 
words arc fast asleep sitting up, 
propped the ono against the 
other. 

Before them stands a Bache- 
lor of Science disguised as a 
Second-Lieutenant. Prom the 
green-and-black brassard about j 
his arm and the attar dc chlor- 
ine and parfum dc phosyenc 
which cling about him in a 
murky aureole one would guess 
him to ho connected with tho 
Gas Service. And ono would 
bo quite correct ; ho is. \ 

* := ! 

Lecturer: “Ahem! Pay 
attention to me, please; I am : 
going to give you a little chat 
on Gas. When you go up the 
lino one of two things must 
inevitably happen to you; you 
will either be gassed or you will 
not. If you are not gassed 
strict attention to this lecture 
will enable you to talk as if you had been. 

On tho other hand if you are gassed it 
will enable you to distinguish to which 
variety you succumbed, which will be 
most instructive. 

“There are more sorts of ga* than one. 

There is the Home or Domestic Gas, 
which does odd jobs about the house 
at a bob a time, and which out here is 
fed to observation balloons to get them trimmings 
of! the earth. There is Laughing Gas, 
so called from the fun the dentist gets 
out of his victims while they are under 
its influence ; and lastly there is Ilun 
Gas, which is not a bit amusin 



(Herman Prisoner. “Vy y< s YOU STAKE MINK I JFK ? 
British Tommy. “ ’Cause yk ’re so much like a litt 

1 lllESD O* MINE *.S T I.I5FT KKIUN!) ME DOWN WillTECH A1*E 


ing effect on the consumer if indulged 1 
in too freely the War Oilice has devised 
an effective counter-irritant, the scien- 
tific wonder of the ago, the soldier’s 
friend and multuui in parco — in short, 
tho Respirator Pox. Hero you will oh - 1 
serve l have a respirator- box as issued 
to tho troops. I 

.“There are other kinds with luce: 

and seasonable mottoes! 
worked in coloured heads for the use 1 
of the Staff; but they do not concern 
us. Let us now examine the ordinary 
respirator-box. What do wo discover? j 
_ A neatcanvas satchel, knapsack or what- j 

“ Three varieties of gas are principally not, which will bo found invaluable for 
employed by the Hun. The first of the storage of personal knick-knacks, 
these is Chlorine. Chlorine smells like such as soap, knives and forks, socks, 
a strong sanitary orderly or weak iron rations, mouth-organs, field-mar- * 
chloride of lime. The second on our shahs batons, etc. Within the satchel ! 
list is Mustard Gas, so called because (what-not or knapsack) we discover a 1 
it smells like garlic. Everything that j rubber sponge-bag pierced with motor j 


goggles, a clothes-peg, a foot of garden 
hose, a baby’s teether (chewers among 
you will find this a comforting substi- 
tute for gum), a yard or two of strong 
twine (first-aid to tho braces), a tube of 
Anti-Dimmer (use it as tooth-paste, 
)our smile will beam more brightly), 
and a record card, on which you are 
invited to inscribe your name, age, vote 
and clubs ; your golf, polo and lu do handi- 
caps; complaints as to the cooking or 
service and any sunny sentiments or epi- 
grams that may occur to you from time 
to time. 

• Should you bo in tho line and detect 
the presence of hostile gas in large 
numbers your first action 
should bo to don your respira- 
tor-box and your second to give 
the alarm. The donning of 
the respirator is done in five 
! motions by the best people: — 

| “1. Remove the cigarette, 

i chewing - gum or fake teeth 
; from the mouth and place it 
(or them) behind the car (or 
, cars). 

| “ Tear the sponge-hag out 

'of the knapsack (what-not or 
; satchel) and slap it boldly on 
the face as you would a must- 
ard-plaster. 

; “ 3. Pin it to your nose by 

means of the clothes-peg. 

I “ 4. Work the elastics well 
, into the back hair. 

I “ 5. Swallow the teether and 
i carry on with deep breathing 
j exercises, as done by Swedes, 

| sea-lions and suchlike, 
j “ The respirator once in posi- 
1 tion, pass the good news on to 
! your comrades by performing 
j fortissimo on one of the nu- 
! inorous alarums with which 
! every nice front line is liberally 
• provided. But please remem- 
ber that gas alarms are for gas only, 
and do not let your natural exuberance 
or love of music carry you away, as it 
is liable to create a false impression ; 
witness the caso of some of our high- 
spirited Colonials, who, celebrating a 
national festival (the opening of the 
whippet racing-season in New South 
Wales) with a full orchestra of Klax- 
on and Strombos horns, rattles, gongs, 
shell-cases, tin-cans, sackbuts, psalteries 
and other instruments of musick, sent 
every living soul in an entire army 
area stampeding into their smell-hats, 
there to remain for forty-eight hours 
without food, drink or benefit of 
cler* v 

Having given you full instructions as 
to the correct method of entering your 
respirators I will now tell you how to 
extricate yourselves. You must first 
be careful to ascertain that there is 


LE OAT> 
'.L WAY.” 
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This razor has won the premier position in 
the world’s markets and in the Navy and 
Army as the only razor that “strops itself.” 

To this unique feature is now added the 
advantage of instant adjustability. By 
a touch on the adjusting lug you can 
vary the distance between the blade and 
the guard with supreme precision and 
accuracy, adapting the setting according 
to the toughness of your beard or the 
tenderness of your skin. 
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A Fascinating Experience 

is enjoyed when Old English Lavender Soap is 
used for {he first time. 

The beautiful fragrance it gives forth so abundantly, 
its soft velvety lather, and the sense of comfort 
and well-being it imparts, make its use a delight. 

Ridleys 

T 016 C1.9li.s6 

Lavender Soap 

Box ol 3 Large Tablets .... SI- 

Of all Chemists and Stores, and from 

HI YARDLEY & CO. LTD., 8, New Bond Street, London, W.lllll 

Perfumer* and Fine Soap Makers since 1770. 



Viyella 

(Reed. TmH# MarLl 


“ (Regd. Tride Maik). 

KHAKI SHIRTS. 

The War has pr«u-<l liu: abs-lute superiority of "Viyella" Khaki 
Shirts. “Viyella" is soft, waim, and nou-irritant, exceedingly 
(Unable, and will nut shrink. Moreover, owing to the fact that 
it both absorbs and radiates away the moisture of the body, 
the wearing of “ Yi\dl.i’’ is of real importance to the health. 
Obtainable in Standard ar<l Heavy Weights and in Regulation Shades 

OF HIGH-CLASS OUTFITTERS. 

If you a re unable to obtain, write to the Manufacturers for name of suitable Retailer 
Win. Hollins & Co., Ltd. ( Trade ui*/j>, t>4, Viyella House, Newgate St., London, F..C. I 
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tl 

JpEy 

AN IDEAL 


WATER FOR 


table USE. 


1 URROW’sX^ggf l ABLE USE. 

‘Ma]^epn^ 

( BRITISH and THE BESToTX 
\SPARKLING TABLE WATERS^/ 

,, M A wfr| N !^?r‘ purC L l! L i ! i ' hSpark,in 8 TalJ ' ! 

Water bottled from the h Utoric St AN\S 
SPRING. MALVERN. It is the du* of every 
true Bnton at this period of our Nation’s history to 

Tnd ,nr U r II W L rW0UrCC » ° f tK ‘ S CoWltfy, 

and lo refuse aU Water, winch cmana^ from enemy sources! 

Malvcrnti u the softest and purest water obtainable and 
may be drunk as freely a. any other Tab'c Water, either a onJ or 
muted with wine or spirits, and is both pleasant and wholesome. 
OBTAINABLE FROM ALL LEADING STORES 
CLUBS. HOTELS. BUFFETS. £ Jf .„ y difficult 


| Select your Carpets 

§ before you Furnish. 

| TRELOAR and SONS 

§§ deal exclusively in Floor Coverings, and offer 
j| exceptional advantages to customers in conse- 

jj quence, and desire to place before those about 
g f° furnish the most reliable information regard- 
§§ mg every kind of Carpet or other Floor Covering 

| Cheviot Carpets, 

| Tweed Carpets, 

I Shetland Carpets, 

| Kerval Carpets, 

| Brussels Carpets, 

| Axminster Carpets, 

I |^ ian Carpets, 

I d .^f on Carpets, 

1 ^ British made Turkey Carpets, 

j ‘ DuroleUm,” a remarkable Floor Covering, 

| Linoleum, printed and plain, all qualities. 

H Purchasers may rely upon getting the very best 

1 quality of every kind of Carpet or Floor Covering if 

H tac y Y 18 * 1 f? r ff ■ but the less expensive grades are 

| aJso ’ <c Pf in stock, and prices can be quoted. 

1 TRELOAR and SONS, 

| 68, 69, 70, Ludgate Hill, E.C.4. 

p Telephones 6651 a.ul 9821 Centra!. 1 
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Newly-joined Subaltern. “ I say, Staff-Sergeant, you know all ahout wheels and things, don’t you? I want you to mend 

THE HAIRSPRING OF MY WRIST WATCH.” 


no gag loft about. Tosts arc usually 
made (1) with a white mouse, (2) with 
a canary. 

“ If the white mouse turns groon 
there is gas present ; if it don’t there 
ain’t. If the canary wags hig tail and 
whistles “Geo! ain’t it dandy down in 
Dixie ! ” all is well, but if it wheezes 
“ The End of a perfect Day” and moults 
violently, boware, beware ! If through 
the negligenco of the Quartermastering 
Department you have not been equipped 
with either mice or canaries do not 
start sniffing for gas yourselves, but 
remember that your lives are of value 
to your King and country and send for 
an officer. To have first sniff of all gas is 
one of an officer’s privileges ; ho hasn’t 
many, but this is one of them and very 
jealously guarded as such. If an officer 
should catch you snuffing up all the gas 
in the neighbourhood he will be justi- 
fiably annoyed and peevish. 

“Now, having given you all the 
theory of anti-gas precautions, we will 
indulge in a little practice. When I 
shout the word ‘Gas!’ my assistants 
will distribute a few smoke bombs 


among you, and every man will don his 
respirator in five motions and wend his 
way towards the gas-chamber, entering 
it by the south door and leaving it by 
the north. Is that quite clear? Then 
get ready. Gas!” 

* 

Four or five N.C.O. Instructors sud- 
denly pop up out out of the gravel pit 
and bombard the congregation with 
hissing smoko grenades. The front 
ranks wake up, spring to their feet 
in terror and leg it for safety at a 
stretched gallop, shedding their respira- 
tors for lightness’ sake as they flee. 
The rear ranks, who, in spite of thorn- 
selves, have heard something of tho 
lecture, burrow laboriously into their 
masks. Somo wear them as hats, some 
as ear-mull’s, some as chest-protectors. 

Tho smoko rolls over them in heavy 
yellow billows. 

Shadow shapes, hooded like Spanish 
inquisitors, may be seen here and there 
crouched as in prayer, struggling to- 
gether or groping blindly for tho way 
out. One unfortunate has his head 
down a rabbit-hole, several blunder over 


tho edge of the gravel pit and are seen 
no more. 

There is a noise of painful laboured 
breathing as of grampuses in deep 
water or pigs with asthma. 

The starchy N.C.O. Instructors closo 
on the helpless mob and with muffled 
) elps and wild waving of arms herd 
them towards tho south door of the gas 
I chamber, push them inside and shoot 
the bolts. 

Tho li.A.M.C. Orderlies are busy 
’ hauling the bodies out of the north 
door, loading them on stretchers and 
trotting them across to the cemetery, 
at the gates of which stands tho Jiase 
Burial Officer beaming welcome. 

The lecturer, seeing the game well 
in progress, lights a pipe and strolls 
homo to tea. Pvtlandku. 


Georgians and Victorians. 

Brighton’s popularity began in tho 
late Georgian period ; but with tho pre- 
sent rush for railway accommodation 
the only people who have a chance of 
getting there now are early Victorians. 
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HINTS FOR POULTRY KEEPERS. 

{By our Scientific Expert.) 

During tho present month many 
fowls drop into grump, especially broody 
hens. Food should be given sparingly 
until grumping is in full swing, and all 
rich and stimulating food should bo 
omitted, such as fresh-wator mussels, 
eels, crayfish, whelks, sardines or short- 
bread. Green food should bo provided 
in abundance, especially green peas, 
which are now plentiful; they assist the 
feather-growth, which is a great drain 
on the lion’s constitution but an essen- 
tial factor in its well-being, for, as the old 
proverb says, “ Alien without a foathor 
is like a boot without leather.” Bombay 
ducks are especially liable to grump, and 
a valuable preventive in their case is 
a little clam chowder dusted in sulphur 
mash, with a dash of ammoniated quin- 
ine. The treatment is as follows : Spray 
the gills every hour with warm rum and 
milk and rub a littlo radium on tho 
nostril. Also give cither “Grurnpo” 
pills or powder in guava jelly night and 
morning. In acuto cases isolation is 
absolutely necessary. 

The poultry- house should ho lit 
preferably with acetylene gas at night, 
as tho delicate odour of garlic in this 
illuminant is much relished by ban- 
tams, cockerels, pickerels, pangofflins, 
porboaglos and other heavy layors. Tho 
needs of runner ducks must be carofully 
studied, as they aro liable to bo alarmed 
by a strong artificial light. Smoked-glass 
spectacles, which can bo procured at 
10s. fid. a pair from any good optician, 
aro indispensable, as inflammation of 
the eye, if not promptly dealt with, 
passes rapidly to tho mosenteric tract 
and exacerbates tho solar plexus. At this 
stage hot fomentations of hydrochloric 
acid sometimes effect a cure ; but it is 
perhaps safer to blow up tho bird with a 
small dynamite charge, and saturate tho 
infected area with tincture of cinnamon. 

Romo strains which are immune from 
grump sulTor from migraine, Spanish 
inlluen/a and botulism. Bull Orping- 
tons, for example, are curiously botul- 
istic in their diathesis, but if properly 
fed and housod in hygienic conditions 
they enjoy a remarkable freedom from 
these troubles. Tho formula for air 
spaco may bo crudely expressed by say- 
ing that in tho perfect poultry-house 
tho cube root of the hypotenuse should 
novor exceed the parabola of the rotat- 
ing focus, otherwise disaster is sure 
to supervene. All poultry-houses should 
have a continual supply of pure air, 
not draught. Tho open-air treatment 
for fowls of every age is now recom- 
mended by all aviculturists. Revolving 
shelters, with electrically-driven fans 
in the hot weather, demand a certain 


initial outlay, but they work wonders 
with backward bantams. The main 
poultry-house should be open in front 
with a plate-glass wind-screen and a 
buffet for light refreshments at either 
end. Tho wails should be of encaustic 
tilos. 

Imperfect voico-production in roosters 
can bo remedied by the employment 
of model crowing records periodically 
emitted hy a gramophone. Fowls aro 
essentially imitative and amenable to 
discipline. Cruelty to ugly ducklings 
should bo vigorously suppressed and in 
every way an atmosphere of cordiality 
and mutual good - will encouraged. 
Prizes for good conduct, regular laying 
and lustre of plumage should bo insti- 
tuted, and suitable decorations awarded 
to tho winners. In this way the 
friendly co-operation of poultry and 
their keepors can bo materially pro- 
moted, and tho satisfactory solution of 
the problem of food-supply reconciled 
with tho dictates of an enlightened 
humanitarianism. 

GLORIOUS GLUE. 

[“Rover’s bad meat has been made into 
glue .” — The Evening News.] 

Dove it's had meat has been made into 
glue ! 

Bully for me ! bully for you ! 

Meat that is good may be scanty, it’s 
true, 

Still it’s not nearly so charming to 
chow ; 

Therefore let ’s let it go bad through 
and through 

So that we ’re able to bako (or to brew) 

Glue, glue, glorious glue l 

Who doos not gloat over glorious gluo? 

Cutlets aro coy and chops very fovv, 
Porterhouse steaks aro quite off the 
menu ; 

Jolly good joints have all vanished from 
view ; 

Wluit doos it matter and why should 
wo rue 

Beef that is breezy and balmy and 
blue ? 

Can’t wo transform it and have in its 
lieu 

Gluo, glue, glorious glue? 

Can’t we all gloat over glorious glue? 

Dover's bad meat has been made into 
glue ! 

Very nice too ! very nice too ! 

All through a lack of cold storage ? — 
Hooroo ! 

Waste, do you call it? — I answer, Pooh- 
pooh ! 

Who would not willingly give a meat 
cou- 
pon for two pennorth of glutinous stew? 
Glue, gluo, glorious glue ! 

Come, let us gloat over glorious gluo ! 

W. B. 


MORE PROPAGANDA. 

Sucii of our roadors as may have 
doubted in their ignorance the industry 
or, at any rate, the efficiency of all the 
gifted and decorated gentlemen who 
toil (largely in officers* uniforms) in the 
Propaganda Departments which now 
exist — one prominent effect of tho War 
having been to makotwo Propagandist 
Departments flourish where none grew 
before — will bo glad to hoar of the cam- 
paign which, unless rumour is a lying 
jade, is about to bo inaugurated in rural 
districts. 

Although at Coventry and Birming- 
ham there seems to have been a want of 
appreciation of the dangerous character 
of tho Hun as a foe, it lias been decided 
that our rustics shall entertain no such 
hallucination. But how to get tho light 
into a head not normally too acute and 
rendered more than commonly dull in 
those days by Hodge’s efforts, forced 
upon him by the Government’s plough- 
ing activity early in the year and recent 
vacillations concerning tho value of 
crops, to do tho work of three men and 
so bo ready for the harvest. There 
have, it is true, been placards on the 
walls and lectures have now and then 
been delivered; but the yokel mind 
moves slowly. Fortunately, howovor, 
the yokol eye is quick, and this is the 
Propagandist’s chance. 

Wo understand that the new moasure 
proceeds from tho report of a roving 
Commissioner in an agricultural dis- 
trict, who wrote as follows : “ I have 
boon much struck by certain wasted 
opportunities for influencing rural opin- 
ion against tho Hun, and in particular 
tho Arch Hun. Never before have I 
seen so many scarecrows in the fields, 
and novor scarecrows so badly con- 
structed. Surely it would not bo too 
difficult to set up a factory whero scare- 
crows (or boggarts, as they are called 
in some places) could bo made in large 
numbers in the likeness of the Kaiser. 
These, if supplied free to farmers, would 
servo tho double purpose of frightoning 
tho birds and perpetually reminding tho 
country people of the doplorable per- 
sonality of our enemy ; and since a 
scarecrow is one of tho lowest terms 
that can bo applied to a human boing 
a healthy contempt for everything Ger- 
man would bo fostered.’* 

It is tho task of translating this 
admirable suggestion into fact that 
(unless, as we say, rumour is a lying 
jade) has made all tho O.B.E.'s in the 
Propaganda Department so busy just 
now. Heaven help their enterprise ! 

A Champagne Counter-Offensive. 

Song for Little Willie: “Oh! 
what a difference in the Marne-ing.” 
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Lothario. “I KAY, OLD BKAN, NOT Midi DOIN’ ON THU KOUTIIKKN FuONT 'HUH MORN IN’’ — WllAT ? ’ 


THE DEATH OF DORA, 19 . 

[A high authority has pronounced that D.O.lt.A. will automatically 
oxpiro at tlio closo of the War. The following memorial versos may 
seem a little premature, but Mr. Punch, forestalling his con temporaries, 
who keep roams of memorial matter ready pigoon-holed against the 
ilocoaso of distinguished porsonages, proposes to publish these lines at 
once as an example to the nation of perfect readiness for Peace.] 

Weep, vvoop, O England, and from shore to shore 
Let tho loud bolls their crude carillons cease, 

For she that did resist all storms of War 
Lies stricken in the very hour of Peace. 

Now all our songs are silent, and no wonder, 

For poor old Dora has at last gone under. 

Bring yo no cypresses nor yew-leaves dark ; 

Only with palm shall Dora’s pyre ho stacked ; 

For lo! it seems superfluous to remark 
Tlio Healm she loved is happily intact; 

All, sorry fate! she only lived to win, 

And it was victory that did her in. 

Not oft in history, when Great Ones pass, 

Doos all their life-work perish with themselves ; 

Tho humblest bard must wither like the grass, 

But leaves his legacy on someone's shelves ; 

And Dora’s work was admirable, but 
Sho kicked the bucket and it all went phut. 

For hark, what laughter jars upon our pain 
Now that the gaols eject into the sun 
Bosch, Pacifist, Objector and Sinn Fein, 

And the best work of Dora is undone ; 

While ail acknowledge, as they dry the tear, 

It is less d iffi cult to purchase beer. 


Hark, in the clubs, how everybody knows 
The secret mysteries that used to ho, 

While rapturous Editors unscathed disclose 
That England too had submarines at sea, 

And Correspondents are no more confined 
To vivid pictures of the way thoy dined. 

Tho lights begin to twinkle from tho bars; 

The slow moon climbs, hut no one cares a blow ; 
Mon ride in most unnecessary cars 

And reckless quaff two whiskies at a go; 

Lifo without Dora, love itself seems drab, 

And one may whistlo for a taxi-cab. 

Yet shall she live in patriotic minds ; 

Haply at even, when the church-bells boom, 

Will old men start and guiltily draw the blinds 
And snap the lights out in the dining room ; 

Will speak of Dora when their sons demur: 

“ It was her wish ; I do it, lad, for her.” 

Haply munitioners will toll tho tale 

Of the old days, the piping times of war, 

And humourists and profiteers bewail 

The trench-jokes dead, the surpluses no more ; 
Shah say, “ Old Dora would have sympathised ; 
’Tvvas Peace that killed her — and I ’w not surprised. 

And how commend her? for she used to seek 
No people’s flattery, no vulgar pars. ; 

We did not seo her picture week by week, 

With notes about her war-work at bazaars ; 

This he the praise no caviller can rob, 

“ She wore no chevrons , hut she did her job.*' 

A. P. H. 
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THE RIVER SEASON. 

Fritz. “THEY TOLD ME TO CROSS THE MARNE, AND I’VE DONE IT— BOTH WAYS. 
NOW WHERE’S THIS AISNE THEY TALK ABOUT?” 
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socks of which Mr. Roch, sitting exactly division they were handsomely beaten. 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, opposite, made prominent and sympa- Of the few Liberals who joined them in 
Monday, July 29 th. — The more strait- thetic display. Almost the only passage the Lobby most, I fancy, voted, not 
laced Peers wore a little shocked at the in his speech which evoked general ap- bcc uise they loved Ireland more but 
spectacle of Lord Lansdowne, hitherto proval was his tribute to the patriotic because they loved Lloyd George less, 
regarded by them as a pattern of pro- services of his predecessor; and even Tuesday, July 30th. — The Lords spent 
pricty, introducing a Kill to re-establish that, I fear, suggested unfavourable a lively couplo of hours in debating its 


lotteries. It seems that the Red Cross comparisons. 

Society has lately come into the posses- There was very little left of the mo- Lord Curzon’s had suggested to Lord 
sion of some three thousand pearls, pre- tion after Mr. Sjiortt had done with Rirblebdale that the immemorial 
sonted by a multitude of distinguished it. For years past the House has been right of tho Peers to ask questions was 
donors, and of a solitary pig, tho gift so much accustomed to seeing the to lie curtailed by D.O.R.A., and that 
of an allotment-holder to Her Majesty Nationalist Paity kowtowed to by their historic Chamber was to bocotne 
tho Quern (his Lordship, despite a re- statesmen on both sides that it was a “controlled establishment.” Lord 


own procedure. A recent speech of 
Lord Curzon’s had suggested to Lord 


the Queen (his Lordship, despite a re- 


controlled establishment.’ 


cent experience, still persists in putting almost as much delighted as surprised Londonderry joined in the protest, 
pearls before swine) ; and it is assured to hear the new Chief Secretary — an I To declared that the Lower House was 
that tho only effective way of turning avowed and unrepentant Home Ruler tending to become a subservient body 


these treasures into casli is to 
raflle thorn. But that, though 
it is done every day, is illegal. 
Hence the Bill, which received 
a Second Reading, despite an 
animated protest from His 
Grace of Canterbury. But l 
tremble for its fate if it ever 
reaches the other House. As 
Hon. Secretary of tho Anti- 
Gambling League Mr. Hogue 
will have all his bristles out. 

Colonel Thorne, as a repre- 
sentative gas-worker, implored 
the Ministry of Munitions not 
to encourage the employment 
of women in rotort houses ; the 
work, he averred, was not suit- 
able for them. But Mr. K el- 
la way assured him that ho was 
mistaken ; under certain con- 
ditions women were most suc- 
cessful in rotort work. As Mr. 
Kkllaway is a married man, 
while tho Colonel, I gather 
from Debrrtt , is still a gay 
young bachelor, I am hacking 
Mr. Kellaway. 

Not content with Mr. Bonar 


4y 


fcK/ti 


MS 







THE OPENING liOUND. 

AIk. Dillon receives a Shortt hook. 


of Coalition placemen, and 
then, by a process of reasoning 
too subtle for anybody but an 
Irishman to follow, argued that 
the best way to save the Upper 
House from a similar fate was 
to put more Ministers into it. 

Lord Curzon disclaimed any 
intention to reduce their Lord- 
ships’ privileges, which includ- 
ed tho right to put down a 
question on one subject, make 
a speech about another, and 
wind up with a motion of 
which no notice had been 
given. No wonder that nowly- 
created Boers, fresh from the 
control of the Speaker, felt 
as if they were roaming in a 
spacious park after being con- 
fined to tho trim alleys of a 
Dutch garden. All he asked 
was that when they were po- 
litely requested to postpone 
an inconvenient question they 
should do so and not grumble 
about freedom of speech “ and 
all that rubbish.” 

In the Commons Mr. Dillon 


Law’s assurance that tho whole ques- 
tion of tho use of motor-cars by Public 
Departments was under inquiry. Mr. 
Houston asked for an immediate pro- 
hibition of the use of largo cars in Lon- 
don. Was there any physical reason 
why a General or an Admiral could not 
go about in a small car ? Nobody could 
think of an answer to this pertinent . 
question. 

If Mr. Dillon got a chilly reception 
for his indictment of tho Government 
he had only himself to blame. You ! 
can't desert the House of Commons fori 
three months and expect it at once to 
take you to its bosom on your return ; and 
if your wooing is conducted in alternate 
wails and whispers it is still less likely 
to bo effective. Tho Nationalist loader 
had to be content with the punctual 
applause of his faithful followers, the 
silent approval of Lord Wlmborne in 
the Peers’ Gallery, and the bright green 


— telling Mr. Dillon’s followers a few 
plain truths about themselves. In 
vain Mr. Devlin endeavoured by rasp- 
ing interruptions to put him off his 
stroke. Smiling and implacable Mr. 
Siiortt rubbed in his points— that they 
had made no effort to turn tho Homo 
Rulo Act into a practicable measure 
that, instead of denouncing Sinn Fein, 
they had followed its lead ; that they had 
attacked the Irish Executive when they 
should have suppoitcd it, and by their 
refusal to help recruiting had forfeited 
the sympathy of the British working- 
clasps. 

Many other speeches were made. 
Sir Georoe Heid purred statesmanship, 
Sir Mark Sykes scintillated, Mr. As- 
quith temporized, and Mr. Herbert 
Samuel prattled of the Peace Confer- 
ence. Ilalf-a-dozen Nationalists said 
ditto to their leader in various degrees 
of stridency ; but when it came to the 


endeavoured to raise as a question of 
privilege tho regulation that requires 
intending travellers to Ireland to obtain 
a permit from the police. Incidentally 
it meant that his friend, Mr. Swift 
MacN kill, had been obliged to have bis 
photograph taken, though it is only fair 
to say that on this shocking outrage be- 
ing brought to the notice of the author- 
ities t hey had modified the order. Irish 
Members were no longer required to 
produce their portraits, but still had to 
obtain passes before they could return 
to Ireland. The Speaker, however, 
ruled that the subject, if of importance, 
should have been raised six weeks ago. 

An attempt by Mr. Swift MacNeill 
to reduce the Secret Service Vote — the 
thought of that photograph was still 
rankling — suffered defeat ; and the 
House then passed all the remaining 
Votes in Supply — unimaginable mil- 
lions — in a quarter-of-an-hour. 




OLD RHYMES RE-SUNG. 

Thk Astronomic it’s Green-Sickness. 

Oh, Daddy dear, your fino career a won- 
drous close has found, 

For now your oyos that searched the 
skies are glued upon the ground ; 

No longer you contribute to the learned 
magazines, 

But devote yourself exclusively to grow- 
ing roots and greens. 

Discarding logarithms and algebraic 
signs 

You welcome as your masters Hoover, 
Prothero and Clynes ; 

And the only sort of science to which 
your fancy leans 

Is the theory of Mendel as exemplified 
by greens. 

At oiglit o’clock oacli morning with the 
gusto of a grig 

You are off to your allotment to hoe 
and sow and dig, 

And, with a tough endurance that I 
envy, in my teens, 

Seldom homing till the gloaming, you 
cultivate your greens. 

I met with Gaffer Blandy and he 
couldn't understand 

What had made the old Professor take 
. to working on the land ; 


“He’s the curiouscst old gentleman, 
and him a man of means, 

To bo slaving like a Trojan at his ’tatio^ 
and his greens." 

Anyhow, I know you’re happier than 
sinco the War began 
With your budget of seed-packets, with 
your spado and water-can ; 

You never seem to hanker after aca- 
demic scones, 

But you worship your potatoes and you 
idolize your greens. 

When Haio and Fooh have banged the 
Bosch and drowned his Ilymn of 
Hate, 

Your zeal for raising food-stuffs may 
conceivably abate ; i 

But till the sea is rid of mines and safe j 
from submarines, ! 

You ’ll probably do well to stick to 
growing roots and greens. 

“ The Kaiser watched the Rheims Rattle on 
July 15 from tho top of a tower about seventy- 
live feet high.” — Observer. 

“The Kaiser watched the Rheims battle on 
July 15 from the top of a tower about 45 ft. 
high.” — Weekly Dispatch. 

We should like to think that this ap- 
parent discrepancy was due to the fact 
that tho French gunners got on to it 
whilo the All-Highest was there. 


“ CURE OK INFLUENZA. 

The medicinal value of Spirits is incontro- 
vertible. There is no oilier medicine just as 
good, lienee tho wicked mutiliuitiou of our 
whiskey, Ac. , by extreme reduction (by order) 
is Vandalism gone mad .” — Provincial Paper. 

The evil spirit seems to have got into 
our contemporary's spelling, which is 
considerably under proof. 

“Canada is threatened with a telegraphists’ 
.strike. A strike of telegraphists is threatened 
m Canada .” — Daily Paper. 

A little more of 'this and we shall ho 
reluctantly driven to the conclusion 
that trouble is brewing in the Canadian 
telegraph service. 

“Of course the college is empty; it is the 
Long Vacation. A few stray scholars at tho 
most can now enter here and drink the breezes 
laden with perfume and hear tho murmur of 
the immemorial bee.” — Times. 

This, of course, is not one of Tennyson’s 
bees (they were “ innumerable"), hut ho 
seems to be a noble relic of antiquity. 

Provocation. 

A dog hit a man at Southend, 

And, wlion asked what the deed might 
portend, 

“ Though a peaceable cur," 

Ho ropliod, “ 1 demur 
When hocallsme hisfour-footed friend." 
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AT THE OPERA. 


TIIE INVENTOR. 


“The Valkyrie.” 

In the triumphal finale of the 
Beecham Opeira Company's season 
the brilliant orchestra and their con- 
ductor once more carried off the honours. 
But Mr. Robert Parker, as the Wail- 
Eyed One, sang nobly and with a high 
seriousness. This is no easy matter when 
one regards the humour of Wotans sit- 
uation, compelled as ho is by his wife 
Fricka to uphold the sanctity of mar- 
riage vows (so rudely outraged by Sir-g- 
in and), and electing to utilise for this 
purpose one of his 
own numerous illegi- 
timate children. 

It is a sadly rare 
tiling to find youth 
and slimness and 
grace of motion in a 
Wagnerian heroine ; 
but these qualities are 
possessed by Miss 
Gladys Ancrum, and 
her Sieglinde was a 
very delightful figure. 

I wish I could report 
that her lover, Sieg- 
mund , in tho person of 
Mr. Walter Hyde, 
conveyed a like sug- 
gestion of romance, or 
that Miss Perceval 
Allen's UriinnhiUle 
corresponded to my 
conception of a young 
Amazon of tho haute 
ccolc of mounted avia- 
tion. Her sister Val- 
kyrie looked more 
probable, but their 
united voices failed 
badly in competition 
with the orchestra. 

Sir Thomas Bee- 
cham tolls us that 
“ after three years of 
uphill enterprise, the fate of Opera in 
London is decided to tho point of its 
having just turned the corner.” He 
has plans in contemplation for “raising 
still higher tho standard of accomplish- 
ment in his country.” With the idea 
of meditating upon these plans, which 
are at present unpublishable, lie is about 
to retire from London till next Feb- 
ruary. If I dared offer a contribution 
to bis designs I would recommend — but 
this also is unpublishable. Meanwhile 
I am free to add my little word to tho 
chorus of gratitude for what lie has 
already done to advance the cause of 
Opera in England. O. S. 


by the wheels of heavy vehicles. Come 
into Fleet Street,” he said, “ I 'll show 


It gives us no pleasure to discourage you.’ 


enthusiasm, but it was difficult to ex- 
tend a really warm welcome to the very 
sanguine company promoter who called 
this morning for our support. 

“ It ’s a sure thing,” he said. “ A gold 
mine. A bonanza.” 

We composod ourselves to listen. 

“ The country has at this moment,” 
lie said, “ two needs. Metal for muni- 
tions and fuel against a winter that 
promises to be only half-wanned. You 
grant that? ” 



Tonrm if . “Nati turn, ’ Indenburg, not so much or THIS war OF MOVEMENT.’ 


But we had already noticed it. 

“ Very well then,” he said, “ my idea 
is to acquire these blocks, and after 
extracting the precious metal from them 
sell them for firing. Two sources of 
supply at a blow : all the metal that the 
munitioners can want ; all the fuel for 
shivering London when tho winter 
comes. Splendid ! And there ’s a for- 
tune in it for us. What do you think? ” 

“ What about the traffic while tho 
i blocks are being removed — and after? ” 
we asked. 

“ I never thought of 
| that,” he said. 

ANIMALS AND 
ALIENS. 

The account in The 
Spectator oi July ‘27th 
: of the dog on the Wcsfc- 
| ern Front which can 
distinguish botween 
| German and British 
| typo of aeroplane has 
. | brought us a batch of 
J | letters recording simi- 
lar instancesof animal 
intelligence. Perhaps 
the most remarkable 
is that contributed by 
Mr. Gosling, of Fakon- 
ham, who writes as 
1 follows : — 

| “I have a pot lob- 
ster, which 1 keep in 
a salt-water tank and 
feed daily on mush- 
rooms. When the 
name of Sir George 
Cave is mentioned in 
its presence, even in 
the lowest of tones, it 
becomes violently agi- 
tated and turns a 


Precocity. 


“A grandfather of seven has been put in 
Grade 1 at Ramsgate .” — Daily Sketch. 


Wo admitted that there was some- bright rod colour, but can be at once 
thing in the statement. restored to its normal hue and serenity 

“Very well,” lie went on. “What if I briskly ejaculate tho words, 1 Daily 
would you say if I could show you at Mail 

your very door a supply of both those Mrs. Bunting, of “Battle, Sussex, de- 
commodities going to waste?” scribes a touching incident which oc- 

W e murmured something. curred recently during the visit of a 

“You may have observed,” he rc- lady who called with tho view of taking 
sumed, “that tho main thoroughfares her house for tho holidays. Directly 
of London are paved with wood ? ” the stranger was shown in, Mrs. Bunt- 
Wo had. ing’s bull -terrier, “ Nelson,” flew at her 

“ But have you over looked at that and was with difficulty restrained from 
wood with any close attention?” lie tearing her to pieces. It subsequently 
asked. “ Because if you had you would |*transpired that the lady, though married 
have not iced that the blocks are packed, to ati Englishman named Jobson, was 
much as a pudding used to be packed descended on the mother’s side from a 
with plums, with scraps of iron, screws, great-great-grandmother who had been 
bolts, nuts, washers, tyre-buttons, all educated at a school in Dresden. Owing 
of which have fallen from the machinery to the dog’s wonderful sagacity Mrs. 
of cars and been crushed into the wood Bunting was fortunately saved from 
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WHY I AM A PELMANIST. 

By ‘‘SAPPER. 


S OME months ago, more out of curiosity than anything 
else, I took up Pelmanism. I wished to find out whether 
there was indeed some new and wonderful system which 
could transform mediocrity into brilliance and failure into 
success. Plentiful advertisements assured me that if I would 
but follow the advice laid down by the teachers of the Pelman 
School there was nothing I might not hope for, from a sub- 
stantial increase in the pay extracted from a stony-hearted 
Government to complete immunity from whizz-bangs. In 
view of the desirability of both these goals, I decided to join 
“ the cult.” I regarded it as a cult; in spite of all assurances 
from Generals, Admirals, Pillars of the Church, and other big 
noises in the Pelman world, I was sure there was a catch 
somewhere. So I borrowed the money for the course, and 
started looking for the catch. I am still looking. . . . 

Now, I do not propose to go into the question of how 
Pelmanism obtains its results. To attempt to do so would 
necessitate going into what Pelmanism is. If anybody wants 
to find that out, let him follow my example — boriow the money 
and see for himself. He will never regret it. 

But 1 do propose to say something of the state of mind 
induced by Pelmanism in a student who takes it up in earnest . 
For on that state of mind depends entirely his judgment of the 
system. On the personal result in his particular case the 
student will say: “This thing is bad. I would prefer a bag 
of nuts”; or he will say: “This thing is good. Why, in 
Heaven’s name, didn’t I do it before?” Those are the two 
judgments to which any new thing must be prepared to submit 
itself ; and when it is as much advertised as Pelmanism the 
answer is of importance. 

Now, let there be no mistake about one thing; we are dis- 
cussing the student who takes it up in earnest. The man who 
enrols as a Pelmanist, who reads the books, and does the 
exercises like a parrot, and then sits down and waits for the 
boodle to roll in, will do a powerful lot of sitting. There is 
no magic word in the system ; no formula which, repeated 
twice in the bath and once after breakfast, will produce success. 
There is nothing mystic about it— nothing supernatural. 

Pelmanism is a system of education : nothing more, nothing 
less. Where it differs from other systems is that it educates. 
This is a very large claim, and one which great numbers of 
people will find incredible. They will point to all our methods 
of education, and say, frankly, that it is ridiculous. They will 
quote at length from the many books that have been written 
about education lately— -especially the Public School system. 
“ If such a thing,” they say, “ were true, our social system 
would be undermined.” Personally, I am not sure it hasn’t 
been 

Let us consider, for a moment, this question of an education 
which educates compared to one which does not. So many 
people have written on the latter : so few on the former. It is 
so easy to criticise destructively. . . . 

It is an undoubted fact that an intimate knowledge of the 
French irregular verbs, and the insensate demands of the 
gardener for pens, ink, and paper will not materially help the 
student to travel through France. 

It is an undoubted fact that the sole test for which we are 
trained is an examination ; to that end a boy is crammed and 
forced — and, having passed it, nothing more matters. lie can 
forget everything, and he promptly does, naturally. 

ft is a far, far better thing to throw explosive bombs at the 
science master than to dabble in abstruse chemical formula 1 . 
The boy is not going to be a chemist — he wants to go into the 
Army. He is being taught what he doesn’t want to learn. 
And so it is a failure. Thus the destructive critic fulminates; 
and everybody agrees that it is very dreadful. . . . But he 
suggests no alternative ; and so, everybody, after a brief 
niental upheaval, relapses again into sleep. Only Pelmanism 
has remained awake, and has produced an answer — a construc- 
tive answer — moreover, a successful answer in the opinion of 
those who have tried. 


It is successful because its students learn what they want to 
learn, and are therefore keen. A simple fundamental fact, 
wherein Pelmanism differs from all other systems of education : 
a simple fundamental fact which makes the difference between 
success and failure. 

And so we come to the consideration of what is this thing 
which Pelmanism teaches, and which its students wish to be 
taught. It is well-nigh impossible to sum up the course in a 
phrase: it is altogether too big a thing. And yet— perhaps it 
can be done — more or less. Pelmanism, as I see it, teaches 
Human Nature — your own and the other man’s. It deals not 
with Greek iambics or the differential calc ulus, though such is 
its nature that it will help the student to deal with these occult 
mysteries, be he so minded. It just deals with you and the 
other man, and life as one lives it. 

There is no catch in it. It is a system developed along 
perfectly common -sense lines, which leads to a definite goal. 
That goal is Efficiency. 

The system takes a man’s thought-box, and proceeds to tell 
the owner how he can improve it. It sends the student’s brain 
to a mental gymnasium. It gives him concise instructions as 
to what lie is to do, and when he carries out those instructions 
conscientiously he finds the system is right. He begins to 
realise that his mind is capable of being drilled and expanded 
exactly the same as his body. And, moreover, he finds that just 
as the fitter his body becomes, the more work it can do; so the 
fitter his mind is, the more it can accomplish. Things come 
easier to him; he has no difficulty in taking on more. His 
brain, in fact, is being drilled, and is developing accordingly. 

Thus baldly — Pelmanisc. The mind and brain are subject 
to laws, just as is the body. The teachers of this system have 
taken those laws — up to now the property, so to speak, of a few 
abstruse thinkers and philosophers — and built round them a 
simple, infallible method of developing a human being’s 
efficiency. That is all. As I say, there is no catch. The work 
which they ask the student to do, and which the student must 
do if he wishes to benefit by the course, is not long and arduous. 
It does not entail going back to school and poring over books. 
It can be done on one’s way to work, when one is out for a 
walk, or wondering where the last one went to. 

Moreover, there is another point which is worthy of note. 
The exercises — though only a means to an end — are in them- 
selves interesting. There is no question of French irregular 
verbs or abstruse chemical formula? — to be forgotten as soon 
as learned. There is nothing irksome or tedious in the course ; 
nothing that the student doesn’t see the object of even in the 
early stages of his struggles. It is in fact a common-sense 
system, developed along common-sense lines, with its goal— 
Efficiency. 

The results speak for themselves. From a financial point 
of view, I, personally, am not qualified to speak; except to 
state the axiomatic truth that a man or woman whose brain 
is efficient must be worth more in the world market than one 
whose brain is untrained. And Pelmanism trains the untrained 
mind ; that is its raison d'etre. But from an intellectual point 
of view the thing can be put in a nutshell. It is not good to 
go through life blind; and yet thousands do .so. Their brains 
are blind ; they see, and do not appreciate ; they hear, and do 
not understand. Pelmanism brings that appreciation and that 
understanding. Therefore it would seem worth while to 
Pelmanise, for it is certainly worth while to understand. 

A full description of the Pelman Course is given in “ Mind and 
Memory ,” a free iopy of which , together with Truth’s special 
supplement on “ Pelmanism ,” and form of enrolment for the complete 
course for one-third less than the usual fees, will he sent post free to all 
readers of Punch on application to The Pelman Institute , i Pelman 
House , Bloomsbury Street , London , W.C. i. 

Overseas Addresses: 46*48, Market Street , Melbourne; 15, Toronto 
Street , Toronto; Club Arcade , Durban. 
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FOR SELECTED RISKS. 


P OOLING Insurance 
for Fire, Accident, 
and all General Risks 


The LICENSES & GENERAL 

INSURANCE CO. LTD. 

24 , MOORGATE ST., E.C. 2. 


At no time was th- need for economy greater 
than to-day. Clothes are expensive — yet there is 
no need to look untidy or ill-dressed. The 
Achille Serre method makes old suits look like 
new. Achille Serre 1 ill remove all marks of 
wear. Sr, its —clothes of every kind— are not 
only cleaned and renovated, but are restored to / 
shape by expert tailor pressn » as well. M 

Write for Illustrated Booklet which dives Prices, 

List of Brunches, amt Particulars of our Services. 


Achille Serre li 


Head Office : 

HACKNEY WICK, LONDON, E.9. 

Telephone ' Hast .1710 (4 tines). 

Branches and Agents Everywhere. 
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Try a hot— 
you will en- 
lov evn y one 
of the SO 
ttf*ais, ami 
will decide to 
sinn'ic them 
i egnUn ly. 


50 CORNHILL E C3 

(Opposite The Royjl fc<ch.mqe» 

WARD-ROOM ME88E8 ON H.M. SHIPS 

oan order a minimum quantity of 300 Carasada 
Petit Coronas at a oost of £4. providing order 
is accompanied by Form 64 We can send you a 
Form 64 If your Mess Tobacco Caterer hasn’t 
a supply. 


Telephone : 
CERRARD 224. 225. 226 
U lines). 



Waterman’s Ideal still maintains the reputa- 
tion of being, as Mr. iJennet Burleigh, the 
famous War Correspondent, long ago said : 
“ the only fountain pen which does not dry up 
or blubber in the desert." 


Wat^rnJans 

^ Foil^pfen 

Styles specially recommended for Active Service, 
being extra strong and large: No. 54 (Self- Filler 1 . 
90/- 1 No. 44 (Safety), 90/-. Of Stationers nml 
Jewellers. 

L. G. SLOAN, Ltd., Ubc pen Corner, 

Ktngsway, London. W.C.2.; and 
39. Shaftesbury Avenue, W. 1. 


SELL US 

YOUR CAMERA 

N OW is the time to get high prices for 
Cameras lying idle. We particularly 
want to buy Cameras from £5 to £30, but 
will take anything over 5/-, also Sundries. 

Remittance by return. 


Thi fairest Noun " 
to dill with. 


Dept. No. t3. 

■"•*2“' K.WIM 

rATsaNS m " ltlt 
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MX). {<it sick parade on the Macedonian Ft out). "How lonu have you uekn in the Balkans?'’ 
Fat. “I AM NOT IN TI1K BALKANS, SOR ; I AM IN THE CONNEMARA FUSILIERS." 


committing herself to so undesirable 
a tenant. 

Another correspondent records the 
intelligence of a parrot which, if ever a 
conscientious objector comes within a 
hundred yards of his house, cries out, 
“Intern them all;” and another the 
strange behaviour of a Barbary ape, 
which feigns death when a copy of The 
Westminster Gazette is brought into 
tho room, but salutes with a profound 
reverence the names of Mr. Kennedy 
Jones or Mrs. Dache Fox. 

THE NEW SOM TAT RE. 

A telephone commutator, which is 
to be found in small signal ollicos like 
Richard’s, is very much like a solitaire 
board, with plugs in place of tho marbles. 
Having been, before the War, a soli- 
taire professional, I can never resist 
making the plugs of a commutator jump 
over one other. 

In solitaire of course the object is to 
clear a board full of marbles by jump- 
ing them over each othor and removing 
each time the obstacle that you have 
negotiated. 

The game is rendered more interesting 
on a commutator by the fact that (so 
Richard informs me) the position of the 
pings decides who shall talk to whom. 


Every time a plug jumps, one of the j of yours, Sausage, old lad. As I was 
conversationalists has to start talking saying ...” 

to someone else, and one of them is cut It was rather a pity for Richard that 
off altogether as his plug is removed, he couldn’t jump any further at the 
according to the rules. moment, because the General hates 

I find that Signal OfYicers, like explanations and doesn’t know about 
Richard and people who live at the end ! my solitaire. However, after a few 
of telephone wires, are rarely solitaire | masterly moves I jumped over Richard 
enthusiasts. Possibly they have some land removed him from the hoard, thus 
excuse. . ! probably saving him. 

Eor instance, I strolled into Richard’s ! Richard argued about it afterwards, 
signal oflico the other day ; I had had 1 pointed out that his view was narrow, 
a hard day’s work and, finding the plugs i not to say selfish. Even then lie might 
favourably placed, I considered the hour I eventually have forgiven me, had it not 
ripe for a little well-merited relaxation, j been for a further rebuff. It was during 
so I settled down to a quiet game. ! another short conversation that he had 
Richard, who by tho way runs the j with the General next day. 

Artillory communications of his Divi- , “ My communications,” said the 

sion, happened to he talking to a Kite latter, “ have lately not been all that 
Balloon when I made my first move, could be desired. I am continually 
I jumped him through to his C.O. ! getting through to people I don’t want 
“ Hullo, Sausage,” said Richard, hear- 1 to talk to. What do you propose to do 
ing a click and missing tho heavy . about it ? ” 

breathing of his friend in the balloon, i “ 1 would suggest, Sir,” said Richard, 
“is that you, old bird?” (Richard’s hoping to cheat me of my solitaire 
voice is unfortunately unmistakable), hoard, “ that you get an exchange.” 

Ho was reassured by hearing breathing “Which Division do you rccom- 
again, hcavier than ever. At this mo- mend?” said the General on a note of 
ment I made another move, again with hitter irony. 

Richard’s piece. Richard continued his Of course Richard at once explained 
conversation, this time with tho General the innocence of his meaning, hut, as I 
for his audience. have already said, the General hates 

“ Do try and master that breathing explanations. 
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ODE TO A DUTCH CHEESE. 

Not for ibis face ! Ob, not for such as I 
Didst ripen into beauty, radiant sphere ; 

Rather, mothinks, it is thy lot to lie 

Beneath the zone of some rich profiteer, 

Or haply some internment-frettod Hun 

hod to the toeth with weekly jaunts to town 
And being well supplied with legal tender 
Will hold thee cheap at fifteen and a bender, 

And Lofthouse Park ward bear thee, beauteous one, 

And there with the beakered bubbly wash thee down. 

Not mine to indulge the grosser appetite, 

But, being in love with beauty all my days, 

I view thy shapeliness with sheer delight 

And fain would crown it with a wreath of praise. 

Let whoso will devour thee; I will keep 
Unsullied by desire the soul of mo, 

Singing, “ 0 ripe round rosy one! O redolent 
Of dappled kino and sunshine and sweet meadow 
lent 

A deeper charm of greenness by the deep 

Delft blue of sky and zephyrloss Zuyder Zee.” 

Not in the hives of men, but in some rare 
And aromatic dairy wast thou churned, 

And she that wrought thee— in her an reeled luiir 
A smouldering fire of ruddy amber burned, 

Lighting an answering flame in thy red heart; 

And when thoy brought thee to the market-place 
The wise old doppers dwelt upon thy rounded 
Planks and the skill with which thou wast com- 
pounded, 

Acclaiming theo a masterpiece of art, 

A wonder-chooso, the pride of the Pd am race. 

And many sought to buy: the pro-Hun Swede 
Was fain to hoar thee to his Northern land; 

The blustering Teuton, mingling guilo with greed, 
Offered huge sums — in (lorman notes-of-hand — 

And threatened Schrecklichlccit should he refuse 
Who owned theo. But he was a stalwart wight 
And vowed that thou shouldst go to swell the 
rations 

Of those who fought to save the little nations, 
Putting now power in honest British thews 
A ml iioartoning British stomachs for the fight. 

Vain hope! Mothinks the Hun will got thee yet, 
Some Schweinstein guiltless of his country’s Kraut 
Will guzzle thee or somo Homo Office pet 

Whoso name was Schmidt before the War broke out, 
Who holds up Prussia’s economic ends 

And “ 1 lochs ” the Kaiser at his Gorman club, 

Will wolf thee down with Kalhsjleisch und Kar- 
toffel , 

With Vlockwurst odcr Wienerwurst [nde offal), 
Thanking his stars and influential friends 
Por life and liborty and lots of grub. 

What matter, so one patriot eye has seen, 

One patriot bosom leaped to thy allure? 

Thou canst not, but thy' memory shall grow green 
Shrined in the living versos that endure ; 

So, though men swallow* thee, thou shalt not die, 

But unborn generations, sitting near 

Tho Winter fire, a prey to hopeless titters 
At Mr. Punch’s peerloss brisket-splitters, 

Will read of thee and pause ; then, with a sigh — 
“There was a cheese; we shall not know its poor.” 

Algol, 


“LITLE FILL,” „ 

At intervals of five or six years a now Minister of Educa- 
tion arises and resolves that education shall at last be placed 
upon a permanent basis. One of these efforts has, as I 
understand, been mado quite recently by Mr. Fisher, and 
we are allowed to hopo for wonderful things from the 
provisions of the new Act. I hope with the rest, hut I 
havo seen so many efforts made in this direction and have 
seen so many promises only half fulfilled that I hope with 
an enthusiasm which is perhaps more reasonable than the 
sanguine hopes of earnest men and women who keep tho 
lamp of idealism alive in our midst. Ono thing I am sure 
these idealists will not ho able to do : they will net succeed 
in reducing tho spelling of the English language in our 
elementary schools to a dead level of conformity. Indeed, 

I am sure that our public schools, if they were examined 
in spelling, would show considerable variations from tho 
normal. Por my own part I trust that, in spite of 
Mr. Fisher, such examples of picturesque spoiling as that 
which I am about to submit to Mr. Punch’s readers will 
not bo rendered utterly impossible. There is about this 
MS. a wild lawlessness which is extremely attractive. 
Mrs. Bliss, the writer, is a charwoman. She is incorrect in 
her spelling to a point that one would havo thought almost 
impossible, for sho gives herself great trouble to produce 
the most amazing results. Tho “ Litlo fill ” to whom sho 
refers is her grandson, Bhilip, and the “ Conadunt -how 
felicitous is this wonderful word! — is the Commandant at 
the military hospital for which her services havo been 
engaged. Here, then, is the letter, which Mrs. Bliss wrote 
to a lady of my acquaintance. 

“ Dear Mrs. .lust a lino hoping this will find you 

in the Best of health I am sending to Let you know that 
Litlo fill have been veary Bad and ho have been sufing 
from 5 Conplants wicli he as hade tho Daehter Evcary 
day fore this theree week Friday and 1 havo not knawn 
what It have been to tacko of my Close fore theer week 
and have not to bed night aro day but thank god ho has 
lernd fore tho Best And 1 havo hado a Letter from tho 
Conadunt to ask mo when I was coming Back But tho 
Daehter told me that I culd not think of liveing him fore 
a naugoro vvook till he was a Little Stranger But I 
hope nest week fore sortem 1 shall he hack to work and 
pleased to got hack thats if thay keep my place aupen fore 
me hopou and trusting thay will fore my sake hopo 

Miss and all the farnly are quite well and allso your 

salf dear Mrs. l hoping you will not bo afend at me 

writo-ing to you but havo you eny Little thing you culd 
send him as 1 shuld ho veary thankfull with It as times 
are know evearythink being so Dear hoping you will Drap 
me a line as I shall he veary pleased to hear how you aro 
all gawing on. “I am yours sincly “Mrs. Bliss.” 

“It is understood that tho Attorncy-Genoral, Sir F. V). Smith, has 
been offered by the Lord Chancellor the post of Lord of Appoal in 
Ordinary, vacant on account of tho death of Lord Parker. The 
holdor becomes a life peer, and enjoys a salary of £,000 per annum.” 

Liverpool Echo. 

But it is only fair to the Attorney-General to say that his 
refusal of the post was not based on considerations of salary. 

Letter received by a discharged soldier: — 

“ The Minister of Pensions , . . has decided to continue your pen" 
sion (conditionally) at tho rate of 22/9 a week from 31/7/18 to 28/1/19 I 
thon 19/6 a week from 29/1/19 for life , at the expiration of which you 
will again bo medically examined with a view to tho consideration of 
your claim to further pension.” 

And yet Mr. Hogge complains that the Ministry of Pen- 
sions is not sufficiently gonerous. 
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Alarming Aunt, "Well, have you found any war-work yet?" Kicre. "N - not exactly. B— but I've made a start. 

Alarming Aunt. "What have you done?" Kiccc. "Well, I I’ve c-cut my hair oik." 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Sta ff of Learned Clerks.) 

It is really becoming almost impossible to say anything 
fresh about a war-book. (Jnol scriplores lot scnlentia* is 
about the only verdict, since it of course remains true that 
ovory fresh volume does provide its fresh angle of vision. 
Conspicuously is this the case with one that I have just been 
reading, Three Anzacs in the War (Skeffington), in which 
Lieut. Eustace A. Dunn lias described the experiences of 
an Australian from the moment of joining up to that which 
soes him returning on six months’ sick-leave after a wound, 
I found the recital very attractive for several reasons, 
amongst them being the care-free unforced style of the 
writing and a certain very unfamiliar candour in the matter 
of place names (even permitting the inclusion of that well- 
worn Tommy jest about going to eat apples). Lieut. Dunn 
takes his heroes through evory kind of experience, nor is 
that cheery pen of bis always particularly squeamish about 
shaking his readers’ nerves. He has obviously no use for 
the dressed-up version of war’s horror. On the whole, for 
those who are not satiated with war- writing, and especially 
for any having associations with the Australian forces, I 
can cordially recommend this engaging account of their 
outlook and adventures. I should add that, though his 
book was primarily intended, I supposo, for the Antipodean 
reader, the author finds life on the Western front only one 
of a number of strange experiences — others boing Cambridge 
in Juno, or a Queen’s Hail concert during an air-raid. 

Mrs. Victor Rickard has chosen a sad title for hor novel, 


The Fire of Green Boughs (Duckworth). By this fire she 


fcho creeping destruction that is consuming the 
young life of the world. Elsewhere she repeats tho same 
idea: “ Wo have been thinnod out . . . not tho tares but 
the wheat lias been dragged from tho earth.” Rather 
strangely, however, the motive thus stated plays actually 
but a small part in tho story; only one life, tho intensely 
tragic but shadowy figure of Archie , is shown in the burn- 
ing ; for tho rest wo get a well-written but not strikingly 
original story of London in war-time, varied with a single 
dramatic episode in an adventure of the heroine on tho coast 
of Ireland. Sylvia bad gone to Ballinadree because she was 
poor and superfluous, and the other characters in tho book 
hardly know what to do with her. And into the lonely 
house and hor life of exile there staggered one stormy 
night tho half-drowned officer of a wrecked U-boat. Hard 
case problem — what should S . do? Iler solution (which I 
do not propose to reveal) loads to a peck of trouble for all 
concerned, and effectually pulls the story out of a slight 
danger of stagnation, which was just becoming apparent. 
Mrs. Rickard lias a considerable sense of character; hor 
people, even when they are dull, are alive and capable of 
being roused. I liked especially the whole conception of 
Sylvia, who is a refreshing change from the super-perfection 
of most lioroines ; a girl who begins by stealing jowcls from 
her dead aunt is at least above suspicion of conventionality. 
But perhaps I was prejudiced by my delight at her quota- 
tion of an exquisite and too little appreciated poem that has 
long beon a favourite of my own. After that, Sylvia might 
have murdered her aunt before robbing hor, and been 
assured of my forgiveness. 
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Winged Warfare (Hodder and StougiUjjpn) is a thrilling possibly, indeed, there already exists upon the Transatlantic 
account of the many air-fights that Major Bishop, V.G., stage a theatrical version of the escapades t>f these singu- 
D.S.O., M.C., has had with the Huns, and to a mere earth-' larly theatrical characters. If not, Mr. P. G. Wodehouse 
lubber like myself it is a marvel that he should still bo alive should certainly rectify the omission at the earliest possible 
to tell the tale. In the first instance he came from Canada moment. So much I can tell you ofT-hand, but as for 
with a cavalry detachment of the Second Canadian Division, relating tho plot — well, have you ever tried to recount the 
and the Flanders mud, which has done us so many had complications of American crook-farce to even the most 
turns, has, at any rate, to its credit the fact that it gave us sympathetic listener without regretting tho venture? Picca - 
one mighty flier. “Ordinary mud,” tho Major writes, “ is dilly Jim is precisely that sort of story. The scene being 
bad enough when you have to make your home in it, but laid in New York, the dialogue is naturally written in 
the particular brand of mud that infests a cavalry camp has Froodom’s tongue, as this medium is understood in the less 
a meanness all its own.” So ho made up his mind to get realistic stylo of dramatic entertainment. Of the cast 
out of it into the air. When ho left Franco he had forty- there are (to name but a few) a sporting young lead in the 
seven victories to his credit, and you must read of them to title ru/c, who, being on the “ other side ” under an assumed 
understand what such a record means. I like particularly name, conspiros with the principal girl to pretend to bo 
tho way in wlffch he grieves over himself when he has missed himself. And so when his father, who was pretending to 
what in his opinion was an opportunity to bring down a Hun. bo his own butler, recognized him as Jim , of course the girl 
Apart from the adventures we have here a considerable thought — what I mean is, when the thief who was pre- 
amount of advice on flying in general and on tho particular tending to ho Lord Wishc.aeh saw Jerry pretend rng to ho him - 
necessity for practice in shooting. Major Bishop’s hook self, of course he couldn’t give him away, so he stole the explo 


breathes a fine courage, 
and it is written with a 
determined effort to he 
as modest as the truth 
would permit. 

Resuscitated Pha- 
raohs are no new thing 
in fiction, but in A King 
in Babylon (Hutchin- 
son) Mr, Burton E. 
Stevenson has handled 
the theme in a con- 
vincingly original man- 
ner. Wo may helieve 
that Sbkenyen Re and 
his “Christian Slave” 

- the anachronism is 
IIendey ’8, not Mr. 
Stevenson’ s — were 
really reincarnated in 
tho persons of Jimmy 
Allen , moving-picture 
actor, and his leading 
lady, or we may ascribe 
tho whole affair to excessive 
the Egyptian climate and a hi 



Facetious Lady. 

emotionalism begotten of 
ly exciting scenario. The 


YeII ’ V81JAND ’KKK AIN’T *AKF ANGRY, DKAUIK.' 


sive; and after all, when 
the dog hit him and he 
| dropped it, it didn’t ex- 
plode. And there you 
arol I have an idea that, 
if played very quickly 
! by porsons in the visi- 
ble flesh, this intrigue 
would have a better 
chance than in tho de- 
laying fetters of type 
Still, now I have cx- 
! plained it all so clearly 
| you can form your own 
conclusions. 

The word “nomad,” 
in Lady J ephson’s hook 
of memoirs. Notes of a 
Nomad (Hutchinson), 
seems to bo used with 
uncommonly little re- 
ference to that simple 
pastoral life of a wan- 


dering shepherd which 
my dictionary, at any rate, usod to associate with it. Per- 
haps she is thinking of the high altitudes where shepherds 
author is cleverly nebulous, commits no material assaults \ may ho supposed to lead their flocks, for certainly the 


on our credulity, and at the same time avoids an excess atmosphere cf her book is that rare otherwhere royalties 
of mysticism. Naturally ho must pay the penalty of; — mostly minor — mingle in small — mostly very small — 
steering this non-committal course and face as best he | talk with other persons of pedigreo. Ordinary mortals 
may the dilemma of disposing of the afflicted pair. Even j could hardly bo expected to breathe in so rarefied a 
allowing for the difficulty of ending all mystery stories 1 heaven. To bo included in the Olympus of her pages is 
it cannot he said that he tackles the problem in a manner 1 in itself a kind of deification, for a moro liberal largesse of 
which does justice to the rest of the story. By sendin w ! adjectival appreciation can rarely have been lavished on 
the young people off to a neighbouring oasis with a sub- j any writer’s fortunate friends. In just compensation they 
stantial retinue of camel-drivers, but with no money and ! will have to endure, in reading a volume which the general 
apparently no object, he gets rid of them, it is true ; but public will probably decide to leave to them alone, a good 
that is all that can be said of it. And the cheerful incuri- many trite quotations and reiterated favourile expressions, 
osity -with which their friends wave them farewell is a little not to speak of other minor sources of irritation. All the 
hard to swallow. Mr. Stevenson might aft least have Bent same, squeezed in among much dreariness, they may find a 
a sandstorm to lend some colour to their failure to reappear few quite vivid skotchos of places as opposed to personages, 
at Shopheard’s Hotel when tho charms of tho oasis had and of events as contrasted with occasions*. Lady Jbphbon 
begun to pall. On the whole, however, tho story is an ox- has travelled and lingered, sketching, in places as far apart as 
cellcntone, though one is jarred by a few minor lapses, such French Canada, where she was born, and Corfu; in Burgos 
as the introduction of a chimpanzee into an Egyptian ruin, and in Cow^s; has been honoured ad a guest at a Turkish 

__ — ... — — wedding and detained as a prisoner at a German spa ; and at 

My theory about Piccadilly Jim (Jenkins) is that if ever times she ceases from her hobby of collecting acquaintances 
a story was really a play disguised, this is that talo. Quito among the nearly great and tells us wbat she saw* 
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11 The enemy,” says the Cologne Gaz- 
ette, 44 is still reeling from our hammer- 
strokes,’ * And now Prince Rupprecht 
has just dealt us another heavy blow in 
the fist with his oyo. 

The Premier’s Welsh terrier, on his 
return to Downing Street, was over- 
joyed to find that Mr. Lloyd George 
had not, as he had feared, been snatched 
up by some souvenir-hunter while his 
owner’s back was turned. 


At Pwllheli Bay mackerel 
have been selling at seventeen 
for a shilling. It is quite in ; 
order, therefore, to tell your‘ 
profiteering fishmonger to go 
to Pwllheli. 

“ Our lowest ambition should 
be a life of ninety years,” says 
Dr. T. Bodley Scott. As a : 
rule it is only expectant rela- 
tives who refer to it in just; 
that way. ... ... 

41 At the National Cathedral 
of St. Patrick,” says The Irish 
Times , 44 thore were large con- 
gregations at all sorvices. The 
music was of a lofty character.” 
Not the trashy rag-time stuff 
on© so often hears in cathedrals. 


cabbage that size it would have been 
a radish. ... ... 

Small green apples, says a contem- 
porary, aro proving popular. A boy 
correspondent, howover, desires us to 
say that he has a little inside informa- 
tion to the contrary. 

Since the assassination of Field-Mar- 
shal von Eiciuiorn at Kiel! it appears 
that the Kaiser has intimated that Rus- 
sia must cease these petty annoyances: 

44 Germany,” says the Special Corre- 


A Kingston woman with 
twenty children Inis been fined 
ten shillings for not sending 
them to school. It doos not 
seem to havo occurred to the 
Court that sho might reason- 
ably have expected that the 
school should he sent to the 
children. ,, ... 





It is wrong to say that the 
Germans lose their heads in an 
emergency. During the railway acci- 
dent at Lundsberg, Prussia, crowds 
attempted to rob the dead and dying. 

* * 

Since a sunbird has been stolen from 
the Zoo we understand that Mr. Pocock 
contemplates putting an extra padlock 
on the lions* don. 

r|< ( :Ji 

Five centenarians have died in Great 
Britain during one week. A dear old 
lady is of the opinion that it must be 
a very unhealthy profession because we 
rarely hear of centenarians unless they 
are dying. . 

* 

A Lydd allotment-holder has grown 
a cabbage measuring forty-two inches 


" Here, listen to this. It says the Gov’ment have hoi'Oilt 

UP ALL THE STRAWBERRIES TO MAKE .1 AM FOR THE TROOPS.” 

“Go on, George ! How can they make plum-and-aitlk out 
o’ BTRA WBERP I ES ? ” 


spondent of the Press Association, 44 with 
all her weight poised for a plunge for- 
ward, has been grappled with in mid- 
air and slowly hut inevitably forced 
back off her balance. Nothing ap- 
proaching this feat has happened be- 
fore.” Plxcept perhaps in the annals 

of ju jitsu. * * 

* ' 

In view of the fact that some people 
have complained of losing their purses 
on the Tubes, it is proposed to put up a 
notice at the entrance of the stations, 
44 No Pickpockets Admitted.” 

We learn that a conscientious ob- 
jector at Dartmouth had a very exciting 
adventure recently. It seems that ho 


APPLICATION FOR LEAVE. 

Lieut. Wooster, R.A.M.C.fT.), sat in 
his patont partially collapsible chair in 
bis completely collapsible tout, squared 
bis determined shoulders, settled his 
chapeau of tin firmly on his head, gavo 
a bitch to his magnum -bonum field 
boots and proceeded to draft bis appli- 
cation for leave. 

To apply for ordinary leave was use- 
less ; bo bad enjoyod two days at the 
beginning of bis service, before embark- 
ation, and that was only three years ago? 
As for “urgent affairs,” everybody know 
"1 that ho had made a comforfc- 
j able pile years ago. Thero was 
j 44 the troubled state of Ireland 
but, alas, ho was not an Irish- 
man. The death of a 44 favourite 
dog” had been used by others 
too often. 

At last ho hit on it: 44 Lieut. 
Wooster begs to apply for 
’ ' special leave on the occasion 
of the birth of two or three 
grandchildren.” 

! 

i 44 Working Man Lost, between Sat- 
urday and Sunday, £5; finder suitably 
| rewarded . ” — 1 Vo v i ncial Paper. 

; Having regard to tho time of the 
disappearance we hazard tho 
suggestion that the local public- 
houses should be dragged. 

“ Pte. H. ran in the 100 yards 

and 440 races at tho Brigade Sports, 
and carried off tho premier honours 
in each case, after a tight finish. 
He has now been recommendod for 
ft co i amission . ” — Sportsman. 

We don’t wondor. Not many 
men can win 441 races in one 

day. . . 

“In spite of ;ill tho tremendous 
events which have happened sinee, 
one carries vividly in tho memory 
this day four years ago. It was a 
Sunday.” 

Evening Standard , August 3rd. 

It happens to have been a Monday, but 
what is the use of a vivid memory if 
it is to bo trammelled with unimportant 
little details like that? 


in circumference.* A jealous rival was was mistaken, for a man by a young 
heard to say that if he had grown a lady typist, «, r 


T11E VOICE OF THE RIVERS. 

Twas the voice of tho Marne 
That began it with 44 Gam ! 

Full speed, Fritz, a-starn ! ” 

Then the Ourcq and the Crise 
Sang, 44 Move on, if you please.” 
Tho Ardro and the Veslo 
Took up tho glad tale, 

And cried to tho Aisno, 

44 Wash out the Hun stain.” 

So all the way back from tho Marne 
the French rivers 

Havo given the Bosches in turn the 
cold shivers. 
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RATS, 

“ Do any of you follows happen to 
know a good way to got rid of rats?” 
I askod. “ Tho huts in our camp are 
simply full of thorn; life’s absolutely 
not worth living there.” 

“ Wo haven’t got any hero,” said my 
host. 

“ But you ’re only five minutes* walk 
from us,” I said. “It sounds in- 
credible.” 

“ Nevertheless tho fact remains,” said 
ho. “ I was overrun with them too a 
in on tli ago, and to got rid of them 
offered a stick of chewing-gum for 
ovory tail. I was nearly broke in a 
wook.” 

“Talking about chewing- gum/' I 
said, “ do you know a couple of old 
reprobates called Ah Bin and Dam 
Li, who ” 

“I should think I do,” interrupted 
my host; “they got about a thousand 
sticks apiece.” 

“I thought they wouldn’t ho far 
away if there was any chewing-gum 
going,” I murmured. 

Later on 1 sought out these two gen- 
tlemen to try to discover how they had 
earned it. 

“ Lats,” said Dam Li, “ him velly 
hungly. You give uin good dinner, 
catch um plenty much.” 

“They're eating mo out of house 
and home already,” I replied. “ Look 
here,” I wont on, “ if 1 give you two 
fellows a stick of 4 Wrigley’s ’ for ovory 
tail will you get rid of them for mo?” 

Ah Bin and Dam Li looked much 
hurt at such a morconary suggestion. 

“ China hoy no wan too plosent,” said 
Ah Bin reproachfully. “ ’Bides, him 
gottoo plenty too much chewing-gum 
alloo longa now. No wan too chewing- 
gum.” 

However it appeared that they wore 
willing to do thoir rat-catching for love, 
and tho next afternoon they arrived at 
my camp and set to work. 

“ You givoe China hoy big ballel,” 
said Ah Bin. 

“Cut um top off,” interpolated Dam 
Li, producing a roll of stiff parchment 
from a capacious pocket, 

Tho barrel was procured and Ah Sin 
proceeded to pour water into if, while 
Dam Li cam© over to me. 

“You givoo China boy ono blick,” 
said ho. 

“ What on earth do you want a brick 
for?” I asked. 

“China hoy puttee blick in wateo for 
lat to sit,” replied Dam Li. 

Having got his brick and put it in 
the bottom of the barrel, Dam Li then 
spread his parchment all over tho open 
top and tied it down firmly. 

“ How do you expect the rats to bo 


ablo to go and sit on the brick if you 
tie that stuff over the top ? ” I asked. 

“Him sittoo on blick plenty latee 
four, five days,” said Ah Bin. 

“ To- m olio w, him silteo on paper,” 
said Dam Li. “ You givoo plenty good 
dinnoo, alloo samo bload and cheese — 
velly good lations.” 

At first 1 demurred, but in tho end I 
agreed to lot them have thoir way, and 
tho two Chinamen dopartod with a 
promise to como again the noxt a f tor- 
noon to see how tilings were going. 

On their arrival wo all went to tho 
barrel against whoso side there now 
lay a sloping plank for the rats to got 
up by. 

All Sin inspected the barrel from 
afar. 

“Him velly beauty ballol,” ho an- 
nounced. “ Lats eaturn allee lations.” 

“ Hive um moat, biscuits, alleo samo 
oflicoe’s dinner,” said Dam Li, turning 
an excited oye towards me and clapping 
his hands together in anticipation of 
joys to como. 

What these joys were did not appear 
till three days later, when, thoir pre- 
parations complete, Ah Bin and Dam Li 
carefully cut a largo cross in tho parch- 
ment cover of the barrel. 

“ What ’s that for ? ” I asked. 

“ Lat, him comoo up allco samo for 
dinnor an’ fall alloo long into wateo,” 
explained Dam Li. 

“Then him cleop on blick,” said Ah 
Sin darkly. 

“ Thou ’notlier lat getteo down in 
wateo an’ go to hliclc alloo same as 
first,” said Dam Li with a far-away 
look in his eyes. 

Ah Sin’s eyes wore by now positively 
sparkling. 

“Then um fight,” ho shouted. 

“ Thon alloc lats in countly hoar him 
scleam, an’ lun plenty too much quick 
to fight allee samo as firs’ lats,” went 
on Dam Li in a frenzy of delight. 

“ Then there plenty big low,” resumod 
Ah Bin. 

“ An’ to-mollow mo dlossee tin hat 
alloo same Blitish soldieo man,” pro- 
phesied Dam Li. 

“ An’ mo dlessco beauty kilt alloc 
samo Book bee man,” vaunted Ah Bin. 

I couldn’t get the kilt, but ho allowed 
himself to bo contont with a couple of 
pair of “ tlousees.” 

Dam Li got his tin hat. 

Loan Lansdownk’s Letter: There 
spake Petty and not Fitzmaurice. 


“After becoming a howling wildorness, a 
gentleman camo forward and gave £1 per 
week for the keeping of tho park in order.” 

Scotch Paper, 

Very sporting of him, after such a 
painful transformation. 


LYRICAL DOPE. 

[Wo loarn from a paragraph in an evening 
paper that poetry is a stimulus to womon iu 
war-time.] 

When the Armageddon diet 
Makos Priscilla feel unquiet, 

She proscribes herself (from Pope) 

An acidulated trope. 

When tho lard-hunt ru files Rose 
Wordsworth lulls hor to repose, 

While a snippet from tho “ Swan” 
Stops the jam-yoarn of Yvonne. 

Digging in her garden, Doris 
Can ti Hates tho Odes of Horace; 
Btrap-lmng on a Streatham tram, 
Georgiana chants KhAyyam. 

Phyllis, when she can’t get sweets, 

Sips the honeyed strains of Keats ; 

And when Gladys gasps for icos 
Matthew Arnold’s muse suffices. 

When tho man-slump makes her fretty 
Susie takos to D. Rossetti, 

Though hor sister Arabella 
Rather fancies Wilcox (Ella). 

When tho lady Jones — who chars — 
Ventilates her views on Mars, 

Shelley (known to fcer as Perce) 
Pacifies her with his verso. 

When tho milk- wench on our circuit 
Yodels till her tonsils shirk it, 

Burns (whom sho delights to quote) 
Like a gargle soothos her throat. 

When FiVangelina swoons 
At the sound of tho maroons, 

Mrs. Hemans comes in handy 
As a substitute for brandy. 

And when Auntio heard by chance 
That the Curato was in Franco, 
Browning’s enigmatic lyrics 
Helped to savo her from hysterics. 

“House to Let for August and September, 
with or without attendance ; splendid scenery 
in view of tho outer Isle of Skyo; egg and 
nun . ” — Provincial Paper. 

In those days it sounds almost too good 
to bo true, but we are assured, upon 
making inquiry in the neighbourhood, 
that the supply of both Egg and Rum 
is practically inexhaustible. 

“ Law. — Wanted, Cashior, Book-keeper, and 
Costs Clerk for West ond Solicitor’s oflico ; 
must be ablo to draw cash without super- 
vision.” — Law Times . 

Wo think of applying for this post. 


“ This great offer is made to introduce tho 

famous Pen to Church Times readors; 

over 100,000 havo now been sold.” 

From an Advt. in “ Church Times.** 
Well, the others can’t say they haven't 
had fair warning. 




THE RISING SUN. 
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c \ai at/mj nnr'c soul as ^ one a wor< ^ a ^ ou ^ anything. 

THE WATCH DOGS. There was one really thrilling moment, 

I must confess; a matter of bedroom 

My dear ♦Charles, — The other day doors, corridors, two men pitting their 
I was sitting in the foyer of the hotel, wits against each other — a grim silent 
talking to’a spy and smoking one of his struggle. About 7.30 p.m. on a Satur- 
cigars .... Yes, my dear boy, a real day evening I found myself in my 
spy and a real cigar. Does this take bedroom, contemplating a bath before 
your breath away, unnerve you a little ? dinner. The bathroom was full, so I 
Very good; we will go slow. had the more time to contemplate. 

This was once a beautiful innocent Peering casually round the door of my 
little country, with cows yodelling at room you may conceive my horror at 
each other playfully, large honest raoun- catching sight of a man of German ox- 
tains bathing their feet in nice clean traction, indeod official position, looking 
lakes, and pure wholesome milk nest- round his door at the other end of the 
ling snugly in its tin. Now the whole corridor — looking at me, but ceasing to 
place is a mass of spies ; you never saw do so and withdrawing hurriedly the 
anything like it in your life; 
rows of people in the street 
with thoir hats pulled down 
over their eyes, spying away 
day and night and overtime 
on Sundays. And so it came 
about that I, dropped into this 
country by chance, have at last j 
found myself chatting with a I 
spy about one thing and , 
another. 

Ho was spying on me and 1 1 
was spying on him out of com- 
mon politeness. It was satis- 1 
fying to my pride to be spied j 
upon at last. I havo been in ■ 
this sordid place for six months j 
now, wearing an important j 
look and waiting to be accosted 
by strangers (fair strangers 
hoped for) and never a soul has 
evinced the slightest interest 
in me, save Artful Annie, the 
Turkish Patrol. But I suspect 
that woman, Charles; I have 
always distrusted her, and now 
am sure that she is not a spy at 
all. Carried away by the atmo- 
sphere of the place, she is just trying moment 1 looked at him. I determined 
to make-believe ; she is pretending that to develop the affair ; you know how 
her being here for her health is all a one’s instincts tell one when there is 
pretence. Besides, her boots squeak, something afoot. I withdrew my head, 
When she smiled at mo the knowing waited a little and thon had another 
smile, practised to perfection during look. There he was again looking at 
lifty years, I determined to test her. I my door. There was no doubt about 
followed her to the reading-room and, it, he was looking at me ; I was looking 
taking up a paper at random, sat and at him ; we were looking at each other, 
watched her round the corner of it. I I left my door slightly ajar and waited, 
very soon discovered that she too had listening. 

taken up a paper at random and was All was still. Then I heard the 
sitting watching me round the corner bathroom door open and the occupant 
of it. What gave her away, as not come out with a noisy joviality entirely 
being really in the profession, was the in contrast to our stealthy proceedings, 
fact that she was holding the paper I had forgotten about the bath ; but 
upside down. I reoognised this as the this reminded me that it would now be 
act of one not iu the business, because consistent with perfect innocence and 
when I got tired of watching her watch- uprightness to saunter casually forth, 
ing me and settled down to read my a move so cunning in its sheer sim- 
own paper I discovered that this too plicity that it was more than likely to 
was upside down. lead to my discovering the German 

It is depressing to know ail about doing something sinister. It did; I 
everything and never have a sinister discovered him running like a hare and 



NATURAL AID TO HEAT-SAVING. 
Use A MAGNIFYING-GLASS AND HAHNESB THE SDN'S 
GRILL YOUB MID-DAY MEAL. 


w to the bathroom first. What 
with this and Artful Annie being ejected 
from the hotel for not paying her bill, 
you can imagine I was just about fed 
up, when at last I was offered a real 
cigar by a real spy. 

How do you tell a spy when you see 
one ? By your flair. Very few persons 
have the gift, the peculiar instinct, but 
so far I have not yet met anybody who 
was not one of the very few. It is the 
undefinable something, the extraordi- 
narily undefinahle something which tells 
you that a man or a Woman is up to no 
good. There is only one form of no-good 
in war time, and that is spying. A man 
may attract your suspicion by being 
reluctant to fill up his hotel 
bulletin, pretending that he 
wants his dinner and is sick to 
death of filling in forms. A 
woman may blush uncomfort- 
ably under long relentless scru- 
tiny, or your suspicions of a 
neutral may be aroused by his 
nodding to a Militaerischei - 
nnddiplomatischerojflzieran 
derspitzedesamtes fuermilitaer 
ischeundhcindelsfragen; a sure 
sign, since no man would do 
that unless he was bribed to. 
Or, lastly, it may just be that 
you have the inhuman gift of 
telling a spy without any signs 
at all. It is generally that way . 
Any old how, this fellow of 
mine was a spy, and if you arc 
going to argue about it you are 
not the patriot I have always 
taken you for. 

Talking to enemy agents, 
you button up your coat firmly 
and feel a sort of hot feeling. 
Will the diabolical fellow man- 
age, or will he not, to extract 
from your breast pocket the Secret and 
Confidential Draft of the Allies’ Peace 
terms ? You arc rather afraid he will. 
Incidentally you are rather annoyed 
with yourself, in your curiosity to know 
what these terms might be, for having 
omitted to have a look in your own 
breast-pocket yourself. That however 
is by the way. Is he going to worm 
your secrets out of you, or isn’t he? 
You determine not to give yourself 
away ; but sooner or later you have to 
unbutton that coat in order to assure 
yourself, and button it up again slightly 
more firmly. You then feel relieved 
but hurt to find there is no Secret 
Draft thdre after all. 

We had got into one of those chance 
positions in which you have got to 
say something to a man. When I had 
found there was nothing in my breast- 
pocket I fixed my eye on his. One 
must conform to the fashionable habits, J 
must one not? As I looked at it it | 
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The only Safety razor costing 
less than One Guinea that can 
be Stropped without removing 
the blade. 

The “ 7 o'clock 99 gives a beautifully smooth shave 
because you always have a perfect edge on the 
blade. The stropping is done in the simple old- 
fashioned way. As a result you obtain each time 
an edge of which any barber might be proud. 

The lower illustration in margin shows the razor in position 
for shaving. With a single touch of the finger it springs 
open into position for stropping or cleaning, as shown in the 
upper illustration. It is so simple that nothing can go 
wrong. In quality, finish, accuracy of adjustment and sharp- 
ness of blades, this razor will please the most fastidious. 
Indeed, many men, to whom money is no object, use it in 
preference to the most expensive razor that money can buy. 
Convince yourselves of its value by asking to see one 
before you decide to purchase. 



Complete razor set, handsomely boxed, with strop in 4 
hinged partition, and 6 finest lancet steel blades - - X w 


Of all high- clan dealers throughout the world. 


The Proprietors of the "7 o’clock” Safety Razor, 
61, New Oxford Street, London, W.C. 1. 
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PIANOS 

GRAMOPHONES 

DECORATIONS & FURNITURE, 

appertaining to 

the: music room 

Designs & Estimates Free 


Waring * 

GLLOW; 



164-1GO OXFORD St, LONDON.W 



Steam Waggon 


T HE ample rc$crv<*power of the Sentinel Steam Waggon 
gives it a higher average speed than other waggons. It 
has a good up-hill speed and descends a hill at a steady pace 
under complete control. Two effective braking systems are 
provided, and all engine and driving controls are easily 
operated by one man sitting. Leading firms throughout 
the country testify to the efficiency and economy of the 
service rendered by the Sentinel. 

Sentinel Waggon Works Ltd. 
Shrewsbury. 

NOTE.— Only one driver is required. 


Lotas 


L OTUS LTD are making 
as many boots as they 
can, making them as well as 
they can, and supplying them 
to over twelve hundred shops 
in the United Kingdom. 

Their object is to give the 
public not only the best value 
but also the best service 
obtainable in these times. 

To this end they are keep- 
ing the rate of profit, both 
on making and on selling, 
down to the pre-war level, 


Lotus Ltd, Stafford 
Makers of Lotus and Delta Boots 
City Telephone : 


and they are distributing their 
output fairly and squarely on 
fixed dates amongst the twelve 
hundred shops appointed to 
sell Lotus and Delta. In 
every town and district there 
is one, in many there are two, 
of these shops. 



No. 359 Low Leg . > 

No. 961A High Leg i # . . • 
Agents everywhere 
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bulged ; and the more 1 looked and it 
bulged the more uneasy he became. 
Finally he gave in ; put his hand inside 
his vest pocket and fetched out a cigar- 
case. 

Not a very good spy, perhaps ; not a 
very good cigar. But not had for a 
start. There was I talking to a spy ; I 
was spying on him and out of common 
politeness he was spying on mo. Both 
of us were saying what we really 
thought, in order to deceive the other 
fellow into thinking we were not really 
thinking what we said. Both of us 
knew we were. Under what words 
did all this pass? In the excitement 
of the moment it is hard to remember. 
Something about the weather, 1 fancy. 

Yours ever, Henry. 


THE FOOD OF FANCY. 

The Patriotic Poet to His Family. 
Though Food-Controllers inculcate 
Restraint in all things edible, 

The bard, unbound by price or weight, 
Sees on his daily dinner-plate 
Comestibles incredible. 

A fowl we can’t afford, but you 
Won’t grumble over lost riches ; 

On Ariel’s wing let us pursue 
Across the sands of Timbuctoo 
A flight of juicy ostriches. 

Remote and visionary seem 

The cutlet, chop and (jiyot, dears ; 
But while the Congo jungles teein 
With plump okapi wo can dream 
That there a-hunting we go, dears. 

Although our hopes of veal are naught, 
Or tantamount to vanity, • 

Yet on the coast of lladramaut 
The sea-calf swims, and there in 
thought 

We ’ll revel on roast manatee. 



Though I in slings and hows am weak 
Ami but a third-class shot am I, 
Now beef is dear wo often speak 
Of journeying to Mozambique 
To feast on hippopotami. 

If thence our road for many a mile 
Through virgin forest wo lop hard, 
We ’ll tap the sources of the Nile 
And every night our table pile 
With sirloin of camelopard. 

Blithe Fancy thus provides a feast 
Spiced with a genial bonhomie ; 

The dusky loaf may be increased 
By tasty plats of bird and beast 
Consistent with economy. 


“ SOAP. 

The Ideal Antisckptic.” 

Advt. in Scotch Paper. 

With its aid cleanliness, is not merely 
next to godliness, it is the same thing. 


Jealous Hival. “Look 'ere !— much more 
with you!’* 

Tommy . “You’ll make me lake , in a mi 
for the last four years.’’ 

THE ENDORSING. 

It was not without some trepidation 
that the War-baby approachod the cage 
of the teller at Cox’s and tendered the 
cheque over whoso inscription lie had 
spent such pains — “ Pay to Self or 
Order, Three Pounds.” 

With a glance at the amount and a 
general summing up of our hero’s tout 
ensemble the teller returned the slip 
with a laconic, 11 You’ll have to endorse 
it, you know.” 

Why not? Nothing more natural. 
And with a loving flourish tho newly- 
commissioned flying officer wrote below 
his signature, “ I heartily endorse this 
cheque.” 


of it an’ I’ll wipe the bloomin’ street 

NUTK. I’VE BEEN KILLIN’ THINOS LIKE YOU 


Ccelum non animum mutant. 

Notice put up in the area of the 
10th (Irish) Division, Palestine: “No 
traffic along this road by day excepting 
at night.” 

From an official summary: — 

‘The Berne correspondent of the- thinks 

\vc may be placing too much reliance on hopc> 
of a revolution in Austria. Austria-Hungary 
in fact is a blind alley at either end of which 
stands Germany in arms.” 

A kind of double-headed Kultnr dc sue. 

“ 1 jlanthony, Sprint, and Snowden have been 
sold for military purposes and go to Prance.” 

Bolton K veiling News. 

Why not give Ramsay Macdonald and 
Trevelyan a chance too ? 
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THE INSECT PATRIOT. 

Attend, war-workors all, to this my song, 

And, charitable patriots, give ear 
Whilo I sot forth his praise who midst the throng 
Of labourers was not the least sincere, 

Nor passed unworthy of a poet’s tear — 

The insect (saving your gentility) 

Known in our village as tho lied Cross Flea. 

No random strain is mine; I prayed tho man 
Who trained tho Ilea to come and give his show ; 

“ It would,” 1 said, “ bo quite a pleasant plan 
For you to chargo us nothing.” He said, “ No ; 

’F Vo got our bread to earn, ’ave liomeo ; 

There ’s times 'e finds it 'ard too seems to fret 
For ’is poro mate wot 1 called Juliet.” 

I paid him what he asked, and oh, tho mite, 

Tho nimble Romeo, was worth it all ! 
lie washed his face, ho sparred in mimic fight, 

Ho drew a quaint coach infinitely small, 

Ho — well, ho took by storm tho village hall ; 

From Hill tho poacher to tho gurgling Squire, 

Thoy rocked with laughter to my heart’s desire. 

And I — I rose and took my old cloth hat ; 

“ No one need pay,” I said, “who ’s feeling bored, 
Hut all who ’vo raised the roof stump up for that.” 
Hounds, shillings, pennies-, ha’pence, in they poured; 
Still Romeo performed, still people roared ; 

Hut ah ! methinks wo pressed too close to see 
And roused tho dormant savage in tho Ilea. 

Ho sprang on whom ho deemed a likely prey — 

On Hill; and that inept and thankless lout, 

Who must have harboured dozens in his day — 

# At tho first puncture William gave a shout 
And with ouo swipe the little life crushed out. 

O cruel fate! to labour half the night 
And then ho killed for natural appetite. 

J ud go him not harshly; in his trainer’s phrase, 

“That hinscc’ wore a patriot— must ’a’ been, 

For never in ’is ’ole performin’ days 

’Ave 1 known Romeo wash ’issolf so clean, 

Nor ’aul ’is coach so quick as wot you seen. 

An’ now 'o ’s done in, ’cuz for once he thought 
’E 'd draw ’is rations whero ’e didn't ought.” 


WITH THE AUXILIARY PATROL. 

The Silent Menace. 


reminds one of a tallow dip that has been kept in a warm 
cupboard, is attached to his person obliquely as though 
stricken with a sudden paralysis in the act of wagging. 
It never wags now. 

His manners are unsociable and he is utterly indifferent 
to all circumstances. Nothing seems to please or annoy 
him ; ho is occasionally bored, that is all. If you vonture 
to pat him on tho head he looks at you with his only re- 
maining orb, as much as to say, “ Ploaso don’t be idiotic,” 
and edges away. You feel foolish. If ho shows any par- 
tiality at all it is that ho prefers as a couch the duffel coat 
of tho Teddy Hear to any other garment aboard. Tho 
Toddy Hoar, a rotund woolly-haired deck-hand, quite obvi- 
ously escaped from a nursery to join tho Trawler Reserve, 
has often to borrow a watch coat because his own has been 
requisitioned by the Silent Menace. 

When tho ship is at soa he behaves much like tho rest 
of us ; he takes his regular watch on deck and watch below. 
Lie has a habit at times of running on to tho hows, placing 
his foro-paws on the rail and snifling tho air vigorously. 
“ Smellin’ for submarines,” tho Teddy Hear says ho is. 

Once and once only has the Silent Monaco betrayed any 
sort of feeling, and that was on the occasion of a visit, from 
the Inspecting Officer of Armed Trawlers and Drifters. 
The Inspecting Officer, as befits one who holds a shoro 
billet, lias dignity and woars yellow glovos. I think it was 
tho glovos that upset tho Menaco. 

As tho 1.0. stepped aboard tho Silent Menaco' emerged 
from behind the winch, stopped dead and then deliberately 
“ pointed ” at him. Tho I.O. was obviously confused, hut ho 
mastered what must have been an overwhelming impulse 
to take cover, and begau to inspect. Whoroupon tho Silont 
Monaco followed him round tho ship at a distanco of three 
foot, never once removing his intense gaze from the Inspect- 
ing Officer’s left ankle, it was positively uncanny. Tho 
I.O.’s nerves woro so overstrained that he forgot to rogistor 
a single complaint, a thing unknown before in tho annals of 
the Service. He also left one of his yellow gloves lying on 
tho after-hatch when ho finally left tho ship. Tho mate 
was just going to pick it up when tho Silent Monaco anti- 
cipated him. Reaching tho glove at a single hound ho took 
it delicately by tho thumb, ^walked to the rail and delib- 
erately dropped it overboard. Then, with an impressivo 
glance in the direction of the Inspection Officer’s retreating 
figure, ho turned to tho crew and solemnly winked his 
solitary eyo, and sauntered away in search of tho Teddy 
Hear’s duffel. 

“ I tell you that dog ain’t human,” remarkod tho skipper. 

Ho is certainly one of those that say little and think much 
— a characteristic of all great Hritish seamen. 


No one knows where the Silent Menaco came from cr*D tuc r*un no cm 

or why he chose our trawler for his abode. Ho walked FOR THE CHILDREN, 

aboard one morning in a casual manner as wo were casting At this holidas season, whon their own children are enjoy- 
off from tho quay-side and has stayed with us ever since, ing tho air of sea and country, Mr. Punch begs his kind 
My own opinion is that tho pleasures of life ashore had readers not to forget the needs of the children of the poor, 
palled for him and he desired solitude and tho untainted The Children’s Country Holiday Fund finds hospitality 
sea. Nono of us understands him in tho least, and his for thorn in country homos, whore their llagging health, 
nature is not of the sort that easily awakens affection, which lias suffered in many cases from influenza, may be 
hut I think we should all miss him if ever ho were to restored. It is pitiful that any child of the town should 
desert us. miss this chance tor lack of help ; but subscriptions to the 

He is, wo think, a dog. As he is obviously not a cat Fund have fallen off during the War, while oxponses have 
or any known kind of rabbit, and as the third hand, who is unavoidably increased. 

an authority on all matters connected with tho Turf and Mr. Punch knows of no cause that is more certain to appeal 
once won a bet, declares that he is not a raco-horso, ho to tho hearts of his readers and he very confidently prays 
must, as the Second-Engineer said, he a dog or nothing, that liberal cheques, made payable to the Children’s Country 
In breed ho is a cosmopolitan. In his younger days he Holiday Fund (of which Lord Arran is Hon. Treasurer), 
must have lived a very knockabout sort of life; ono ear may be sent to the Secretary, C.C.H.F., 18, Buckingham 
is sadly tattered, one eye is missing, and his tail, which Street, Strand, W.C.2, * 
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THE PLURALIST WAR- WORKER. 

I leaned upon tho garden fenco, sur- 
prised at the spectacle of Jenkins dig- 
ging in his back-yard. 

II Are you,” I asked, “ preparing for 
tho interment of a household pet? ” 

He did not condescend to answer. 

“Or are you prospecting for min- 
erals?” I hazarded; “treasure-hunting, 
perhaps?” 

“ I am,” he said. 

Tho excavation of a mouldy claret- 
bottle engaged his attention for a mo- 
ment ; but with a sideways glance he 
had observed my pitying smile. 

“ Let me tell you,” he said, digging 
deeply for a pre-historic coffee-pot, 
“that you are privileged to watch a 
man working on behalf of four depart- 
ments of His Majesty’s Government — 
responding with a singlo gesture,” he 
continued, driving his fork into the 
ground, “to four distinct appeals to 
win the War.” 

He exhumed what was once a kettle 
and added it exultingly to his other 
mineral treasures. 

‘‘Exhorted by the Director of Na- 
tional Salvage,” said Jenkins, “I am 
recovering what was previously dis- 
carded as waste. I am conserving 
national resources.” And he bayonetted 
a sardine-tin. 

“These waste products,” he went on, 
“ will presently be sold and the money 


will bo invested in National War Bonds. 
I am therefore working for the Trea- 
sury. . . 

“ Splendid ! ” I exclaimed, leaning 
less heavily on tho garden fence, which 
seemed inclinod to collapse as tho hole 
in the back-yard yawned deeper. 

“You have not heard all,” he went 
on. “This stuff will be eventually 
utilised as material of war. I am 
therefore also working for the Ministry 
of Munitions and,” ho proceeded, with 
a certain exaltation in his voice, “for 
the Admiralty. As requested by the Con- 
troller of Shipping I am saving ships — 
reducing the tonnage that is occupied 
in the importation of new raw mater- 
ials. You follow me?” 

“Admiralty, Munitions, Treasury — 
working for them all, inspired by the 
Director-General of National Salvage! 
You are marvellous, Jenkins,” I said, 
and in my excusable enthusiasm 
brought down tho fence. 

But Jenkins, prooccupied by some 
new discovery, disregarded the catas- 
trophe. 

“ In saying that I am working simul- 
taneously for four Departments,” ho 
informed me, “I was, in fact, under- 
stating the case. You see before you 
what appears to be a useless hole, and 
spread about it tho soil I have raised. 
That newly-turned soil, at the instiga- 
tion of the Ministry of Food Production, 
will presently be planted with potatoes. 


One helps to win the War in many 
ways. ...” 

“ And tho hole?” I asked eagerly. 

“Yes, that too will help,” said Jen- 
kins ; “ indeed, what has now become 
tiie primary purpose of the task I am 
pursuing is to prepare the foundations 
of a pigsty which I have been per- 
suaded to undertake by the new Di- 
rector of Pig Production. 

“It is astonishing how things work 
together,” he went on genially. “The 
fence you have knocked down will sup- 
ply a need I did not know how to 
provide for in erecting the sty, and I 
have here” — he produced triumphantly^ 
tho object with which he had bedh 
wrestling for tho last few minutes — 

“ some wire that will take its place and 
which, being rusty as well as barbed, 
will discourage idlers from disturbing 
me when it requires a clear head to 
remember all the ways in which I am 
helping to win the War here in my 
back-yard.” 

Germany’s Internal Troubles. 

“ Admiral Von Holtzendorff, tho Naval Chief 
of Stalf, has literally thrown up the sponge/* 
Manchester Guardian . 

After literally eating the look. 

“THE ARCHANGEL LANDING.” — Times. 
There was a rumour of something of 
this kind after Mons, but this is ap- 
parently official. 
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Small Child (fright mod hy the breakers, to her mother). “I WON’T COMK IN JUST YET; I’LL WAIT TILL IT STOPS.” 


LETTERS OF A BOY SCOUT. 

nr. 

Dear Uncle, — I know that you will 
be glad to hear that your tent and the 1 
Cuckoo Petrol are on war-work. We 
are camped in an orchard to protect 
the fruit and are on our honour to eat 
nothing but windfalls; and Belfitt, our 
petrol-leader, says lie never knew calmer 
weather and that the strain of this war 
watching is awful. Bollitt eats all tho j 
windfalls himself, bocause ho says it is j 
best for young Scouts , not to get the 
taste for apples, and leaders have got 
to make sacrifices. lie has groat cour- 
age, for lie has dreadful pains, lie says 
it is applenditicitis, but he sticks to his 
post. 

He gives us lossons in war-work in 
the daytime. lie has been showing us 
how to throw a German cavalry horse 
over when tho Ulans como. He had 
to practise on a donkey and ho threw it 
beautifully only tho donkey fell on tho 
top of him. But Bellitt says that is be- 
cause a donkey is a beast with a dense 
understanding, and that a horse being 
inteligent would go down different. I 
do hope the Ulans' horsos are very in- 
teligent. Wo set boy-traps every even- 


ing as tho common boys have a habit 
of coming to steal apples. One night 
wo dug a lovely trap inside the orchard 
gate and left it open. It was a hole 
covered with brown paper and with a i 
Ik 11 to ring if any one fell in. It hadn’t 
been set half-an-hour before tho bell 
rang and we charged the trap. It was 
an old gentleman who was staying at 
tho farm, and he broke his spectacles 
and swore something awful, and said if 
this was the way 13oy Scouts treated 
respective gentlemen who came to give 
them an adress on our war aims the 
Boy Scouts ought to bo in blazes. But 
Belfitt said afterwards that he had al- 
ways had his doubts about that old gen- ! 
tinman, and that most likely be was a| 
German bent on eating up our food 
supplies. 

Belfitt went out disguised as a spy 
in ordinary clothes and told a lot of 
hoys what beautiful apples i.hc ”0 were 
in this orchard. We caught two that 
night besides a lot that fell into the 
tar-trap we had put on the wall and 
their paters would lay into them if I 
know anything about paters. Belfitt 
said that the best way to treat theivos 
was not as criminuls but as diseesed 
and that we must make them sick of 


apples. Ho wo tied them to applo trees 
and put apples in their mouths so they 
couldn’t shout and practised bomb- 
throwing at them with rotten applos. 
And I hit one on tho nose first shot, 
and Belfitt said there was hope for Eng- 
land while there wore Scouts like me, 
and that I must get my acurato aim 
from my bravo uncle, and would I ask 
you if you bad happened to bring a 
spare bugel back as a trofy from France 
because the petrol needs a bugel dread- 
ful badly. 

Your loving Nephew, Jim. 

SONGS OF INNOCENCE. 
There was an old man of Cape Kace 
Whoso mind was a perfect disgrace, 
lie thought that Corelli 
Lived long before Shelley, 

And imagined that Wells was a place. 
There was an old Marquis in Spain 
Who had an inquisitive brain, 

So he cabled to Gosse 
To send him across 
Xlis views on the art of Hall Caine. 


Not Quite “ According to Cocker.” 

“Cockerel Spaniel Dog, black, Found.- 
Apply Chief Constable .” — Provincial Pajjtr. 
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__ _ __ _ . _ _ _ . sorely vexed the temperate soul of Mr. he had expected. And as Lord Curzon 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. l eip j 0NE8# said that the Government had not yet 

Monday, August bth. — Lest the Peers Tuesday, August (till . — The India Re- made up their minds on the subject 
should get a bit above themselves on the form Report was discussed at large in and no legislation need be expected for 
good news from France, Lord Inchcapk both Houses. It was a pity that Mr. some time, the Peers went home with 

Montagu could not have been at both the comforting reflection that the Blit- 
ends of the corridor at the same time, ish raj was good for a few years longer. 
The Commons were quite disarmed by In spite of an earnest appeal by the 
his account of what India had done for Home Secretary to bring the law into 
OF Hyde, who urged the Government the Empire during the War, in money, accordance with the facts, the House 
to inquire into the practicability of a provisions and men. If the native of Commons in its wisdom threw out 
levy on capital. Lord Emmott, who a really wants a vote who would grudge by 81 votes to 77 the Bill which was 
short time ago was dilating on Ger- it him ? Possibly Mr. [Montagu's deli- to have enabled charitable societies to 
many's financial difficulties, was now, cate reminder to Members who had hold rallies during the War. The hos- 
with fine impartiality, almost equally served in the Peninsula that conditions tile majority was, I imagine, largely 
eloquent about Great Britain's, and might have changed since their lamented due to the compelling eloquence of Mr. 


thought it necessary to warn them 
of the gloomy financial future that 
awaited them. Thoir Lordships' de- 
pression was deepened by Lord Ashton 


urged the importance of cut- 
ting our coat according to our 
cloth so soon as that cloth had 
ceased to ho khaki-coloured. 
The Peers would have gone to 
their dinners in melancholy 
mood but for a few heartening 
words from Lord Curzon, who 
cheerfully declared that though 
we should have to spend a lot 
of money after the War in re- 
building a shattered world we 
should find it a very good in- 
vestment. 

The little group of Bolshev- 
ists below the Gangway in the 
Commons are apparently per- 
turbed by the prospoct that 
Russia may bo helped on to her 
legs again by the Allies. Mr. 
BalfoUR assured them that our 
aim was to bring about the 
political and economic restora- 
tion of Russia 41 without inter- 
nal interference of any kind " ; 
but when Mr. Lees Smith in- 
vited him to translate this 
^proviso into an undertaking 
that we would not assist any- 
body to overthrow the Soviets 
he turned a deaf ear — rather 
fortunately, since at that very 
moment the Allied forces in 



Mr . Punch. “Going to the country, Sir?” 

Mr . Lloyd George , “Well, we’ll wait and see.” 


Theodore Taylor. Who could 
neglect the warnings of a his- 
torian capable of drawing a 
parallel botween the diamond 
necklace of Marie Antoinette 
and the pearls that Sir Arthur 
Stanley has collected for the 
Red Cross, or doubt the sin- 
cerity of a Dissenter who ex- 
pressly disclaimed “the Non- 
conformist Conscience and all 
that sort of rot ” ? What the 
Red Cross will do now with its 
pearls — and incidentally its pig 
— remains to he seen. Per- 
sonally I should brave Mr. 
Taylor and all the other deni- 
zens of Tooley Street and hold 
the raflles just the same, in the 
confident hope that Sir Geoucje 
Cave will continue to turn a 
blind eye on such innocent 
speculations. 

Wednesday , A ugustl th . — The 
announcement that the House 
would adjourn until October 
15th — a week later than had 
been anticipated — confirmed 
Mr. Pringle’s hopes, or fears, 
of impending Dissolution and 
caused him to inquire, 14 Will 
the right lion, gentleman give 
an undertaking that we shall 


Archangel were engaged upon thatidon- departure also helped to stave off some over meet again?” Mr. Bonar Law is 

tical enterprise. liverish comments. Even Sir John Rees beginning to acquire the 41 pawkinoss” 

The long-promised dobato on the was mollified and gave the Report his of the late Sir H. Campbell-Banner- 

Ministry of Information was a little blessing. mann. “ I cannot give an undertaking 

disappointing. Lords Beaverrrook In the Lords, on the contrary, the that vve shall all meet again,” was his 
and Northcliffe wore expected to official defence was postponed until reply. 

figure as the villains of the piece. But after Lord Sydenham had delivered a Whether the Prime Minister means 
Lord Northcliffe had already publicly heavy indictment against the Report, to go to the country — in the political 
dissociated himself from its deeds, who- In his opinion Mr. Montagu's visit to sense — is a secret at present unrevealed. 
tlior good or evil. As Chief Propa- India had been “ a real misfortune,” There was certainly no electioneering 
gandist in Enemy Countries ho reports and bis so-called reforms were “a flavour about his review of the War, 
direct to tho Prime Minister— or the concession to a denationalized intel - which was in the main a record of the 
Prime Minister reports direct to him. ligentzia ” — which I take to be a peri- achievements and tho sacrifices of the 
As for the other noble Lord he only plirasis for Mrs. Bksant — and would British Empire by sea and land through- 
came to the Ministry in March, and if carried out end in the destruction out the whole of the past four years 
therefore was not responsible for most of the Indian Civil Service. Happily — and not specially during the period 
of the crimes laid to its charge, including other returned pro-consuls took a less since he became Premier. A warning 
the expenditure of thirty-one pounds melancholy view. Lord Lamington was given to the peacemongers not to 
on alcoholic liquor by a party of pro- admitted that, having now read the expect their efforts to succeed until the 
pagandists in Dublin, an incident which Report, lie found it less dangerous than enemy knew he was beaten. But of 
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voto-catching I saw no sign, and I was 
rather surprised at the qugrulous tone 
of some of Mr. Samuel’s comments. 

Fresh from America, Mr. T. P. 
O’Connor made a clever balancing 
speech, demonstrating to his own satis- 
faction that the cause of the Allies was 
the cause of freedom, but that Hibernia 
irredenta could not be expected to tight 
for it. His elaborate compliments to 
Lord Reading* (in the Peers’ gallery) 
would have been more grateful to the 
recipient, I fancy, if thoy had not been 
accompanied by a savage attack upon 
another ominont lawyer-politician, who, 
according to “ men in Wall Street” — 
notoriously experts in ethical problems 
— “ ought to have boon shot or hanged 
long ago.” 

Thursday , Auyu.st Sth . — To Lord 
Robert Cecil’s complaint that a 
certain Question contained “impl ca- 
tions not in accordance with facts,” 
Mr. King indignantly replied that ho 
had no implication in Lis mind. The 
cerebral convolutions of that majestic 
intellect are unmarred by a single kink. 

On the adjournment motion the Paci- 
fists made another futile attempt to 
convince the House that the Germans 
were ready to make an honest peace if 
only our Government would listen to 
them. Their principal spokesman, Mr. 
Anderson, was well answered by Mr. 
J. M. Robertson, who was a Pacifist 
himself until this War converted him ; 
and by the Foreign Secretary, who 
declared that wo were quite ready to 
talk to Germany as soon as Germany 
showed any indication of a change of 
heart. .Up to the present there has 
been no sign of it. 

The news of Sir Douglas Haig’s 
advance on the Somme was ringing in 
our ears when the House adjourned. 

THE SEXAGENARIAN TO HIS NIECE. 

“ What was it like when you were 
young?”— 

O maid with tho persuasive tongue, 
Whose wish is law, I ’ll do my host 
To satisfy your large request. 

Know then that, in those far-off years, 
We learned to read with many tears; 
For in the era mid- Victorian 
The methods were not Monlessorian, 



General. “And what were you doing, my man, when you started this war?" 
Tommy. “’Oo said I started this blinkin' war?" 


And Angelina was mostly seen 
In a pork-pie hat and a crinoline. 

We sang of Dinah and her Villi kins 
And young folk played, not bridge, but 
spillikins ; 

Wagner, tho great Bayreuth colossus, 
In music had not begun to boss us, 

For Traviata and Troratore 
Still flourished in their untarnished 
glory, 

And no ono had ousted Mendelssohn 
From his scat on the British musical 
throne. 

Dickens and Kingsley, Trollope and 
Re\de 


Carlyle and Ruskin with frequent 
volleys 

Of satire and prophecy flayed our follies. 

No doubt we see our youthful days 
Through a celestial golden haze, 

Bub, though 'tis very much tho fashion 
To view the “sixties” with compassion, 
Wo didn’t have so dusty a time 
in good Victoria’s golden prime. 

The Foresight of Dickens. 

“ I felt as though it would have been an act 
of perfidy against Dora to have a natural rolish 
for my dinner." 

“ David Copperfield" Chapter 28. 


And, duly schooled in Line upon Line , 

We turned with rapture to B allant vne. 

Boys were boys or whippersnappers, 

And girls were girl3 (there were no 
flappers) ; 

They cheated at croquet and knew not 
hockey 

Nor said that things were “ ripping ” or 
“rocky.” 

The swell, tho ancestor of the “ knut,” 

Wore whiskers and trousers of peg-top 
cut, 


Helped us our hours of leisure to speed. 

Swinburne was singing, Meredith 
writing, 

Burne-Jones and Rossetti Prc-Raph- 
aeliting ; 

Arnold’s work excited no scorn, 

For Lytton Strachey had yet to bo 
born ; 

And, though wo hadn’t a Begbie or 
Wells 

To ladle out “uplift” or sound our 
knells, 


Consolation. 

“ To Officers’ Lonely Wives. --Three charm- 
ingly beautiful Pekingese, perfect companions ; 
very affectionate and sweet." — Times. 

“General Snow has roccivod K.C., 

M.G. and tho Legion of Honour ." — Daily Mail. 

Tho Machine Gun is not much of a 
decoration, but tho first two are rare 
outsido tho legal profession ; and oven 
inside it not many men have received 
a B.K.C., or Bar to thoir K.CJ. 



RABBIT-KEEPING BY THE B.E.F. 

Officer ( arriving at the Mess after V'ritz has sent over a Mg one). “Any casuat/tiks, Sergeant ? ” 

Sergeant. “ Murgatroyd and Clarence have gone West, Sir, hut Algy ’asn’t even got a Blighty.’ 


SHAVINGS. 

“ Good morning, Sir. Yes, it is showery, but we ’ve had 
a week of fine weather and we can’t complain. Shave you, 
Sir? Yes, Sir. You’ve got a pretty stiff beard, Sir, but 
we’ll soon reduce him to order, just as they’re reducing 
Hindenburg and the other party whose name 1 always 
forgot — Ludkndouff, yes, that ’s the name. It ’s wonderful 
how we seem to be walking over him. We’ve got them 
fixed up. in that pocket, and they 'll have to do all they know 
to get out of it. They toll me the Cuown Prince is in there 
along with them, and with a bit o’ luck wo might swab 
him up with the rest of the army. Forty thousand pris- 
oners and more than four hundred guns seems a tidy haul, 
but they ’vc got so accustomed to losing guns that it don't 
seem to matter to them. Anyhow, it ’s no end of a game 
to have got ’em on the run, as you might say. They ’ll be 
wishing they never had got into that pocket. Razor a bit 
rough? 1 ’ll strop you another and see how that does. Is 
that better, Sir? Yes, Sir, thank you. Razors sometimes 
go a bit sulky, and no matter what you do they won’t do 
themselves justice. They’re tricky things, as you might 
say, but a good razor’s all right ninefcy-niue limes out 
of a hundred. Did you notice that gentleman who come 
out of the shop as you come in ? Yes, Sir, ho ’s a regular 
character, Sir. Ho can’t bear being talked to while he ’s 
being shaved. 1 Shave me,’ ho says, ‘ as much as you like. 
That’s what I come for and that’s what I pay for, but 
don’t talk to me when you’ve got a razor in your hand. 


jit always leads to my gett’ng a cut somewhere or other.’ 

I There, Sir! If 1 haven’t gone and taken a chip out o’ 
j your chin! It’s nothing to matter, and the bleeding’ll 
soon stop. Anyhpw you ’re not so badly off as a man I 
once shaved in London, where I served my apprentice- 
ship. This man I ’m talking about was a new customer,, 
and ho sat down in a chair and called out, ‘ Shave ! ’ in 
a very husky voice. ‘ You seem to he sufferin’ from a 
cold, Sir,’ I says to him. ‘Cold?’ he says, ‘I should just 
think I am ; and so would you if you ’d had your mouth 
stepped on by a stonemason just as you was climbing down 
j out of the back end of a ’bus. That’s what lost me four 
front teeth, and not being accustomed to having such a big 
hole in my mouth of course I caught a cold in it, and 
my lips and chin are as sore as if I *d spent a happy 
evening in sparrin’ with the raw ’uns.’ He was a rum 
customer, and I was glad to let him go without any more 
accidents. Any’ow I hope the good news ’ll continue. It 
seems to give you a much better appetite for breakfast 
to read of the Germans doing good heel and toe the same 
way as they come, with Prince Rupert to show ’em how 
to do it. ' 

“Thank you, Sir. Yes, Sir. Good morning, Sir.” 


“Detective was in hiding on Friday night. A man armed 

with a hand-barrow, upon unlocking the door and entering, was 
arrested .” — Evening Standard . 

It is understood that he will plead that the barrow was 
I not loaded. 
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HUDSON'S 


ROM the steps of the Village 
Cross, somebody's granny 
contentedly watches the 
bustle of the old-fashioned 
market with its cobble-stones 
and flapping stall covers, 
e watches the groups of shrewd 
housewives exchanging confidences in the 
intervals of bargaining, she thinks of the 
time when she could drive a bargain with 
the best. But Time makes no difference 
to her as far as Hudson’s Soap is con- 
cerned. Hudson’s is always the same— as 
big a bargain as ever. 

Although the old-fashioned markets now are few, 
and the village cross an object of interest, 
Hudson's is still used everywhere for 
jy y making linen as sweet and fresh as the 

~~ ^gpl sea breeze, for washing-up after meals. 

JW IN PACKETS 

EVERYWHERE. 

R. S. HUDSON LIMITED, 
p * qggf/v vtr #\ Liverpool, West Bromwich and London. 
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Magic Words 

The word “sharp” just exactly describes the 
Gillette Blades. Two other words, too, 
“smooth” and “lasting.” Any Gillette user 
will tell you how they shave. Try them yourself. 

Sold everywhere— Gillette Safety Razor- One Guinea to f\o. 

Gillette Wades in cardboard rat tons, 12 for 4/-. Write for frc»* looklc 

Gillette Safety Razor, fttd., 2<x>, Great Portland St-, I.ondon, W. 1. 


illette fuzor- 

NOST^OPPINC NOHONtfW*; " 


0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 


SPINK ® SON U* 

DIAMOND MERCHANTS 


Established 1772. 

FINE JEWELS 

Purchased for CASH or VALUED. 

Also ANTIQUE SILVER, MINIATURES 
GOLD or ENAMEL BOXES etc. & other 
ITEMS of ANTIQUARIAN INTEREST 

Jewels or Piute a m he safety sent per registered post insured I t 

17® 18 PICCADILLY, LONDON, W. 1 . | v 

IRISH ^ 
LINEN 

TABLE 
DAMASK, 

TABLE DAMASK lms risen in 
price. Owing to manufacturing 
it in our own looms, wc held largo 
stocks of yarn cloth in various pro- 
cesses of work, so that now wo arc 
bio to sell many of our spccialitiesat 
prices below the present war leva*. It 
is therefore economy to buy from us. 

M*y wc send you prices 
And samples, post free P 

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, Ltd. 



4 6v DON EGA LL PLACE, 

BELFAST. 



Fine Old 
Virginia. 

Oval. 

(x>rk-tipped. 

^4 20 

A1 so in bates of 50 & 100 

FbrthePipe 

Spinet 

Mixture 


R&JHillIP London 



Royal Sovereign 

BRITISH MADE PENCILS 

A 



The finest Pencil in the world for Draughtsmen, Artists 
and General use because of its smoothness and great 
durability. Made in all degrees by E. Wolff & Son, 
Ltd., at the Falcon Pencil Works, Battersea. By 
appointment to H.M. The King. Price 4d. t each. 

Sold by all Stationers. 
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THE TWELFTH, 1918. 


Diana. “What are you doing therm?'* Capt. Jones , V.C. , D.S.O., M.C., etc. “It’s all right; I’ve been waiting fou 

THE BARRAGE TO LIFT, AFTER THAT LAST BIRD GOT UP, DON’T YOU KNOW." 


A CASE FOR INTERMENT 
(Being an experience of last September 
and a learning for the coming one.) 
Telegram from Mrs. Pralloio to 
Lady Laffcrty. 

Have had gift of venison do not eat 
would you like it Enid Prallow 
Telegram from Lady Laffcrty to 
Mrs. Pralloio. 

Many thanks for oiler but would 
rather not Rafferty 

Telegram from Mrs. Pralloio to 
Mrs. Min son. 

Have had gift of venison do not eat 
would you like it Enid Pit allow 

Telegram from Mrs. Minson to 
Mrs. Pralloio. 

Please don't send venison writing 
Minson 

Telegram from Mrs. Prallow to the Rev. 
Mordaunt Cumberlege. 

If you like venison should be so 
pleased send you haunch Enid Prallow 

Telegram from the Rev. M. Cumberlege 
to Mrs. Prallow . 

Exceedingly kind of you but regret 
say no one here eats it Cumberlege 
Telegram from Mrs. Prallow to her 
brother , Richard Heron-Hill, K.C. 
Have haunch of venison from Sir 
Henry may I send it on to you Enid 


Telegram from Richard Heron-Hill , 
K.C., to Mrs . Prallow. 

God forbid Dick 

Telegram from Mrs. Prallow to her sister- 
in-law, Mrs . Presgravc [Reply paid] 

Should so like send you haunch 
venison Enid 

Telegram from Mrs. Presgravc to 
Mrs. Prallow. 

Very sorry but one thing nobody here 
eats should love butter or jam if any to 
spare Annie 

Letter from Mrs. Prallow to her 
Mother. 

Dearest Mother, — A very unfor- 
tunate thing — at any rate in war-time, 
when there is such a shortage of food — 
has just happened. Sir Henry Ring- 
fence sent us a haunch of venison ; and 
venison is to my mind not human food 
at ail, while even Jack, who, as you j 
know, devours most things, can’t liear 
it. The haunch had been hanging quite 
long enough before it reached us, and 
there was nothing for it but to find 
someone who liked it and pass it on. J 
I assure you I spent three or four shil- 
lings in telegrams, all to no purpose. 
I tried Lady Lafferty first and then 
Mrs. Minson. It was not to be won- 
dered at, perhaps, that they should de- 
cline, but I must confess to a feeling 
of surprise when the Vicar said No. I 


| had always understood that the Church 
enjoyed these medieval delicacies. 

Meanwhile the venison was getting 
higher and higher and Jack began to 
say horrid facetious things about har- 
nessing it to the lawn-mower and getting 
some work out of it, and the servants 
made great play with pocket-handker- 
chiefs. Then I thought of Dick, who 
sets up fbr such a gourmet that I felt 
suro of him and wondered why I hadn’t 
asked him sooner; but he was quite 
| rude. There was just time for Annie, 
but she actually also said No. Fancy 
being so dainty, and with all those 
children too ! It 's perfectly absurd. 
I couldn’t decently do any more as the 
house was becoming unbearable, and 
so it was buried under the vine. 

Of course it was awfully kind of 
Sir Henry, but I think he might have 
been as considerate as I was and havo 
just asked me if I wanted it ; although, 
of course, it would havo been very 
difficult to refuse. Jack says my letter 
of thanks for it was abject in its ful- 
someness, but then Jack, as you know, 
always is so unsympathetic. 

| What I want to know is, Who docs 
eat venison? because I am told by 
various people that at this time of year 
this kina of thing, followed by burial, is 
going on all over England. 

Your loving Enid. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Tina Freedom of the Seas.” 

Apophthegms are in the theatrical 
air just now. At the New Theatre it 
is Chi Lung who is throwing off epi- 
grams of Oriental philosophy; and here 
at tho Hay market we have A doniram 
Wallace , captain of a tramp steamer, 
delivering a series of tropes purporting 
to be drawn from “ the Good Hook.” 
There is a pleasant irony about this 
alleged derivation, for Adoniram is a 
godless rogue who has lost his certifi- 
cate through drink and is now in league 
with two other rogues — one of them 
the wireless operator — to scuttle his 
ship, whoso cargo he imagines to bo a 
bogus one, for the sake of tho insurance 
money. 

But he is a true British rogue and in- 
nocent of the other conspirators’ scheme 
for handing ovor the precious cargo to 
the crow of a Hun submarine. Tho 
clever device by which the enemy plot 
was defeated I will not divulge, but 
merely say that it was a great piece of 
luck that secured for our Navy in mid- 
ocean (where the tramp had picked up 
a few relics of a torpedoed liner) tho un- 
rehearsed services of a perfect lady who 
had been brought up as a telegraph 
clerk and could road a wireless message 
by ear while it was being tapped out 
by somebody else. 

To turn to the hero, George Smith . 
Starting lifo as an indifferent clerk to a 
solicitor, ho is persuaded to believe that 
only a strong and original initiative will 
enable him to achieve his ambition of 
marrying his employer’s daughter. So 
ho gots a commission (I don’t know how) 
in tho R.N.V.R., and ultimately finds 
himself placed, at a moment’s notice, 
in charge of Adoniram' s tramp, and 
incidentally in control' of tho fates of 
his late master and that gentleman’s 
daughter, who are on hoard, having 
been rescued from tho submarined liner. 

Tho atmosphere is heavy with remin- 
iscences of Admirable Crichton ; but 
Smith is not much better as a sailor 
than ho was as a solicitor’s clerk, Ins 
two - and - a - half - years’ experience in 
opening envelopes at the Admiralty 
having taught him vory little about tho 
handling of ships. Ho does nothing 
really nautical, and could not possibly 
have carried out his own instructions to 
alter the course of the tramp so as to 
avoid the attentions of a submarine.' At 
tho moment of crisis, when guns are 
booming, he is safe under cover, making 
love to tho solicitor’s daughter, whose 
rather worthless hand he eventually 
wins without performing a single heroic 
action. To an average audience, eager 
for the poetic justice of melodrama, this 
is bound to be most unsatisfactory. 


I ought perhaps to give him credit 
for his victorious struggle with a villain 
twice his size; but it was done in the 
dark, and I think the result must have 
been arranged. 

However, we had some pretty humour 
in the dialogue and several really ex- 
cellent character - sketches. Notable 
among thoso was Stanley Bolton , a 
Canadian with a fine gift of worldly 
wisdom, who induced George Smith to 
strike out on a line of his own, explain- 
ing to him that if you want to bo a 
first-class squirrel you mustn’t stay on 
the ground. Mr. Tom Reynolds played 
the part most admirably. 

Another entertaining study was that 



't»JC-C0 trf IS 

A FT Kit THE SEA- CHANGE. 


George Smith {new style). “You can’t guess 
who Tam.” 

George Smith {old style). “Oh, YUS, I CAN. 
You Tie Mu. Dennis Eadie.” 

of Jenny Wcathersbcc, IJ.S.A. (inter- 
preted with a nice sense of humour by 
Miss Marion Lornk), whose wardrobe, 
on which she largely: depended for 
her recognition as a lady, had boon 
torpedoed. “I was a telegraph opera- 
tor,” sho privily admits, *• hut people 
think by my manner that I come of a 
a very good family.” Mr. Vincent 
Sternroyd was delightful in the too- 
brief part of Horatio Gamv, veteran 
clerk to George Smith's firm ; and as the 
pompous head of tho firm Mr. Holman 
Clark had the sort of part that fits 
him like a maillot . 

But.tho outstanding figure was Adoni- 
ram Wallace , and I cannot remember 
ever to have seen Mr. Sydney Valen- 
tine in bettor form. As for Mr. Dennis 
Eadie, I have known him more happily 


suited. Probably it was my fault for 
not being bettefc acquainted with the 
ways of second-rato solicitors’ clerks 
and amateur Naval officers, but I found 
it hard to believe that ho was anybody 
but just Mr. Dennis Eadijs, though 
that is always a very nice thing to bo. 

Tho minor characters — in particular 
Mr. Randle Ayrton’s wireless operator 
— wero well played, though I must 
confess that neither Miss Billie Car- 
lkton nor her love affair very greatly 
intrigued me. 

I ha vo an apprehension (groundless, 

I hope) that the many excellent qualities 
of Mr. Uackett’s play that appealed to 
the quick and generous sympathies of a 
first-night audience are not solid enougli 
to ensure for it a very firm residence in 
the general British bosom. O. S. 

THE GIFT OF TONGUES. 

Colonel Tuff on, stoutisb, short, 

Bald and connoisseur of port, 

Spoke in terms of ruddy tint 
Quito unsuitable for print. 

Majors, Captains, Loots with fair words 
Tried to dam the stream of swear- words, 
But without avail — be swore 
More intensely than before. 

When his unit went to Franco * 
Colonel Tuffen got his chance ; 

I I is ability to cuss 
Won a docoration, thus : 

In a trench-attack one day 
Colonel Tuffen led tho way, 

Stumbled in tho mud and fell wliolo- 
Ileartedly into a shell-hole. 

Everybody heard the splash, 

Followed by a smothered “ Dash ! ” 
Then arose a seething torrent 
Of expressions most abhorrent. 

Second-Loots burst into tears ; 
Hardened sergeants stopped their ears ; 
Husky privates “ took the knock ” — 
Every German died of shock I 

“Records are being broken weekly, and there 
is no harm in saying that on one single day no 
fewer than 100,000 loft America’s shores, ami 
arrived safely at their destination.” 

Scotch Paper . 

There is no harm in saying it, but we 
fear nobody will believe it. 

“ Tho question of authorizing escaped pris- 
oners of war to wear chevrons, and the possi- 
bility of allowing them somo distinctive mark, 
is under consideration.”— Times* . 

We understand that, with characteristic 
modesty, the League of Escaped Ger- 
man Prisoners of War have refrained 
from pressing this question. If, how- 
ever, any distinction is to be awarded 
they recommend the M.B.E. as being 
the least conspicuous. 
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THE SENTIMENTALIST. 

“TfUS TS A I.TTTLK HUIU’RISE FOR YOU, MY PUISSANT LORD. T() DAY IS OUli SILVER V.'KDDING, VND I H \\T ItHDn.lir OUT THE 
FAITHFUL CHARGER WHO CARRIED US WHEN Wifi FLED TOOK I’ll lfill FROM MY FATHER'S CASILE. 1 lllol gHT IT WOULD UK itOMYNTIC JF 
WK RUDE 111M TO DAY AS WE DID THAT NIG I IT.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr . Punch's Sta ff of Learned Clerks.) 

I find myself tempted to join issuo with tho publishers of 
Up and Down (Hutchinson) when tlioy call it “ a new book 
by tho author of Dodo." Because, though it is certainly 
signed by Mr. E. E. Benson, this is by no moans tho same 
Mr. Benson whose engaging satires have moved mo so 
ofton to laughter. Up and Down is at once more and less 
than these; indeed it is hardly to be called a story at all, 
since there are but two characters, Mr. Benson himself and 
a friend, and for tho most part it is a record of the mental 
experiences common to us all during the last four years. 
Such a book, dealing as it does with tho most intimate 
emotions of a man’s soul, stands or falls by ono simple 
test, that of sincerity. No one can ever bo certain of this 
quality in tho work of another; but what Mr. Benson finds 
to say of the hazardous and disquieting problems that 
those ovil times have called up, of patriotism, friendship, 
survival of personality, and so on, has all of it the ring of 
a genuine conviction. Glancing at the volume after reading 
it, I see a. number of pages dog-eared for quotation (a 
foolish habit, since thoro is hardly evor enough room) and 
find that I proposed to draw your attention to the author’s 
views upon middle-age, the spirit of houses, Germany as a 
mirth-provoker, and a dozen other wise and witty com- 
ments, which now you must find out for yourselves. Up 
and Down , as its title hints, is not a very equal work ; it 
has, to be frank, its superfluous moments; but at its best 
(and apart from some wholly delightful pictures of life on 
the delectable island of Capri) it has both charm and, to 
employ a detestable word that for once seems appropriate, 
helpfulness. 


if library subscribers wish a change of faro in tho direc- 
tion of truth which is stranger and lovolior than fiction, let 
me recommend them For Dauntless France (I (odder and 
Stoughton). This is a record by Mr. Laurence Binyon 
of tho work done by British men and women for the French 
wounded and the victims of the War in the devastated 
areas. It is rare that records of the kind are couched in so 
felicitous an idiom or ordered with so nice a sense of propor- 
tion. “Bocord,” indeed, is too dull a name for so interest- 
ing and human a story, pointed with anecdote and charm- 
ingly documented with letters that bring forcibly before you 
tho courage, tho stress, the zeal and patience of the work — 
work in hospitals and ambulances in and behind tho fighting 
areas, in canteens, refugee shelters, maternity homes ; work 
done — and we are not so much proud as grateful to recall 
it — -by British volunteers in the sorvico of France and tho 
French. Differences of language and custom, little racial 
prejudices, the offecl of contemporary legends, e.g ., of tho 
British as proud sad dogs, all had to ho overcome, and you 
cannot read these pages without realizing how completely 
thoy have been overcome and how firm a cement for the 
future entente lias been manufactured as a by-product of the 
contact between sufferors and healers. And you get some 
measure of tho scale of this process by tho fact that over 
seven thousand fivo hundred British workers were in the 
service of tho French lied Cross by the end of 1917. Nor 
should you miss some fine lines in a dedicatory sonnet of 
the poet-recordor, nor a preface, the porfoct pattern of such 
hazardous things, in the simplest, most lucid and most 
graceful French, by M. Paul Camhon. 

It seems hardly dccont that “ Q,” having become a learned 
professor, should have had the effrontery to turn out a book 
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so full of excitement and humour as Foc-Farrell (Collins), demobilization. It is that you may inform yourself on these 
I on joyed every word of it, from its dedication, “ To any one facts, and possibly pass on the information to some quarter 
who supposes that he has a worse enemy than himself,” where it is needed, that Mr. Punch most warmly commends 
down to the epilogue on the demoralising factor in hate, to your notice a publication that costs lmlf-a-crown and 
Farrell , reckless Radical and successful tradesman, has offers (though this incidentally) many literary and artistic 
ruined the life-work of Foe, tho scientist, through a false attractions — a cartoon by Max, a playlet by Sir James 
charge of vivisection practices. That charge led to a riot j Barrie, and so on— which, even unsupported by patriotism, 
and a fire which burnt Foes records of an eight-years’ \ would be cheap at four times the price, 
research. Tho lattor’s revenge is to protend to bo recon- 
ciled, to win tho artless man’s friendship, and at tho well- I gather that Mr. T. R. St. Johnston, the author of The 
prepared moment to explain the intensity of the hate which Lau Islands (Fiji); and their Fairy Tales and Folk Lore 
impels him, and to promise that ho will never desist from (“Times” Book Co.), was for some time District Commis- 
studying, and thereby torturing, him at close quarters. The sioner in Fiji, and was lately Medical Officer to tho Fijians 
perpetual fellowship of an enemy, bitter to tho point of in France. The duties of his commissionership often took 
madness, but much too clever to do anything which would | him to tho Lau Islands, where lie made it his pleasure to 
justify appeal to police protection, with tho hinted possi- j collect from the very lips of the inhabitants such myths and 
bility of a sudden death, of which the victim may bo only s fairy tales as were still a part of memory. These he lias 
too glad at tho end of it, that is the prospect of Farrell at 1 now put together. The result is a most fascinating book, 


tho hands of Foe. A fan- 
tastic thesis made plaus- 
ible by tho most ac- 
complished artistry and 
lightened by a genuine 
unforced humour. Na- 
turally, hunted and 
huntsman twist and 
turn over a wide field ; 
shipwreck and maroon- 
ing give Sir Arthur 
Quillkr- Couch’s ad- 
venturous pen its 
chance, and I never 
hope to read a more 
exciting account of the 
horrors of long days in 
an open boat or meet a 
finer character among 
sailor men than Captain 
Macnanghten . . . This 
is indeed the Perfect 
Shocker — much more 
indeed, but that first 
and chiefly. 


Orderly Officer. 

Sun<; rant?” 


Orderly Sergeant. “ Lance-Corporal Smtth found a piece of kidney in 

Tin: STKA1C AN ’-KIDNEY SMI." 


brightly written, and 
‘ an important contri- 
bution to the study of 
comparative Folk Lore. 

| Readers will there learn 
j many strange things, 
amongst others how 
| Ligadua, the one-armed 
: god of Matokano, flow 
| away with tho spirit of 
! the great drum of Ka- 
bara, leaving behind 
only tho material part 
of it, which refused 
thereafter to make any 
sound. Or they can 
listen to Adi Lotila, a 
very old widow, while 
she tells tho story of Adi 
Mailagi,“a goddess who 
was very fond of young 
men, especially if they 
were handsome.” But 
she did them no good. 
However, it seems that 
when she appears as a 
. J rat all may look on her 
without harm. Many other tales' there are in Mr. St. 
Johnston’s book, to which I extond a cordial welcome. 



WilAX WAS THE EXCITEMENT IN XO. 1 DlMJNu-IIUT TO DAY, 


Everyono would ac 

knowledge that tho future of our disabled lighting men 
constitutes a problem whose gravity and importance it 
is impossible to over-estimate. But not everyone is aware 
of tho precise nature of tho problem or of the means that, Should The Secret of the Navy (Murray) chance to fall 
are being adopted to overcome its difficulties. This is j into the hand's of a Hun he will be rudely disappointed if 
the reason for the appearance of a now, or rather a rein- 'the title leads him to look for any indiscreet disclosures 
carnated, quarterly magazine, named . Reveille , issued by | within its pages. Discretion, indeed, is ono of Mr. Bennet 
the War Office under what seems to Mr. Punch the re- 1 Copplestonk’s qualities, and fair-mindedness is another, 
markably able editorship of Mr. John Galsworthy. Put! Proud as he is of our Navy, he does not hesitate to praise 
in few words, tho object of JReveille is to rouse and in- ; German sailors and seamanship when he thinks they de- 

sition of the j serve it. “Count von Spee,” he writes, “though a Prussian 


struct popular opinion about tho after- war position 
disabled sailor or soldier — what that position threatens to 
be. The wise measures offered by tho authorities for the 
continued physical treatment and re-training of discharged 
men, and tho obstacles (mostly inherent in human nature) 
that prevent full advantage being taken of these, arc all set 
out in Mr. Galsworthy’s very powerful and convincing 
editorial. The greatest difficulties appear to bo two — -the 
fatal facility witli which, owing to the present labour 

shortage, any discharged man not wholly incapable can j the author considers that fortune has been on our side. 

obtain a job for the time being, and the very understandable — 

reluctance of men already weary of treatment and disci- “ Covcnfe Garden is flooded with vegetables of all kinds, and should 

pline to subject themselves to the further re training that cheap to-day.” — Daily Paper. 

would fit them for the changed conditions that must follow j Another chance for Mr. Mallaby-Deeley. 


Junker, was a gentleman and worthy to- servo under the 
W T hit© Ensign.” To belong to our Navy is to be as near 
heaven as is permitted on this earth, and even a German 
when ho plays the game is, considered fit to enter that 
charmed circle. The sea-battles of the War are here des- 
cribed in detail and with scrupulous impartiality, audit may 
he a tonic to those gloomy people who croak that we never 
have any good luck to find that in more than one instance 

,1 1 1 * »-tii i » i i i • 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The chief War news of importance is 
that Marshal Foch has decided to help 
the Germans to retreat victoriously 
clay by day. ... ... 

“The Entento,” said ITinco IIohkn- 
liOHE on a recent occasion, “ is direct- 
ing its attacks in tho quarter in which 
it imagines tho monarchy is most 
sensitive.” 1 1 1 n df.nbu ro , lie might 
have added, is getting it in exactly the 
same place. * ... 


is preparing a map showing the different 
parts of the country where mosquitoes 
are raised. Tho public need, however, 
is for a map on which the mosquitoes 
can’t land. ... .. 

Last week Paris thieves broke into a 
building and stole six thousand pounds’ 
worth of tools. Tho polico have a 
theory that tho criminals wanted a 
screw-driver and took t.lio rest of the 
stuff to put their pursuers off the scent. 


If the spy agitators fear that tho 
* Germans on the land will tamper with 

A motoring journal refers to a cor- the harvest, what will they say about 
in motor car which “ brings Paradise the prisoner who was found with a rick 


tain 

nearer.” A pedestrian writes to say in his leg? 
that tho oldor make of cars brought it 
quite near enough. 


“ Germany,” says a corre- 
spondent at the Front, “ is 
even throwing in bandsmen 
to stem the tide.” This should 
simplify tho after - the - war 
boycott question. 

A youth while fishing, ac- 
cording to The Times , landed ! 
a bicycle. Several fishermen 
state they aro annoyed at not 
having thought of saying this 
vears ago. ... ... 

Meanwhile, to safeguard his i 
veracity, the lucky angler has j 
decided to have tho bicycle I 
stuffed. 

“Orn 
thk ovv 

Only our innate sense of iikh as 
cameraderio deters us from “ 0ll [* 
naming tho distinguished con- 
temporary which recently published an 
article entitled “Tho Importance of 
Bray.” 

Tho Skibbereon Southern Slur has 
been suppressed. It appears that Mr. 
de Valera, had hitched his wagon to it. 

A member of the Sissinghursfc Mouse 
Club, says a nows item, lias killed 604 
mice during two days’ corn thrashing. 
There is talk of removing him to tho 1 
Wostcrn Front. ... ... 

We understand that tho man who 
recently asked a suburban grocer for 
half a pound of ehoeso was eventually 
handed over to tho safe custody of his 
friends. 

The United States' lias loaned Cuba 
the sum of three million pounds for war 
purposes. The standard cigar may be 
upon us at any minute. 


A woman charged last week with 



The British Natural History Museum j Sunday 


THE STEEPING VV OK SHIPBUILDING. 
Film I., a id Tin: km ml ok a nkw sini* to-day. 1 

NKKK TO (JlYK YOUTHS 1MST OF Oil IKK STKWAllD 
SOON AS SUM’S COMl'MCTKI).’’ 

TIIANK YOT, Silt. IN THAT C\SM I ’j> DK/J'l 
AT ONCK.” 

| stealing told tho magistrates that she ! 
had only taken three dozen boxes of | 
matches. Since this announcement we 1 
understand that she has been over 
whelmed with offers of marriage. 

Owing to the shortage of liie.noii 
i the Shoobiirynoss Council have drafted 
j Boy Scouts into tho firo brigade. As 
| a result tho residents are to he requested 
l only to have very small fires in future 
| and these aro to he restricted to t ie 
| ground !loor. ... ... 

“ British statesmanship has cut out 
the diddleman,” says a Montreal paper. 
It would he more correct to say that 
we are ;oing to duddle through in spite 
of him. 

It now appears that the Under- ( 
takers’ Trade Union has no objection 
to Sunday burials. Hitherto in certain i 
! parts of the country it has boon con- 
1 sidered very unlucky to be buried on a | 


A letter lias been delivered in Glasgow 
which was written by an Edinburgh 
tradesman over six years ago. It is 
supposed that the sender has been 
saving up to buy the stamp. 

* 

A correspondent would like to hear 
from any man who contemplates strik- 
ing a match in South Kensington, with 
a view to sharing same. 

“FREEING ALBANIA. 

Everything that the Near East can provide 
was there to gro<*t General Eorrero here — 
Orthodox priests and cadi and mufti, hoys in 
Kt.unhoul frock-coats, and tiers of Albanians 
j on the hillside and riverside clad in their 
j stained white, or in lorn fragments of the 
j sped rum.' 1 Baity Paper. 

! Congratulations to this picturesque cor- 
: respondent upon having at last discov- 
ered the place “ where tho 
rainbow ends.” 


More Impending Apologies. 

“The total number of prisoners 
captured by us in yesterday’s suc- 
cessful operations in this sector is 
not yet available. We secured 
Mayoress, Mrs. ITngg, Mrs. R. Noy, 
Miss south of the Searpe.” 

Provincial Pa)H>r. 

Let us hope that tho last- 
named lady is the well-known 
Miss who is as g> od as a Mile. 

“ Blue gentleman's serge eoat and 
skirt, latest, just made, worn once: 
cost 9 gns. ; 5.J gns .” — The Lady. 

Probably the blue gentleman 
finds that he can attract sufli- 
cient public attention without 
tho adventitious aid of a skirt. 


LI. (SIT 
A MO A It l> 


l it ukt “One cannot refrain from regret- 
ting the passing of the scythesman, 
who made music with his imple- 
ment, and of the crowd who came on tho 
scene when the wheat was ripe. Now we hear 
a hum and a rattle — and the wheat is gathered 
in. That is Progress, hut. who shall say that 
more Pace is Mappincs?” 

Midland Counties Herald, 

Possibly Wkhh might. 

“The high price of elephants has affected 
the timber trade of Burma to such an extent 
that an ollicial has been visiting Canada with 
the object of sneuriu ; mechanical tractors.” 

Daily Paper. 

Ifo should ho sure of a sympathetic 
reception at tho head quarters of the 
Grand Trunk. 

From one of General Maurice’s art- 
icles in The J/n:erpool Daily Dost, and 
Mercury : — 

“It would he absurd to suppose that any- 
thing like the million and a-quartcr of Ameri- 
cans who, wo aro told, have been shipped 
Wet from the United States have taken part 
in tliis battle or arc anywhere on the froi 

The eminent writer needs to correct his 
orientation. Since the American troops 
came East it is their opponents who have 
“ gone VVost ” in considerable numbers. 


rnr,. cf.v. 
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CHANGES IN AMERICA. 

(By Hank Dilton , our Special Curve - 
spondent at Washington.) 

Mr. T. P. O’Connor, M.L\, lias given 
a touching picture of the shrunken pro- 
portions of Members of Parliament in 
his "first impressions'* of England on 
his return after a year's sojourn in 
America. It is not, ho is careful to 
say, tho result of any food shortago. 
With characteristic modesty lie refrains 
from indicating tho true cause -his 
own absence. I s.iy tho true cause 
advisedly, for precisely similar symp- 
toms have begun to show themselves 
over here. Let mo not, however, be 
misunderstood. America is all right; 
whole-hearted in tho prosecution of tho 
War; unrelenting in her resolve to 
down tho Kaiskii. hut the departure 
of Mr. O’Connor and Lord Heading 
has loft a great gap. Nothing like it 
has been known since the death of 
Lincoln. I have endeavoured in my 
previous articles to adumbrate, however 
feebly, tho colossal impact on tho 
American mind of Mr. O’Connor’s 
Gargantuan bonhomie , of tho mammoth 
magnetism of Lord Heading’s radiant 
personality. Their influence remains, 
but life is poorer. Mr. Taft has lost 
forty pounds in tho last two months. 
Henry Ford looks older and Edison 
is deafer. Talking to the President 
yesterday I found him as keen as ever, 
but with an added noto of seriousness. 
He said to me wistfully, " I miss my 
daily Tay Pay." It is the sumo with 
everyone, from the highest to the lowest. 
This morning in Central Park 1 saw a 
policoman, a splendid specimen of hefty 
humanity, crying like a child. I asked 
him what was tho matter, and he replied, 
“ Suro I ’in grieving for Mr. O’Connor. 
Life isn’t the same since ho went hack.” 
He was a Galway man, ho told me. Put 
this fooling is not confined to Irish- 
Americans. The Lithuanian who oper- 
ates the elevator in my hotel has grown 
distrait. Jn tho Far West the cow- 
puncher punches sadly ; pork is canned 
and packed perhaps as fast as ever in 
Chicago, but without the old zest ; oven 
the skyscrapers scrape tho sky loss. 
Tliero is no failuro or loss of activity, but 
tho jo ie dc vivre is abated. Mr. Tumulty, 
tho President’s secretary, seems to me 
to liavo grown hollow-cheeked, and bis 
conversation is no longer on t he level of 
his splendidly stimulating patronymic. 

As in England, there is no falling 
oft’ of food supplies. Tho cause is 
purely moral. Put a hopeful reaction 
has already sot in, prompted by Mr. 
O’Connor’s statement iii The Daily 
Chronicle that he was homesick for 
America. A powerful movement is on 
foot, supported by influential represen- 


tatives of all the loading interests, in 
favour of inviting Mr. O’Connor to take 
up his residence permanently in the 
States. Jt is pointed out that the 
habitual tension of American life de- 
mands the presence of men who are all 
heart, and act as perpetual lubricators 
of the social and political machine. It 
is proposed Unit a stately pleasure dome 
should ho erected and placed at his 
disposal in tho Yellowstone Park. Put 
the dilliculties cannot he overlooked. 
Can Mr. Shortt got on without him? 
Can Field-Marshal Haig, or the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury, or Mr. Healv, 
whoso devotion to him is as that of 
David to Jonathan? I fear no‘j, and 
can only suggest as a compromise that 
Mr. O’Connor should, if possible, live 
henceforth in a great balloon, securely 
moored in mid- Atlantic, whence he 
could radiate wireless uplift and unction 
with impartial zeal to tho New and 
Old World alike. 

TIIE NEW BIOGRAPHY. 

A wave of relief is said to have passed 
over the country on heating the official 
statement that the cinema story of the 
Life of Mr. Lloyd George which, in 
ten reels, is to he exhibited throughout 
the country in October, is not a piece 
of political propaganda, hut private 
commercial enterprise. Taken into con- 
nection with the rumoured autumnal 
General Election and a certain alert- 
ness in the Prime-Ministerial character, 
it was feared that tho film, coming just 
then, might have exerted undue influ- 
ence. The danger is not over, hut we 
now know that if such a consequence 
should occur it will he pure accident. 

As to tho performers in this great 
production wo have been told nothing; 
hut the leading part, we take it, since 
Mr. Lloyd George is to be followed 
from the cradle to Downing Street, has 
had many players, beginning with a 
baby. That should ho a proud man who 
impersonated the protagonist in his 
later stages as a winner of the greatest 
war in history. 

Meanwhile other cinema companies 
are displaying tho customary imitative 
zeal, although unfortunately they have 
only inferior material to work upon. 
Tho roso has been plucked. Lifo- 
stories, however, are to be tho fashion 
until tho public tiros — as it may do all 
too quickly- and wo are therefore des- 
tined to share the earthly pilgrimage 
of — well, not exactly Tom, Dick and 
Harry, hut assuredly of Thomas, Rich- 
ard and Henry, all certainly O.B.E. 
and probably higher, and most of them 
in Parliament. Questions of local colour 
may, of course, enter into the final 
selection of heroes, for in the earlier 


episodes the background is important: a 
baby that is being carried about among 
wild Welsh scenery, for example, being 
more attractive than another (or pos- 
sibly tho same child) being carried 
about in Battersea or New Brunswick. 
But public interest will ho tho deciding 
factor, and one can imagine some vory 
deadly debates as to tho fitness of this 
orlhat candidate for film honoursamong 
the managers and their staffs. That is 
where reputations are examined with 
washen eyes and summed up in un- 
ambiguous phrase. Those aro the men 
that know. A few names will, however, 
win through. "From tho Cradle to 
Printing House Square;" “From tho 
Cradle, via -Canada, to Horrex’s I lotel ; " 
“From the Cradle to tho Woolsack": 
of those three we may feel fairly confi- 
dent; and wo have more than a sus- 
picion that the progress of one whom 
wo will call as a child John Calf, from 
extreme youth to fullest Bullhood, will 
not he denied us. 

But whether the cinema is thereby 
to become a more joyous entertain- 
ment is problematical. 

TO DOCTOR MASEFIELD. 

(Tho University of Yalo lias conferred an 
honorary Doctor’s decree on Mr. John 
Masefield. 1. 

Will this latter-day gift 
Of a Doctor’s degree 
(live his genius a lift 

That was sprung from the sea? 
Will ho start a fresh cruise 
Jn the teeth of the galo 
With his salt-water Muse — • 
Doctor Masefield of Yale? 

Will he write us in verso 
More Tales after Crahre, 

In each stanza a curse 
Or a blow or a stab ? 

Or will he now feel, 

When we suffer and ail, 

’Tis his duty to heal - 

Doctor Masefield of Yalo? 

But whatever the theme 
He may happen upon 
I can’t even droam 

Of his playing the don; 

For the clarion and fife 
In his music prevail, 

Strong singor of strife — 

Doctor Masefield of Yalo. 

From a concert programme: — 

“Kocit : 4 1 feel the Diety within ’ — Handel." 
Wo fear tho printer must be a Ra- 
tionalist. 

From a theatro hill : — 

“ 4 Comk Back to Erin.' 

To avoid disappointment, come early.” 
Ireland’s future is a little problematical. 



WITH HE. PUNCH'S JOYOUS CONGRATULATIONS TO THE MINISTER OF AGRICULTURE. 







Officer. “Now then, Stukbs, wiivt about 'eunuiu.on /” 

Met * Servant. “ VERY SOKJlY, Silt. Tit EM FLIES AUK THAT HUltCK I LAN ’t out neah the meat.'’ 


TO ONE OF OUR WOUNDED 
(Heading “ Handley Cross"). 

Old man, by your broad contented grin 

And the gleam in your quiet eyes, 
You arc baok with J or rocks and Bi n j i mi n 

In the land where tho good fun lies ; 
You ride where the rilles reach you 
nob 

On a line both safe and sure 
From tho moot at tho “ Cat and Custard 
Pot ” > 

To the kill on Wander moor. 

In vain do the cannon of memory 
cail 

From the Flanders fields forlorn, 
When you hoar by the stacks of Parley 
Hall 

The twang of the “ ’ard un’s ” horn ; 
And little you rock of a broken thigh 

And a bandaged arm to boot, 

When tho old comodian canters by 

On his “ hcnterprisclcss brute.” 

For back to you comes oach sound and 
siglit 

At the touch of the magic pen, 

Till you take your place in the old first 
lliglit 

With a lead on the grass again, 


And Suhtkks, the sage with the jester’s 
art, 

Would he proud had he lived to know 
ITo had brightenod an hour for your 
gallant heart 

With the ring of his “ Tally-Ho ! ” 
W. II. 0. 

SURE THING. 

.1 on un wrote (having occasionally 
induced an editor and oven a publisher 
— to accept something for print) I once j 
wrote that clever women always tel' 
a man that he looks overworked. 

I was younger then. As years ad 
vanco one grows (sometimes) in know- 1 
ledge, and I am now in a position to ! 
add another verbal weapon to the clever j 
woman’s armoury— should she need any ! 
such assistance. The solicitous phrase, 
“ You are looking overworked/’ is unc- 
tion perhaps more for tho young than 
the middle-aged and elderly. No young 
I man, however conscious of his own 
1 abysmal laziness, can resist it, or want 
j to resist it. 

I Put tho nuituror man — tho man to 
whom Father Timo’s chief gift is an 
increase of girth — must be differently 
handled. He may or may not be over- 
worked, but to bo told about it, how- 


ever seducingly, does not much interest 
him. Ho is a little too old for any 
flattery but the kind of flattery lie is 
not too old for. Therefore tho clever 
woman, in dealing with him, must do 
otherwise. Taking him by the hand, 
she must look at his features with 
a close and careful scrutiny which, 
although it is all assumed, can bo ex- 
tremely comforting, and then say, in 
a tone almost of triumph, “ You ’re 
getting thinner." 

“ Parliament is mortally dead.” — Herald. 

It would bo if it were, but it isn’t. 

“ The dwiflicuplties of passing from ri^hl 
trench warfare to field warfare are gigantio 
and perhaps insurmountable.” 

Evening Paper, 
Then why add to them ? 

“Interest in tho work of the Society for the 
Prevention of Women and Children docs not 
appear to be very keen in Hamilton.” 

Waikato Times (New Zealand). 
And a good thing, too. 

“Mr. J. Havelock Wilson is to contest 
South Shields at the uefc election.” 

Provincial Paper. 

He should be sure of the fishermen’s 
vote. 
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The Pleasures of Pelmanism 

By E. V. LUCAS. 


H OWEVER they might have striven against it, no 
readers of the papers have been able of late to avoid 
the impression that a certain number of military officers, 
as well as mere civilians, have obtained a certain 
measure of satisfaction through the use of a certain menial 
tonic called Pelmanism. There has been so little secret about 
it that at any moment one of our leading judges is liable to 
inquire, all bland innocence, “ Who is this Mr. Polman ? ” 

As some contribution to the forestalment of that question, 
let me say that, much to my disappointment, no such person 
exists. There is no Mr. Peltnan. Pelmanism is the product 
of many minds, a collective scheme which has for its purpose 
the invigoration and control of the faculty of observation, 
increased powers of concentration, and the strengthening of 
the memory and prolongation of its life. It is because it does 
these things that it appeals to me. 

Probably too much emphasis could not be laid upon the 
value to the soldier of such mental reinvigoration. Indeed, 
all scouting— or all spying, if you like, for a very narrow line 
divides these two necessary military functions — defends on the 
intelligent use of the eyes, as “ B. 1 V attractively tells in more 
than one of those books which have done so much to make 
even boyhood more exciting. There is no soldier- — and particu- 
larly no officer — but must be the better, too, for an accurate 
memory, trained to select and retain the vital matters that have 
been seen and heard, and it seems to be beyond question that 
Pelmanism has done much in the way of fortifying Army 
instruction. There is a mass of evidence that commercial men 
also have profited by it. Put not everyone is a warrior or an 
accumulator of wealth. There are those who have retired 
from both frays; there are the quiescent people, the people 
who are getting on in years, who, although just now they may 
have occupations ancillary to the great struggle, are normally 
in repose, and equally unconcerned with the destruction of 
foes or the adding of coin to coin. To me the principal 
attraction of any organisation with a programme such as I have 
outlined is the benefit which it may afford to these ; to the 
amateurs of life ; and to the young, who, if taken early in hand, 
will thus acquire a greater capacity to enjoy the visible world 
as they pass through the years. The memories of children are, 
as it is, amazing, and a continual source of dismay and envy 
to their elders; but there is no reason why their minds should 
not be put through exercises as well as their little limbs. It 
would be all to the good. 

The pleasures of memory are second only to the pleasures 
of action ; and particularly is this true of travel, the details of 
which one recalls in after years with so much satisfaction, even 
though tinged maybe with wistfulness — “ Motion recollected in 
tranquillity,” to adapt a famous definition of poetry. It is the 
traveller (according to Rosalind) who has “rich eyes”; and it 
stands to reason that the more we are trained to see the richer 
will our eyes become. Pelmanism is out to make them 
veritable millionaires* And since the pleasures of recollection 
are to so large an extent built upon the pleasures of observation, 
it follows that the enrichment of the eyes involves the enrich- 
ment of the memory too. If a round dozen of Little Grey 
Books can lend to such results as these they are the books 
for me. 

An observer, I take it, is both born and made. Where one 
has a natural gift for observation, Pelmanism can most notably 
strengthen it and, if one wishes, discipline it ; where one has 
no natural gift, but only a desire for it, Pelmanism can create 
one. Of this, after studying the grey library, I am certain ; 
and it is that which to me is so peculiarly interesting. 

The accomplishment of such results can, however, be achiev ed 
only by gradual processes, and these processes are exceedingly 
interesting, too, particularly as they are all concerned with 
oneself alone — so interesting, indeed, as to amount to a new 


robbed of its terrors. Lonely walks become a series of excite- 
ment ; wakefulness at night is no longer to be dreaded. There 
is a mental exercise called catenation, which, no matter how 
serious its purpose -- -even to assisting the memory to retain the 
names of a whole battery — can be made absurdly amusing ; 
while another charm of Pelmanism is that it transforms every 
Pelmanist into his own Sherlock Holmes, and not necessarily 
with a Watson. For the life-blood of the system is that blend 
of close observation and deduction upon which the success of 
criminal investigators is based. The ordinary untrained man 
who lias allowed his attention to wander uses his eyes carelessly. 
Pelmanism, by providing his mind with exercises and de- 
velopers analogous to those which we use for the body, gets it 
into order. The Little Grey Books are mental dumb-bells, 
intellectual Indian clubs. 

I am convinced that brain-girth and brain-fitness must be 
improved by their use. 


OPINIONS ON PELMANISM. 


" The Telman Institute, ns I understand the matter, does not profess to 
work miracles. What it does pro less to accomplish is to enable a man to 
make the hist use of the ahilit.es he already, consciously or unconsciously, 
pos esses.” 

Admiral Lord Bercsford, G.C.B., G.C.V.O. 


“ I can think of no belter method than the Telman course eit her for 
keeping the mind lit in times of leisure or slackness, or for restoring mental 
vigour to a soldier whose mind has become flabby from overstrain or 
physical weakness, and l can recommend no better investment than a 
Telman course to the soldier on convalescen. leave.” 

Major-Gen. Sir F. Maurice, K.C.M.G., C.B. 


“ True education, if it is to prove really helpful to a man or woman, and 
therefore to the nation, must have a moral side, something that strengthens 
the character as well as stores the mind with the details of various sorts 
of learning. 

‘‘To me it seems that Pelmanism. as J understand it, does to a consider- 
able extent fulfil this ideal, and for that 1 cason l recommend it to those 
who, in the fullest sense, really wish to learn and to become what men and 
women ought to be ” 

Sir H. Rider Haggard, 


“ The Telman system, so far as 1 can judge from what I have seen of it, 
appeals to me because it deals w ith the individual, and because it offers to 
him in a practical form the cardinal steps to the development and 
strengthening of mental character which is the foundation oi success in 
any line of life.” 

Sir R. S. S. Baden Powell, K.C.B. 


“Pelmanism is based upon those great and eternal principles which 
underlie the art of all genuine education, and which are just as permanent 
as the principles which underlie the art of painting, or of architecture, or 
of any other art.” 

Thomas Pcllatt, M.A. 


“Mind and Memory 11 (in which the Peltnan Course is fully 
described , with a synopsis of the lessons ) will be sent , gratis and post 
free, together with a full reprint of Truth's fatuous Report on the 
Peltnan system and a form entitling readers of Punch to the com- 
plete Course for one-third less than the usual fee , on application to 
The Peltnan Institute , i Peltnan House , Bloomsbury Street , London , 
W.C. i. 


Overseas Addresses: 4/3*48, Market Street, Melbourne; 15, Toronto j 

'I' . r>t„h A T/f ~ 
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Gramophone Records 


SENT BY POST 

A T 94 KHCiKNT STKKKT you 
will find llu- most complete 
and perfectly-equipped Audi- 
tion Salons in I^ondou for heat ing 
the latest “His Master’s Voice” 
Records. We keep every Recoid 
in stock, and hold the largest stock 
in Hiitnin. Uttr set vice is prompt 
and eilieient. You can hear the 
Kecotds at ease and in comfoit, 
and, if you are unable to lake 
advantage of calling, we will 
dispatch Record within six hours 
after receipt of your Order. We 
shall, of ionise, he pleased to 
send I.ists of Kecotds post flee on 
request. Wc invite your patronage. , 

The WEST END 
Gramophone Supply Co. j 


Ltd. 

Q4 REGENT STREET, 
LONDON, W. 1. 




M ANY a civilian who alw;i>s Maybe the uppers will be 

used to wear Lotus, pre- black glace kid leather, for 

ferring their superior quality, calf is very, very scarce, but 

is now wearing Della. The in all other respects the boots 

latter boots also are made by will he as good and as comfort - 

Lotus Ltd, but they are in able as pre-war Lotus and 

l etter supply than Lotus and most reasonable in price, as 

cost a few shillings a pair less. boots go nowadays. 

Yet the man who wants 




Send 47/6 for 

this Handsome 

Oval Mirror 

- A Real Bargain 

Made with good bevel plate, 
in well-finished light or dark 
oak frame, si/.c join, by 20:11. 
(approx ). Carriage paid in 
England. 

Write for our 
Furnishing Catalogue 

A handsome book, with num- 
bers of illustrations (seme in 
colour) and brimful of sugges- 
tions for the Beautiful Ilotne. 
Sent post free on request if 
" Lunch ” is mentioned. 

6oods Stored Free until required. 

Ftu/tiit Ik's invited and 
com a teuu&ly replied to. 

WOLFE & HOLLANDER, Ltd.. 

General House Furnishers, 

252 - 2M, TOTTENHAM COURT ROAD. 
LONDON. W.l. 



"Vctrdleys 

T OH 

Lavender Soap 

is unique both in its supreme quality as a 
Toilet Soap and in the beauty and abundance 
of its delightful fragrance. 

It is lasting too — one tablet may be used more 
than ioo times, and each time adds grace and 
enjoyment to the Toilet. 



“WYLKEDIN” 

Costumes, Coats 
and Skirts 

are made in Edinburgh from 
the finest real Scotch Tweeds 
— Shetland, Harris and Ice- 
landic qualities ; also Scotch 
Homespuns. They are famed 
for combining the most up- 
to-date tailoring styles with 
wonderful liard-wcaring pro- 
perties. 

Price of finished Wytkcdin 
Costume, as illustrat'd 74 gni. 

Price of finished Wylkedm Coat, 
as illustrated ... 6^ gns. 

May be obtained front leading costume 
houses throughout U.K. ready-made or 
to ordrr. Write to Alkx. WtLKlii for 
book of styles and patterns: when 
sending same he will advise you of tho 
dialer nearest your door who stocks 
“ Wylkedln " goods. 

DEALERS throughout the country arc invited 
to write and secure a “ Wylkcdin " agency : 




Z 0 * 




Box of 3 Large Tablets .... 3/- 

Of all Chemists and Stori-s, urn/ from 

, YARDLEY & CO. LTD., 8, New Bond Street, London, W.l 

Pcrfmn.rs and Fine Scab Makers situj 1770. 



55-61 Shandwick PlacesEDINBURGy 




Detachment Cook, "1 ’ear the old (jUEliial 's bin around t\stfnu my ruddkns. What ’aim>knkd, Charlie?’’ 

Charlie, “’E said this Ordnance people would be dki.kiiitkd to ’ear of such a h excellent substitoot for of lkathak!" 


CELESTIAL INNOCENTS. 

Early one morning my servant came 
into my hut and told mo that a China- 
man wished to speak to me. I wont 
out and found one Ah Sin standing by 
the door and looking tho very picture 
of misery. 

“ Why, what on earth ’s wrong, Ah 
Sin ? ” I asked. 

“All Sin welly sick,” replied that 
w T orthy. “ Cly all-eo night.” 

“I ’in sorry to hear that,” I began. 

“Dam Li him number one big 
luflian,” he went on. “ Me no speakoo 
Dam Li never no more.” 

“ What has Dam Li been doing ? ” I 
asked. 

“ Him one big thief man,” announced 
Ah Sin, vindictively champing his 
chewing gum. “ Him stealum my 
tlousers.” 

“ But you ’ve got them on,” I said. 

“These laiion tlousers,” replied Ah 
Sin pityingly. “ Him stealum number 
one top-side tlousers.” 

“ Do you mean the khaki ones I gave 
you for catching those rats for me? ” I 
asked. 

“ All-eo welly same,” agreed Ah Sin. 
“Him coolie thiefman,” he added, to 


show the depths to which Dam Li had 
fallen. 

“It certainly does seem rather shabby 
of him,” I admitted. “ Have you asked 
him to givo thorn hack again? ” 

Ah Sin looked at me reproachfully. 

“Ah Sin not beggar man,” ho told 
mo. Then, after a pause, he took pity 
on my confusion and continued. “ But 
sposo you tellum Dam Li thiofumn go 
to hell, him too muchoe flighteu’. Give 
um hack plenty too quick.” 

“ Very well, I ’ll try it,” 1 said doubt- 
fully, and All Sin retired with a broad 
smile and a profusion of thanks. 

I had hardly got hack into my hut 
wdien Dam Li was announced. 

“Dam Li welly sick,” he began: 
“ cly all-eo night.” 

“ I ’in glad to know T you 're ashamed 
of yourself,” I said severely. 

Dam Li gave me a look of tho most 
injured innocence. 

“ Mo no shamed,” lie said ; “ me 
sick.” 

“ If you’re not ashamed you ought 
to be,” 1 told him. “ What are you 
sick about ? ” 

“All Sin number one big lullian,” he 
answered. “ Plenty too much thief- 
man. Stealum my beauty tin hat.” 


“But ho told me you had stolon his 
trousers,” 1 gasped. 

“ Ah Sin plenty too much dam liar,” 
said Dam Li scathingly. “ First him 
stealum my beauty tin heat, then mo 
fctcheo tlousers.” 

Put thus it seemed a just retribution, 
bub I thought 1 would still have a try 
to bring about a reconciliation. 

“ Well, w hy don’t you exchange back 
again ? ” ^suggested. 

“ Mo wantee tlousers,” said Dam Li, 
shaking bis bead. 

“An’ me wanloo tin bat,” said a 
voice behind me — Ah Sin’s. 

1 began to see daylight. 

“ And 1 suppose you think 1 ’m going 
to givo them to you, you old repro- 
bates,” T said, bursting into laughter. 

“ Hon’lahle ollicer plenty good man,” 
said the two together. 

A Light Diet. 

I “til (lie food Motion is explained bow to 
; make air-holes in cheese, and other problems 
I of nourishment.” — Daily Chronicle. 

; “ A Young ( firl should like to make acquaint- 

anec of a serious and fine gentleman, English 
! or American. Answer to Dora, this olliee.” 
j Jiuenos Aires Standard. 

■ So D.O.R.A. has a human side after all. j 
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beneath the roof-trco of the little girl- 

THE BIRTHDAY; niece’s home. Several times when she COUNTING YOUR CHICKENS. 

On, Father r. Uncle. should in moro politeness to her host Ethel having declared that we have 

I am blessed with a little “girhnioco ” have laughed aloud tho little girl-niece ton chickons, and I holding out for 
who, when sho was a very little girl- was silent. Once when she caught twelve, wo had a really exciting time 
niece indeed, spent somo happy years from behind its protective inncc-ncz last night about sunset trying to settlo 
at a school kept by a lady who was that host’s astonished oyo sho asked the matter. In tho middlo of tho grass 
then very old and seemed, forgotten by what “ they ” were laughing about. Of I plot (known at tea-timo as the lawn) 
Death, to be the last survivor of somo if 1 had fallen into orror with | the mother-hen had persuaded her pro- 

fragrant older and moro gracious world, regard to the chocolates tho failure of jgeny to rest beneath her wings; and I 
There one day in grammar lesson, the the entertainment might have been {am now convinced that it would be 
class, reading “examples” aloud, de- explained, hut for them I had nogo - ' much easier to build a fresh coop over 
claimed the sentence, “Daphne is a tiated beforehand, presenting them with j the family after dark than to attempt 
good and kind little girl with soft brown the flourish they deserved to the little j to hustle them into their proper quar- 
hair,” and at that all the small hoys j girl-niece, who thanked mo “ polite- ' ters as we did. Wo managed to got tho 
and girls tin ned as one upon the little fully,” as her family phrases it, and ; hen inside, and immediately innumer- 
girl-nicco, whoso name chances to bo when the play was over carried them ! able flying spots of yellow distributed 
Daphne, and expressed in various ways home absently under her arm with tlioir | themselves actively over the garden. 

conviction that in this sentence brown and shining rows still drawn up You stand by the box and shoo 

in close order. them in,” said Ethel, “and I’ll goto 

As wo stood upon tho doorstep of the end of the arden and shoo them 
her home waiting for the feet of those • towards you.” 

“ .Right-o,” I said ; ‘shoo 

f «:• 


their 

tho person who composes grammar 
books had for once indited sense and 


that; 


truth. This by way of prologue, 
you may understand what j 
manner of little girl-niece 
tho little girl-niece is, and 
why tho birthday seemed 
such an extraordinary affair. 

It Was the little girl-niece’s 
birthday, and tho person 
or persons whose business 
it obviously should he to 
arrange for her entertain- 
ment upon such an occasion 
having been called to the 
Continent of Europe upon 
urgent business of the 
Kinu’s, their duties de- 
volved upon me. 

To begin with there was 
lunch. That \ acknowledge 
was a purely spectacular 
affair, the result being entirely dispro- 
portionate to the outlay, mental, phy- 
sical and financial, by which it was 
achieved. Tho little girl-niece, instead 
of seeing how funny it was, which 
surely on her birthday was nothing 
more than her duty, chose to regard it 
from the point of view of" the weary 
war-worker trying to obtain a cheap 
and nourishing mid-dav meal and 
made it tragic. By that time the little 
girl-niece had apologised for wearing 
horsecond-bosteoatand skirt- “tight y ” 
in tho clergyman’s wife’s category 'of 
“highly, tiglity and scrub” on' the 
grounds that “ highty ” had not seemed 
worth while. From all this you can 
see how strangely she was behaving. 

Then there was tho matinee. The 
seats w ere excellent.. None of that un- 



! The first minute was a 
| huge success. With spaci- 
ous and impressive sweeps 
| of my arms I. directed several 
'apparently intoxicated mor- 
sels homo to bed, while the 
| lion clucked prodigiously her 
{approval of the show. 

“Here they come, the 
; little darlings,” said Ethel. 

1 “And there they go, tho 
little beasts,” said I, as four 
; of them sprinted between 
my legs and disappeared. 

| “Try that big push again,” 
i 1 said. 


Tommy (c.ras/w rated of the lavish rare bestowed by barber on favomife 
customer). “Li'mmh, if wk'd t\kk.n as long cons' oven thk top as 
von no, sonny, thk bloomin' 'Ilnh would be in Picca hilly hy now.” j . . « 

— - - A procession ol llully balls 

who let you in, the little girl-niece : scurried 
spoke correctnesses 


from an unmoved 

heart. 

“ It lias been awfully nice . . . tl 
you very much . . .” hut for all nor | 
gentle breeding sho was not able to! 
carry the matter through as she should j 
have - she did no! look at the person { 
to whom she was speaking. Tho door 
was open now and on the dark hall 
table lay the afternoon letters. Un- 
mannerly did t he little girl niece pounce. 
For her t here was only a field postcard, j 
and mostly crossed out at that ; surely 
a very sh lit. insignificant thing from 
the point f view of a little girl-niece 
with a birthday. Sho looked at it, then j 
at. me, then cast herseli, iield-'und and 
all about my neck. 

Hasn’t it been a perfectly yoiyrous 


ound and round the lawn, 
followed by Ethel. In duo course they 
j came my way, and, taking my cue, 1 
umk I pocketed each ball accurately. Ethel 
gave a sigh of relief. 

“That's the lot,” she exclaimed. 
“One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, 

eight Hullo, whafc ’s that ? ” 

“ A chicken,” I hazarded, turning 
round. “One moment while I remove 
my coat; this is some job. There — 


natiu ally long-hacked and laigc-headed afternoon/ she said. “ I can’t re? in cm 
race of persons who inhabit, theatres 
where successful plays aro running 
obstructed the view, not one actor or 
actress mumbled, and tho comedy it- 
self was a bubble blown bv a dram- 


ber when I’ve enjoyed a birthday so 
much.” 

A Dark Horse. 

Pony, very fast, never been trotted, would 

olour; 


>vao ti i ulilsliiu ii y a uiillll- i • » * . ■ - — 

atist whose phrases are a part of that | Ta h«m£ ;“fSl 7 price £45 
peculiar language of intimacy spoken | ’ T1ic 


'behind the radish.” 

“Two,” sho said. In another second 
there were lour — I can’t think why. 

“ Now let ’s see how many are inside.” 
She counted live ; I prodded tho lien 
ant 1 found two more. 

“That makes eleven,” J said. “ Seven 
in and four out.” 

A half-hour of tho best hunting 
followed. 

“Now lot’s count again to make 
sure,” said Ethel. 

Wo bent ovor the coop; the lieu 
winked at mo deliberately and gave an 
irritating chuckle. 

“ There ’s oight,” said Ethel. 

“ 1 make it ton,” I said. “ There f s 
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ii tiny ono under her eastern wing that 
you couldn’t see.” 

“ You ’ vc counted t wo of tliem twice,” 
said 

“ Look ! ” L exclaimed. “ What ’s 
that under the cabbage ? ” 

“That makes nine,” said Ethel grimly. 

‘•When we’ve caught it,” I agreed 
morosely. “ Sit on the coop while I 
wheedle the latest ono homeward, or 
wo shall have the lot out again. I 
believe that lion is laughing at us.” 

After live minutes’ exertion I had 
the belated one in hand, and deposited 
it safely with the remainder of the 
brood, hearing as L did so a distinctly 
derisive noiso in the hen’s throat. 

“ I make it ten,” said Ethel. “ You 
count, will you ? They won’t keep still.” 

I counted up to twelve, and received 
only sarcasm for my pains. Bo we 
gave it up and started for the house 
and cooling r l rinks. 

Ethel says wo have ten chickens ; 1 
prefer to think that wo have twelve; 
the probability is therefore that we 
possess eleven. A Third Party, with a 
gift for the higher mathematics, gave it 
as his opinion that we have seventeen 
and a few odd bits. I have always sus- 
pected that the higher mathomatics is 
-or are — no use at all. 

A Sweet Memory : “ Think of sugar 
and a lump comes in ypur throat.” 


A PH I SON EH Ob 1 PEACE. 

■ Last leave, at Brighton, all was going 

well I 

| When, in a Hash, this stroke of fate] 
j befell : - . | 

jin a pfdissior’s (where to-day none; 

1 eat i 

Of sugary things) the soul of all tilings I 
I sweet j 

Was suddenly before me : I had seen j 
j You, sipping chocolate and saccharin, 

■ Liko Juno seated mid a crowd of Janes, 1 
Or liko .... hut no, my stumbling : 

j fancy feigns 

But ineffectual similes, and none 

Half good enough; but when, yoi ■! 
luncheon done, 

You rose and rose until before me stood i 
Full seventy inches of fair womanhood. 
E'en my imagination whispered mo:- 
“ Like Aphrodite rising from the seal " j 
Your face was tinted as those murex | 
shells 

Whose snowy pink-flushed labyrinth of 
cells 

Bccius wrought of rose-leaves and ilioj 
white sea-foam ; j 

And, as hut new-come from tlu ; ri 
cavcrned homo, j 

Your wide eyes had the green blue of j 
! the wave*, I 

I Your lingers seemed pale coral of the i 
| caves. ' 

j What sea-born Quoen of Love, me- • 
thought, is this ’? 


Or what forsaken merman mourns our 
bliss? 

A moment so you towered above my 
seat, 

Then passed (whether on Jinny tail or 
foot 

1 was too ’mazed to see) ; I only know 
My captured, fated heart had lied with 
you. 

But then 1 thought (on going over it) : 
Fair A pi i rod i to wore no khaki kit, 

Nor mermaid (also it occurred to me) 
The envied emblem, W.A.A.C. 

(Or are they A.S.O.’s who swing and 
stride 

With little turned hack caps and curls 
each side ?) ; 

Was she a “ Wren ” ? But no, i think 
1 'vo heard 

They are a navy-hluish kind of bird. 
Well, anyway, “ Wien,” “ Wane," or 
“ A.S.O.,” 

Fateful you passed, and it ’s a case 
with me ; 

And round you still in rapt attendance 
dance 

My exile thoughts and fancies hero in 
Prance. 

“ l\S. Bur . a k with Bolsheviks. 

Washington, Thursday. --From despatches 
received yesterday, it appeals that the Amer- 
ican Consul has several relations with the 
Bolsheviks. ’ M< uinJws er Ki enimj AWrv. 

But very properly he did not allow 
family ties to interfere with duty. , 
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THE Q-BOAT. 

She’s the plaything of llio Navy, sho ’s the nightmare of 


She’s tho rock whore none should bo 
In tho Adriatic Soa, 


tho Hun, 

Sho’s tho wonder and tho terror of tho seas, 

Sho ’s a sii])or censored secret that eludes the prying sun 
And the unoilicial wireless of the breeze; 

She can come and go unseen 
By tho foredoomed submarine ; 

She’s tho Mystery-Ship, tho Q-Boat, if you please. 

Sho can weave a web of magic for tho unsuspecting foe, 
She can scent tho breath of Kultur leagues away, 

Sho can hear a U-Boat thinking in Atlantic depths below 
And disintegrate) it with a Martian ray; 

She can feel her way by night 
Through the minefield of tho Bight ; 

She has all the tricks of science, grave and gay. 

I’n the twinkle of a searchlight she can suffer a sea-change 
From a collier to a Shamrock under sail, 

Eroin a llyper-super-Dreadnought, old Leviathan at range, 
To a lightship or a whaler or a whale ; 

With some canvas and a spar 
Sho can mock the morning star 
As a haystack or the flotsam of a gale. 

Sho’s the derelict you chartered North of Flores outward- 
bound, 

Sho ’s the iceberg that you sightod coming back, 

She \s the salt-rimed Biscay trawler heeling home to 
Plymouth Sound, 

She ’s the phantom-ship that crossed tho moon-beams’ 
track ; 


She’s tho wisp of fog that haunts the Skagerrack. 

Sho can dive in twenty seconds, she can lie submerged for 
weeks, 

She can burrow in tho shingle or tho sand, 

She can scale tho rocky foreshore, she can thread tho mazy 
creeks, 

Sho can waddle like a Tank along the strand ; 

She can spread a pair of planes, 

If necessity obtains, 

And cruise aloft at watch o’er sea and land. 

Getting the Wind Up. 

“Tho Lady Mayoress lias asked tho Chief Constable to collect a 
number of musical instruments for the. hand of ono of our local 
battalions, which has lost its instruments. Tho wind instruments 
should bo of high pilch or old philharmonic, tho violins should have 
bows, strings, and eases, and tho wind should have bows, strings, and 
cases, and the wind should bo sent to Mr. , at the Chief Con- 

stable’s office.”- - J’rovincial Paper. 

From an Indian Stores Catalogue : — 

“Always Somethino New, The Nora.’ — Black Velvet ltibbon, 
superior quality in shades of Cream, White, Tangeriol, Cold, Sky, 
Pink, Silver, Grey, Mid-Grey, Torquoiso, Cerise, Greens, Mauve, 
Purple, Brown, Nigger, Vieux-Kose, Dark-Vicux-Bosc, Saxo, Natter- 
Blue, Emerald, Sage-Green, Navy. 

Much nicer than the ordinary black black. 


“Tlio ‘Duke of York’ was a man of mystery, lfe was a great, 
tall man, six feet ten inclios, and is still living notwithstanding his 
longevity.”- - Daily Colonist ( Victoria , B.C.). 

But we fear that it will ultimately prove fatal. 
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THE MUD LARKS. 

Not long ago a notice appeared in 
Part II. Orders to the effect that our 
Army had established a Rest Home at 
X whore invalid oflicers might he sent 
for a week’s recuperation. 

Now X is a very pleasant place, con- 
sisting of a crowd of doll’s-house cl i filets 
sot between cool pine-woods and the sea. 

The ehfdets are labelled variously 
41 Villa des Roses,” “ Les llirondelles,” 
“Hans Souci,” and so on, and in the 
summertimes of happier years swarmed 
with comfortable bourgeois, bare legged 
children and Breton nannas; but in 
these stern da>sa board above the gate 
of “ Villa des Roses” announces that 
the Assistant- Director of Agriculture 
may be found within meditating on the 
inustard-and cross crop, while “ Dos 
llirondcilos ” and “ Hans Souci ’’ har- 
bour respectively the Paso Tress Censor 
(whoso tar-brush hovered over this per- 
fectly priceless article) and a platoon 
of tho D.L.O.L.R. R.V.R. (Duchess of 
Loamshiro’s Own Ladies’ Rabbit Rear- 
ing Volunteer Reserve). 

X, as 1 said before, is an exceedingly 
pleasant place; you may lean out of 
the window o’ mornings and watch tho 
1). 1 j.O. I j. R.R. V. R.’s Sergeant - M a joress 
putting her platoon through Swedish 
monkey motions, and in tho afternoons 
you can reclino on tho sands and watch 
thorn sporting in the glad sea-waves 
(telescopes protruding from tho upper 
windows of “ Villadcs Roses ” a rid “ Sans 
Souci” suggesting that the A.D.A. and 
the B.P.C. are similarly employed). 

The betweon-whiles may he spent 
lapping lip o/ono from the sea, resin 
from tho pino-woods, and champagne 
cocktails which Mario-Louise mixes 
so cunningly in the little cafe round 
the corner ; and what with one thing 
and another the invalid olliccr goes pig- 
jumping hack to tho lino lit to mince 
wholo brigades of Huns with his hare 
tooth. 

X, you 'will understand, is a very 
admirable institution, and when we 
hoard about this Rest .Home wo were 
all for it and tried to cultivate fur on 
the tongue, capped hocks and cerebral 
meningitis; hut tho Skipper hardened 
his heart against "us and there was 
nothing doing. 

Then one morning MacTavish came 
over all dithery-like in the line-, fell 
up against a post, smashed his wrist 
watch and would have brained himself 
had that been possible. 

Ho picked himself up, apologised 
for making a fool of himself before 
the horses, patched his scalp with 
plaster from his respirator, borrowed 
my reserve watch “Pretty Polly,” and 
carried on. 


14 Pretty Polly ” can do two laps to 
any other watch’s one without turning 
a hair-spring. Externally sho looks 
very much like any other mechanical 
pup tho Ordnance sells you for eleven 
francs net ; her secret lies in her spring, 
which, L imagine, must havo been in- 
tended for “ Rig Ben,” but sprang into 
tho wrong chassis by mistake. 

At all events as soon as it is wound 
up it lashes out loft and right with 
such violence that tho whole machine 
leaps with the shock of its internal 
strife and hops about on the table after 
the manner of a Mexican dancing bean, 
clucking like an ostrich that has laid 
twins. 

it will In gathered that my “ Pretty 
Polly” is not Ihe ultimate syllable in 
tho way of accuracy, hut as MacTavish 
seemed to want her and had been kind 
to me in tho way of polo-sticks, 1 
handed her over without a murmur. 

The same afternoon MacTavish came 
over difhery again, dived into a heap of 
bricks and knocked himself out for the 
full count. 

We put him to bed and signalled tho 
Vet. The Vet reported that MacTavish’s 
temperature was well above par and 
booming. He went on to stato that 
MacTavish was suffering from IMJ.D. 
(which is Spanish for “flu”) and that 
he probably wouldn’t weather the night. 

The Skipper promptly ’phoned O.C. 
Burials, inviting him to dine next even- 
ing, and Albert Edward wired his tailor, 
asking what was being worn in .head- 
stones. 

William, our Mess President, took 
up a position by the sick man’s side in 
hopes he would regain consciousness 
for long enough to settle his mess-bill, 
and the rest of us spent tho evening 
recalling memories of poor old Mac, 
his many sterling qualities, etc. 

However, next morning a batman 
poked his head into the Mess and said 
could Mr. MacTavish havo a little 
whisky, please, he was fancying it, and 
i anyway you couldn’t force none of that 
thoio grool down him not if you was 
to use a, drenching hit. 

At noon the batman w as hack to say 
that Mr. MacTavish was fancying a 
cigarette now, also a loan of the gramo- 
phone and a fow r cheerful records. 

The Skipper promptly ’phoned post- 
poning O.C Burials, and Albert Edward 
w ired his tailor, changing his order to 
that of a canary waistcoat. 

Thai, evening MacTavish tottered 
into the Mess and managed to surround 
i a little soup, a brace of cutlets and a 
bottle of white wine without coming 
over dithery again. 

t But for all that he was not looking 
his best ; he weaved in his walk, his 
[eye was dull, his nose hot, his ear cold 


and drooping, and the Skipper, gazing 
upon him, remembered the passage in 
Part II. Orders and straightway sat 
down and applied that MacTavish ho 
sent to X at once, adding such a graphic 
pen -picture of tho invalid (most of it 
copied from a testimonial to some- 
body’s back ache pills) as to reduce us 
to tears and send MacTavish hack to 
his bed badly shaken to hear how ill 
he'd been. 

The Skipper despatched his pen-pic- 
ture to IJ.Q. and forgot all about it, 
and so did U.Q. apparently, for w'e 
hoard nothing further, and in due 
course forgot all about it ourselves, and 
in Hio meanwhile MacTavish got hack 
into form, and MacTavish in form is 
no shrinking lily he it; said. 

He has a figure which tests every 
stitch in his Sam Browne, a bright 
blue eye and a complexion which an 
external application of mixed w'eather 
and an internal application of tawny 
port has painted the hue of the beetroot. 

Then suddenly, like a bomb from the 
blue, an ambulance panted up to the 
door and presented a II.Q. chib to the 
effect that the body of MacTavish be 
delivered to it at once to hear off to X. 

The Skipper at the time was out hack- 
ing and Albeit Ed w' aid was in charge ; 
ho sent an orderly Hying to MacTavish, 
who rolled in from his tent singing 
“My Friend John” at tho top of his 
voice and looking more like an over-fed 
beetroot than ever. 

“ Dash it all, 1 don’t want to go 
to their confounded mortuary,” he 
shouted; “never felt fitter in my life. 

I can't go ; 1 won’t go! ” 

“ You ’ll have to, ’’said Albert; .Edward ; 
“ can’t lot tho Skipper down after that 
pen-picture he wrote; the Staff would 
never beliovo another word lie said. 
No, MacTavish, my son, you ’ll .have 
to play the game and go.” 

“ But, you ass, look at him,” w r ailed 
the Babe; “look at his ruddy, ruby, 
tomato-ketchup, plum-and-applc com- 
plexion. What are you going to do 
about, that ? ” 

“ I ’ll scttlo his complexion,” replied 
Albert Edward grimly ; “ tell his man 
to toss his toothbrush into the meat- 
waggon ; and you, Mac, conic w r ith me.” 

Ho led the violently protesting Mac- 
Tavish into the kitchen. The cook 
tells me Albert Edward pounded two 
handfuls of Hour into MacTavish’s 
complexion and filled his eye-sockets 
up with coal-dust, and I quite believe 
the cook, for in live minutes’ time 1 
came on Albert Edward dragging what 
1 at first took to be tho body of a dead 
Pierrot down tho passage towards the 
waiting ambulance, at tho same time 
exhorting it to play the game and 
wobble for the Skipper’s sake. 
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Tlio wretched MacTavisli, choking 
with flour and blinded with coal-dust, 
wobbled like a Clydesdale with the 
staggers. 

1 saw a scared li.A.M.C. orderly 
hound out of the car and assist Albert 
Edward to hoist MacTavisli aboard, 
trip him up and pin him down on a 
stretcher. Then the ambulance coughed 
swiftly out of sight. 

The allotted week passed but no 
MacTavisli came bounding back to 
us like a giant refreshed with great 
draughts of resin, and we grew anxi- 
ous ; which anxiety did not abate when, 
in reply to the Skipper’s inquiries, the 
Rest Home authorities wired denying 
all knowledge of him. 

Goodness knows what we should 
have done if a letter from MacTavisli 
.himself had not arrived next morning, 
to say that he had lain on his back in 
tho ambulance digging coal-dust out of 
his eyes and coughing up flour till the 
ear stopped, not, to his surprise, at tho 
Rest Homo, but at a Casualty Clearing 
Station. 

Some snuffling li.A.M.C. orderlies 
boro him tenderly to a tent and a 
doctor entered, also snuffling. Mac- 
Tavish is of the opinion that the whole 
of tho medical stall’ had P.U.O., and 
the doctor was the sickest of the lot 
and far from reliable. 

At all events, on seeing MacTavish’s 
face, ho ejaculated a bronchial “Good 
hord !’’ and tearing MacTavish’s tunic 
open, stuck atrumpet against histummy 
and listened for the ticks. 

Apparently ho heard something sen- 
sational, for ho wheezed another “Good 
Lord !” and decorated MacTavisli with 
a scarlet label. 

Within an hour our hero found him- 
self on board a lied Cross train cn 
route for the coast. 

There were a lot of cheerful wounded 
on the bus, getting all tho soup and 
jelly they wanted : hut MacTavisli got 
only lukewarm milk and precious little 
of that. From scraps of hushed con- 
versation ho caught here and there ho 
gathered that his life hung by a thread. 

Ho was feeling very bewildered and 
depressed, lie said, hut, remembering 
his duty to the Skipper, played tho 
game and kept body and soul together 
on drips of jolly surreptitiously begged 
from the cheerful wounded. 

Next morning he found himself in 
hospital in England, where he still re- 
mains. He says he has been promoted 
from warm milk to cold slops, hut is still 
liable to die at any moment, ho under- 
stands. 

Ho has discovered that he was sent 
home with “ galloping heart disease,” 
but nobody in the hospital can get even 
a trot out of it, and boards of learned 


lof) 
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“Well, yus. Ykh see ’e’s never ihn in camps where things is ’andy. They’ve 

ALWAYS SENT *1M TO DESERTS WHERE NOTHINK AIN’T ’ANDY.” 


physicians sit on him all day long, their 
trumpets planted on his tummy listen- 
ing for the ticks. 

MacTavisli says lie thinks it impro- 
bable that they ever will hear any ticks 
now, for tho excellent reason that ho 
throw tho cause thereof — my “ Pretty 
Polly," to wit— out of the window the 
day he arrived. 

In a postscript he adds that he con- 
siders he has played tho game far 
enough, and that if the Skipper doesn’t 
come and bail him out soon ho ’ll bite 
tho learned physicians, kiss the nurses, 
sing “My Friend John" and disgrace 
tho Regiment for ever. Pat lander. 

An Early Start. 

“Havelock Wilson . . , is GO years old. . . 
Havelock Wilson has been fighting all his life, 
ever sinco ho jumped out of his bedroom win- 
dow in 1858 to run away to sea.” 

Mr. Alexander M. Thompsonin “ Daily Mail” 


The Clothes Shortage. 

“Will any ladv with boy’s left -off overcoats 
s*‘l I mother large family bo\s, age, ranging 
7 to 11?” The Lady. 

Sho would lie expected, we presume, to 
throw in tho overcoats. 

“In Aberdeen there has been a reduction ill 
the price of eggs from 8J. to lOd. a dozen.” 

Scottish Taper. 

And yet there are people who still 
doubt the Scots sense of humour. 

Second thoughts on “God Save tho 
King”:— 

“ It may not be a first-rate tune ; the lines 
so rhythimieal as they might he, lines so 
rhythmical as they might be .” — Local Taper. 

Notico outside provincial music-hall; 
“Conic in your thousands. This Hall holds 
five hundred.” 

And tho remainder will probably bo 
[ just as happy outside. 
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IMITATIVE EVOLUTION ON THE MUNITION-WORKER’S ALLOTMENT. 


THE Oil ASK OK TIIK STUNT. 

[_“ Stunt/- limit oi*s arc sonu what prom; to ride* 

past their proper quarry in order to be in ab 

tho death of a red liorring .” — Sunday I'aj'cr. ] 

Said the Stunt unto tho Herring: “I 

* uni blown ; 

1 can hear the wild-oyed huntsman 
drawing 110111’; 

L have not your elasticity of hone ; 

do and leave me, 1 will slay and 
perish here.” 

Said the Herring: “ If you’ve lost 
\ our silly nerve 

You can creep) into that mare’s-nest 
up along, 

Hut ( thank the dreat Chimera whom 
1 servo 

That 1 ’m personally going very 
strong.” 

So the huntsman, splashed with ink 
unto tho eyes, 

Caught a whiff of an aroma that he 
knew, 

And ho blundered through a thicket of 
surmise, 

And I10 made tho welkin ring with 
his halloo. 

In a frenzy of destruction past he 
spurred, 

And the Stunt, ouiorging ashen from 
the nest, 


Tottered East so my communicant 
inferred), 

Whilst the Herrin in a hiemorrlmge 
went West. 

THE DISSEMBLER. 

“Auoust always was an unlucky 
month with me,” said Jimmy, extract- 
ing a cigarette and lighting it, though 
not wit hout dilliculty, for the lingers of 
his left hand are still of little use to him. | 

“ What ’s happened now ? ” I asked. 

“Don’t you know that wo’vc run 
out of marmalade ? ” 

“ Js that all ? ” 

“ All ! * Isn’t it enough ? But as a 
fact it’s not all. There's as bad, if 
not worse, to follow'. I am passed for 
General Service.” 

“ You ’re not,” I cried. “ What about 
your arm ? ’’ 

“I exploited it all I could, but it’s 
not considered sullicieut excuse to keep 
me at home.” 

“ Surely there’s some mistake,” I said, 

“ Not a bit of it. I *m for G.S., that *s 
certain. As certain as that wo’ve no 
more marmalade. There Ti be a third 
misfortune before. the day’s out, you 
mark my words. The boile^ will burst 
and there ’ll be no moro baths, or some- 
thing frightful like that.” 


“ Well, it boats me how you’ve been 
passed lit,” 1 said. “ But 1 confess that 
your tono shocks me, Jimmy. I don’t 
think you can have read my poem 
beginning 

4 Sous of Britain, now awake, 

From tho swor.,1 the scabbard take.’ ” 

“ I have,” said Jimmy, “ and I should 
have thought it was tho third mis- 
fortune, only I read it yesterday. Still, 
wo ’d better carry on, 1 suppose. Let ’s 
go to some low place of amusement this 
evening.” ... 

That was a week ago. To-day I met 
an ancient medical man who sits on 
Boards and sttch. 

“ Did you have one Jimmy Bray, a 
Captain in the Wopshires, before you 
lately ? ” I asked. 

“With a badly smashed-up arm?” 
lie didn’t put it quite like that; he 
used several mysterious words like 
“sutured” and “ atrophied ” ; but that 
was the general idea. 

“That’s the man,” I said. “How 
the deuce was it you passed him G.S. ? ” 

“It’s very irregular in you to ask 
me about it,” said he. “ But as a matter 
of fact he seemed so awfully keen to 
get back that we hadn’t tho heart to 
refuse him.” 

I ’m afraid Jimmy must have got a 
touch of camouflage this hot weather. 
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AY/ASH all your dainty fabrics — your 
bright chintz or pretty muslin with 
Lux, the unique washing preparation which 
keeps all delicate fabrics dainty and fresh, 
all colours bright. It is a real pleasure to 
wash them in the creamy Lux lather. 

Lux expresses cleanliness in its most delight- 
ful form. Lux whisks into a lather which 
coaxes rather than forces the dirt from 
the clothes. 
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PACKETS (tWO SIZES) 
MAY BE OBTAINED 
EVERYWHERE. 


Urn 




LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED. PORT SUNLIGHT. 


Tjx lW-34a 
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POOLING INSURANCE Fop Selected Risks 

Non.Mutual except in respect of Profit*, which are distributed 
Annually amongst the Policy-Holders. 

Under this Soheme are given— 

“The Pool Comprehensive Family Policy” 

at 4/8 per cent. Covering amongst other risks Fire, Burglary and War* 

“The Pool Comprehensive Shopkeepers’ Policy” 

Which similarly covers all risks to the shopkeeper at rates according to trade, but always 
lower than obtainable elsewhere. 

POLICY 
PREMIUM 
RENEWAL 

The LICENSES & GENERAL INSURANCE Co. Ltd. 

24, MOORGATE STREET, LONDON, E*C. 2 


The Pen that 
[will he youti{5, 
when you, 
ourself, 
old. 



FountairiPen 

Y EAR after year, with un- 
diminishing officirncv and 
zeal, Waterman’s Ideal speeds 
and makes pleasant the task of 
the writer. Thus it prows the 
greatest economy and a p 
inanent source of s.tlisf.ulii 
Whatever else goes wrong, \ 
ran rely on your Waterma 
Ideal -the pen" with the smooth 
ml) and the steady even flow. 

Made in three types: Pocket 
Sell Tilling and Safely Types, 
15 /. upwards; Regular, 10/6 
upwards. Specially lecotn- 
mended for Office use. No. 1 1 
(Regular), 21/'. Of Stationers 
and Jewellers evet ) where. 

L. G. SLOAN, Ltd., 

£0e ®cn Corner, 

KINGSWAY. LONDON, W.C. 1. 

And (Q, Shaftesbury Avenue, 
London, W.i. 


One!; 


To obtain really GENUINE 

MALVERN 
TABLE WATERS 

ask for and see that you get 

BURROW'S. 

B URROWS 

MALVERN 
TABLE WATERS 

are the PUREST and SOFTEST obtain- 
able, being bottled direct from the historic 

ST. ANN’S SPRING, MALVERN. 



OFFICERS' 

RAINRROOP 

WAR KIT 



Famous for over 50 
years as 

BRITISH and THE 
BEST OF TABLE 
WATERS. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE. 

If any difficulty in obtaining 
please write to 

W. & J. BURROW. Ltd. 
The Spring*. Malvern, or to 
Advertising Department, 
84, Queen Victoria Street. 
London, E.C.4. 


FREE 

to Future 
OFFICERS 

—a ropy of that ininiatura 
classic, " Straight Tip-.for 
t-ubs.” by Major Trap* 
inann. The number o( 
requests for fr«*" copies 
has ju3t topped 23, OW. 

m Oxford Circus 
LudgateHill 




•E2..W*"* 00 " 0-3030 
fafaKesTomBw* JSSiip** 0 



The Clear Complexion of 
the English Girl 

is the reason for the admi- 
ration of all Colonials. The 
English girl uses Oatinc — 
it keeps face and hands 
clear, soft, and velvety. 

1/1$ and 2/3. Ask for 

USB IT dt PROVE IT 




SEND TO US if you 

want the biggest 


SEND TO US 

if you want to 
sell or ex change. We pay prompt 
cash or make a liberal allowance 
in part payment of other goods.. 
SEND TO US for developing and 
printing. Sparkling Negatives, 
brilliant Prints, and picturesque 
Enlargements are the rule with us 

Everything tint 
on Approval and 
Carriage paid 


bargain obtainable. 
Every week we o 


argai 

.... offer hundreds of 

line instruments at remarkably 
low prices. 

SEND TO US for new list which, 
besides giving particulars of 
* * ’ 'bat 


whole host of bargains in Second- 
hand Cameras and Apparatus, also 
embodies a mass of information 


s,aiso 


for beginners in Photography. 
Post free for 3d. stamps. 


The Camera 

House 


b?3BEiZSB== 


Dept. No. xa. 

84 High 8 treat 

rAl^ONSj SIIEFF1BL0 
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Bath-chairman {with his mind on benefits to come). “Yes, 'm (puff), an’ when 1 went a non’ them (puff) M. ppi.kmln r\nv uw’iONS 
Til K Y SAYS (puff) WE ONLY ALLOWS KXTKY (puff) RATIONS TO PKOl'LE (puff) WOT DOES ’J3AVY WO UK.” 


THE OLD-TIMER. 

*E ain’t bin *ung with medals, like a lot o’ chaps ahalit; 

’E ’s wore a little dingy but ’e isn’t woarin’ aht ; 

’Is ole tin 'at is battered but it isn’t battered in, 

An* if ’e ain’t forgot to grouso ’e ain’t forgot to grin. 

I fancy that ’e ’s aged a bit since fust the War bogun ; 

’E ’s ’ad ’is fill o’ fightin’ an’ ’e ’s ’ad ’is share o’ fun ; 

’Is oyes is kind o’ quiet an’ ’is mouth is sort o’ set, 

But if I didn’t know ’im well I wouldn’t know ’im yet. 

I recolec’ the look of ’im the time o’ the retreat, 

The blood was through ’is toonic an* the skin was orf 'is 
feet ; 

But “Como aboard Urn bus,” says ’o, “or you’ll bo lof 
bo’ind,” 

An* takes me weight upon ’is back — it ’asn’t slip mo mind. 

It might *ave ’appened yesterday, it comes to mo so plain, 
'E ’s dahn an’ up a dozen times, a- reeling through the 
. rain ; . 

It might *ave bin lars’ Saturday I seem to ’ear ’im say : 

“ There 's plenty room a-top, mo lad, an* nothin’ more to 
pay.” 

'E ain’t bin *ung with medals like a blackamoro with 
beads ; 

’E doesn’t figure on the screen a-doin’ darin* deeds ; 

But reckon I ’ll be lucky if 1 gets to Kingdom Come 
Along o* that Contemptible wot wouldn’t loavo a chum.. 


R.A.E. PLUMAGE. 

Letter front, Major Sir Fawcett Gear , II. A. F . ( Deputy 
Director of Mechanical Transport Brake Lininys ), at the 
Mini strip to Messrs. Pro/Jilt , Proffitt and Proffitt , Aero- 
nautical Tailors , Savile ltou\ IV .: — 

Dear Si iw,— W ith reference to my order for five tunics, 
three breeches and six slacks, will you please note that 
these garments are now required to lie in pink georgette 
and no longer in ninon ? 

With regard to the belt on the tunic 1 hear the material 
and colour are shortly to ho changed again, but as it will in 
this case bo possible to “wear out” the existing tunics, 
would you kindly supply three extra belts - one of black 
and- white overcheck, one of green charmeuse with tho lace 
insertions, and the other of white buckskin? 

In this way I shall be able to utilize each pattern as occa- 
sion may necessitate. 

As to tho cap-badge, I have been making inquiries and 
have heard to-day that I shall have to wear a 1/1 00-scale 
kiwi, in full flight, of nickel ; but as nothing has been de- 
cided yet, pleaso hold the cap back until you hoar further 
from me. Yours faithfully, 

Fawcett Gear. 

1\S. — Kindly noto that I need a second bar to my O.B.E. 

“Wanted, Comfortable Home, by elderly gentleman, not invalid, 
in clergyman’**, doctor’^, or Christian family.” — Times. 

On behalf of clergy ir*en and doctors we protest against the 
insinuation of “ or.” 



158 PUNCH. OK THE LONDON CHARI VARJ. [September 4, 1918. 


HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

[The (/human Kaiser, the Crown Prince and 
General von Bern ha udi.) 

The Kaiser. Things are looking blacker and blacker. It 
is most extraordinary that it should bo so, but so it is. Wo 
retreat constantly and aro losing all tho tiino in immense 
numbers. 

The Croum Prince. Ah, hut we don’t let the people know 
that. Tho Censor keeps his eyes open and allows no had 
nows to he published. 

The K. ibid news does got itself known all the same. 
Tho people become anxious and rumours of all kinds fly 
about, and in this condition of mind one can no longer look 
for tho same offorts. 1 tell you frankly 1 don’t at all like 
tho way things are going and I heartily wish wo were well 
out of it. 

The C . P. It’s too late to talk like that. You should 
have thought it out before. 

The K. You whipper-snapper ! It is not for you to talk 
against war. Was it not you who made my life a burden 
by trying to form your own party and to oppose my 
Government? 

77 le (!. V. 1 protest. 

The I\. No protest of yours can alter facts, and the facts 
aro as I have stated them. 

The (J. P. All I admit is that I have sometimes suggested 
a greater and more vigorous display of energy in high 
quarters, but there is no disloyalty in that. 

The K. There aro moro ways than one of being disloyal. 

r l'he C. P. I declare 1 know none of them, and have 
always boon animated by t ho most complete deference to 
my War Lord. 

The K. Well, wo won’t argue that old question out again. 
Things aro too serious for that and there is Bernhardt 
listening to us. 

General von Per nliardi. I thought your Majesty desired 
my presence, but I can go at once if your Majesty wishes it. 

The K. No, no, I was only joking. I did want you to 
ho here, for I wish to ask you if you still adhere to tho 
opinions expressed in your famous book. 

Von Ji. Which hook does your Majesty mean ? 

The K. 01), so you have written more than one famous 
hook, is that it? At any rate J moan tho ono in which 
you speak of war as necessary to a nation, and all that 
sort of nonsense. 

Von B. Certainly I adhere to those opinions, and I had 
tho best reason for behoving that those opinions found 
favour not only in your Majesty’s exalted mind but also in 
that of his lloyal Highness the Crown Prince. 

The C. P. 1 was induced to read some of the stuff, hut T 
didn’t think much of it, as it was mostly composed of 
platitudes about tho benefits that war confers upon a nation. 

Von Ji. Your lloyal Highness is pleased to ho facetious. 
What I have assorted remains absolutely true, only the 
leadership must bo strong and intelligent. Is that so in 
this case? Who can assert that it is? Your llindenburgs 
and your Ludondorffs aro moro jugglers, and aro responsi- 
ble with your royal solves for all tho blood that is being 
uselessly spent. You aro both hated — no, 1 will not stop- 
all over tho civilized world, and that hatred falls heavy on 
tho head of the German people. It would have required 
only a small amount of good will and a little intelligence 
to havo kept America out of the war. But no, you were 
not satisfied until you had added America, with her in- 
exhaustible resources in men, money and munitions, to the 
number of our enomios. That seals our doom in this War, 
unless you and your Chancellor can devise a method of 
obtaining an immediate peace. That will bo a humiliation 


to Germany, and your own arrogance will feel the wound. 
But it is bettor that there should be humiliation than that 
our people should be for ever ruined by the incompetence of 
tho ruling House. 

The K. You have allowed yourself a singular liberty of 
expression ; and now, Gonoral, it is time for you to retire. 

Von B. J obey, your Majesty. [lie leaves the room . 

The K. A very wordy gentleman. He docs not weigh 
bis sentences. 

The (\ P. Still, there may bo something in what ho 
says —at any rate so far as you yourself are concerned. 

The K. You too can leave the room. I alono can deal 
with this situation. 


ITANS DANS AN’ ME. 

[Tans Dans an’ mo was shipmates once an’ shared the wind 
an* weather, 

An* many a job o’ work in them old days wo done together; 
I’ve stood my trick with Hans afloat an’ drunk with him 
ashore, 

But -never no more, llans Dans, my lad, Lord lovo you, 
never no more ! 

JTans Dans an’ mo was shipmates once, w r o couldn’t *clp 
hub be, 

E ’d shoved ’is bloomin’ nose in every ship as sailed tho sea ; 
Eor Ilans’d sign for three puu’ ten when union rates was 
four, 

But — never no more, Hans Dans, my lad, you bet yer, never 
no more ! 

llans Dans an’ mo was shipmates once, an’ if 'o *d fought 
us clean 

Why, shipmates still when war was dono might Hans an’ 
mo ’avo been ; 

Tho truest pals a man can have are them ’o ’s fought before, 
But — never no im re, Hans Dans, my lid, d’ye get me, 
never no more ! 

llans Dans an’ me was shipmates once — but long’s 1 sail 
the sea 

There ’ll bo no foc’s’le big enough to ’old ITans Dans an’ me, 
An’ all the seas an’ all tho years won’t wipe out Hans's 
score 

Nor do away tho dirty work ho ’s done an’ called it war ; 
No, never no more, Hans Dans, my lad, so 'clp me, mver 
no more ! C. If. S. 

The Reunion of the Churches. 

“])r. S. 'I'. Novill, BLliop of Dunedin, attained his eightieth year 
last week.” 

“Dr. S. T. Ncvill, Bishop «.f Dunedin, has received a unanimous 
call to the pastorate of Palmerston North Congregational Church.’* 

New Zealand Taper. 

We congratulate the Bishop. This was worth living for. 

“Wo have among other relics of a bygone ago an individual in 
Court circle* known as 1 The Muster of tho Stag Hounds.* Good lord, 
how long shall we as a nation encluro such efligics ? Tho Stag hounds 
(i L there are any in existence) would bo serving a moro useful purpose 
as venison on a butcher’s counter .” — The Empire [Calcutta), 

But wo fear tho butcher would got into trouble. 

“Tiir Rationing ok* Poultry. 

Hen birds hatched since January 1, 1916, and not rccoiving rations 
under Scheme (A) will bo able to obtain certificates entitling their 
owners to purchase up to au amount per hoad per day (which will be 
less than 4oz. per Any),' 9 — Provincial paper. 

Several correspondents write to inquire if the liens must 
make application in writing, and if they should use their 
own quills. 
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THE FIRST OF SEPTEMBER, 1918. 

“MV Illltl), I TIIINK? 1 ’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

( By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Cdcrlcs.) 

I make free to confess that as far as I am concerned 
Mr. E. Phillips Oppksiieim is. at his best when he is 
loading mo breathless through the capitals of Europe in 
pursuit of some tortuous intrigue, of the Corps demi-diplo - 
matique, I like it all, the diamonds and the champagne, 
the limousines and the Browning automatics, the waiters 
who are chiefs of police, and the countesses who are pick- 
pockets, the international conspiracies and the assassin- 
proof hero who appears at the psychological moment to 
save Europe from another conflagration. But the con- 
flagration has arrived and is with us, and tales of diplo- 
matic intrigue are no longer intriguing. So it is both 
natural and intelligent of Mr. Oppenheim to leave his 
familiar haunts and in The Other Ji am illy (IIodder and 
Stoughton) give us a mystery story which involves no 
other issues than the happiness of the persons concerned. 
As far as construction is concerned the story is not up to 
tho level of his previous work. Possibly becauso more 
realism is necessary for dealing with common people than 
with the nebulous royalties of liction. Tho punctual 
appearance in tho last chapter of everybody who is neces- 
sary to clear the hero just as he is on the point of being 
haled off to jail rather smacks of the cinema. But 
Mr. Oppenheim is never dull and never amateurish, and 
his constant readers will no doubt find tho brothers 
liomilly as good candle-burners as tho scheming denizens 
of Montmartre or tho furtive minions of the Willielmstrasso. 

Verdun Days in Paris (Collins) is not a very appropriate 


title for Miss Marjorie Grant's delightful little book. 
Verdun is here only a background for what is an informing 
account of Paris in times of great stress. There is real 
value in this hook, for apart from the descriptions of work 
among soldiers and refugees it will correct, and indeed 
entirely obliterate, any tendency we may still have to think 
of Paris as wo thought of it in the days before tho War. 
To Parisians our determination to regard it as merely a 
city of pleasure has always boon a source of annoyance, 
and if Miss Grant can ever he furiously angry (which I 
doubt) it is because she believes that the old British idea 
still persists that “ France is a land of feverish gaiety, 
sickly sentimentality, lax morals, endless suppers, and 
dancers of more than Oriental mystery. Jlow complete a 
misunderstanding,” she adds, “of a, nation inexorably 
logical, sternly industrious, abstemious, parsimonious, 
w.th only one real sentimental passion, that of patriotism.” 
Eloquent advocate as she is, Miss Grant has not mentioned 
tho French quality of being able to laugh when tears are 
very near the heart, a quality that asks the finest cour- 
age. You must read Verdun Days in Paris not only for 
its information, but because the author .never misses 
tho humorous side of life, which she presents with a quiet 
and most attractive charm. 

Pacifists, Defeatists, Bolsheviks and others who favour 
a patched-up peace are apt to look on the German colonics 
mainly as counters with which to bargain with tho Hun; 
and to persons of that kidney any evidence bearing on the 
treatment of tho natives by their Gorman masters will be 
hardly welcome. But fortunately these types are few and 
may, it is hoped, bo ignored. Even so the Dark Continent 
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is a subject about which too many Englishmen are in the 
dark, and any book that throws light on it is of value, 
especially when its style is straightforward and its evidence 
unquestionable. This much at least can be said of The 
Prussian Lash in Africa (Holder and Stoughton), in 
which “Afktcanus” briefly describes both tho methods 
and effects of Gorman rule. To many readers the horrors 
may appear exaggerated and so lilthily savage as to ho 
beyond belief in the case of any country that calls itself 
civilized. This would have been my own impression had 
1 not seen something of the results both in peace and war; 
but most men who have taken part in any African cam- 
paign will feel that thoso statements of 41 African us,” so far 
from being overdone, arc almost unduly mild and moderate. 
At first, of course, when wo entered a native village in 
Gorman territory the cry of “ Jumbo , BwanaV' (“ Welcome, 
Master 1”) with which wo woro greeted by the civilian 
natives was regarded merely as a polite pose and incom- 
patible with tho attitude of their Askaris. Hut wo woro 
not long in learning better; and if you want to know why 
the British wore warmly 
welcomed and loyally served 
by tho mass of the popula- 
tion, while tho native troops 
put up such a hitter re- 
sistance*, you need only road 
this well-informed and un- 
pretentious little hook. You 
will also realise how fatal 
it would ho to British pres- 
tige throughout Africa if 
tho colonies were handed 
hack to the Hun. 

Muriel IIine in The Best 
in Life (Lane) is more con- 
cerned with her story than 
her characterisation, as you 
will gather when’ you hoar j 
little Patty , the shop-girl, 
saying to her superior friend, ! 
hoi 1 1 the mannequin (and 1 
heroine), a propos of muni- 
tion work: “Once you’re 
in the Government’s hands 
you become an automatic 
machine. They certainly pour in pennies fast, hut expect 
its equivalent in return.” hurt's notion of the best thing 
in life is to marry a gentleman (her absentee father, so 
her mother had told her, was one, hut he went to the bad 
and turned up in a Baris cafe as a waiter and was killed 
by a bomb just when Tsorl had eomo in from tho ends of 
tho earth to have a cup ol cot fee, so that she recognised 
him by a straw!)-- -no, a tattooed snake on his arm). A 
lucky windfall enables her to go to Venice, where 1 1 io people 
say liuon tfioriio and Subito and Che sard sard!: and to 
Baris, where they say Tims and Mats oui and Merei, non 
and oven Mais que vohIcz-cous / Cost la querre ! No sort 
of scruples in. tho pursuit of her ideal for hocl. Conceal- 
ments and hair-raising ponorsions of tho truth, mitigated 
blackmail, bold advances, coy withdrawals- all those she 
uses to hook her fish, a wealthy Y.O. ; and, having hooked 
him, she uses discreet confessions to land him. I don’t 
share tho author’s evident affection for this artful child of 
nature, but I do like mounded dud}) Dab) Irish, tho mas- 
culine reluctant lover who y ields to her patient American 
millionaire in the end. Money and snobbishness are very 
prominent in this story, which thus establishes actual 
contacts with real life. 


CAMOUFLAGE !)1< 
The .Little Greek, “Daddy, what 
Ihuhljj (proudly). “My child, I v 


It happens that two books dealing with the vexed topic of 
education have arrived on my table simultaneously. Theso 
are The German School as a War Nursery (Melrose), by 
V. II. Friedel, and Political Education at a Public School 
(Collins), by Victor Gollancz and David Somervell. 
Beading these titles you will be prepared to find that, 
apparently at least, tho books contradict one another ; only 
apparently, of course, as it does not in fact at all follow that 
because an educational system has bad results in Germany 
its effect will bo tho same in civilized countries. “ Educa- 
tion,” says Professor Sadler, in his admirable brief intro- 
duction to the English translation of M. Friedel’ s book, 
“is a great power. ff you can canalize it you can use it 
hydraulically for public works.” Substitute for “public 
works ” another aim, military aggrandizement, and this is 
precisely what Germany has been doing with that ugly 
hut momentous force tho Toil tonic educational canal. M. 
Friedel, as Director of the Musee Pedagogiquo of Paris, 
writes with authority ; his book, largely made up of extracts 
from German educational writings published sinco 1914, 

should l)e read by anyone 
■ | interested in a clear exposi- 

~ tion of the methods of poli- 
tical hultur in tho “war 
nurseries.” Tho authors of 
the second book are clearly 
enthusiasts, and as such 
their arguments — and the 
report of their translation 
of these into experiment- - 
are deserving of respect; 
though their clinching proof, 
which consists of quota- 
tions from the super school- 
magazinorcsultingfrom dis- 
infusion of modern ideas, 
failed to stagger mo. 

For those who liko a 
| placid story which never 
i unduly ruffles the emotions 
and where everything ends 
happily — oh, so happily ! — 
The Desired Harm (Mel- 
rose) is the novel to recom- 
mend. But I warn you that 
Leslie Moore (whether Mrs. or Miss I do not know, but cer- 
tainly not Mr.) has written it mainly, 1 think, for tho purpose 
of changing the religion of her heroine. I was ready to lay 
a small wage)* from almost the start that Philippa was 
ultimately to he received into tho Roman Catholic Church. 
Personally I am not altogether in love with religious propa- 
ganda in a novel But if you do not share this fastidious- 
ness the career of Philippa is well enough. Tho author 
has a considcral ' sense of character and knows how to 
construct a novel. Best of all, she shows a real under- 
standing of children. 

Another Impending Apology. 

“ Oro-Aiu (..onlkk'i .—The Special Constables’ Male Voice Choir 
and the choir of tho ILF. Church contributed to the programme, 
which was otherwise attractive /*. — Scotch Paper. 


A LOST OPPORTUNITY. 

America, whoso dentist wore the wreath 
Duo to the man who stoppod tho Kaiser’s teeth, 
Could you not reach the ladder’s highest rung? 
Had you no linguist who could stop his tongue ? 
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il’ARTMKNT, B.C. 

did you do in tui: Tho.ian War?” 

AINTKD THE SCOTS ON THE WOODEN 
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The Kaiser recently told the Reichs- 
tag : “ The autumn is approaching and 
when you then reassemble the complete 
military victory of Germany will not 
only be assured, but will certainly be 
evident to the whole world.” Part of 
this prophecy is coming true. Signs 
of the waning of summer are evident. 

“ The War,” says the Berliner Taqc- 
blatt , 11 stares us in the face and stares 
very hard.” Indeed by some Germans 
it is even said that the War is making 
rude grimaces at them. 


American Army as a private. In- 
fluence again, we suppose. 

The controlled price for vegetable 
marrows is six pounds ten a ton, but 
we understand that special arrange- 
ments have been made for marrows 
which fall a few pounds short of that 

weight. 

A gossip-writer mentions that a few 
days ago he mistook a well-known 
author for Mr. P rap Snowden . . . 
but happily they made it up after- 
wards. 


“A group of Filipinos in American 
khaki,” says the Paris Daily Mail , 
“ enlivened a Tuileries Garden festival 
with an acrobatic display in the trees, 
swinging from branch to branch with 
a more than simian abandon.” There 
is such a thing as carrying fulsome 
flattery too far. ... 

According to scientific authority the 
next glacial epoch will bo in the year 
7‘hSH. Experts however are of the 
opinion that even when it does come 
its (‘fleet on the War will bo hardly 
noticeable. 


“ It is neoossary for our German 
sword to speak,” says the Lokal An - 
zeiqer . Already it is learning to say 
“ Kamorad ” quite distinctly. 


“ Will the scientists bo able to supply I of his grandfather, 
a substitute for tobacco ? ” 
asks the same paper. This 
attempt to ignore the Ger- 
man cigar is pathetic. 


The Germans, according 
to the Associated Press 
correspondent, have prac- 
tically no prepared posi- 
tions behind the Wotan 
lino. We understand, how- 
ever, that rather than dis- 
appoint regular readers of 
Land and Water , Mr. 
Belloc has consented to 
draw the positions they 
would havo had if they 
had had any. 


The reported discovery of a pot of 
strawberry jam in the possession of a 
Devizes man now appears to have 
been based on a misunderstanding. 
The man’s statement was that when a 
hoy he had seen one in the possession 





According to a Copen 
liagen telegram Austria is claiming 
that Russia shall pay her an indemnity. 
Russia, we understand, has replied that 
she is temporarily embarrassed for 
funds, but is willing to allow Austria a 
free hand in the Malay States. 


ADVICE TO AN INSTIU’CTOJi ON ANTI GAS COl USE. 
“When makinu jokes do not expect any appiiopiu at e expression 

FROM THE AUDIENCE.” 


A munition-worker charged witli 
stealing was said to havo over one 
hundred and thirty-eight pounds in his 
pockets. Tt seems that the unfortunate 
fellow was saving up to buy a pound 
of blackberries. ^ * 


OUR VILLAGE. 

Oun baker’s in the Flying Corps, 
Our butcher’s in the Bulls, 

Our ono policeman cares no more 
For running in the roughs, 

But carves a pathway to the stars 
As trooper in the Tenth Hussars. 

The Mayor’s a Dublin 
Fusilier, 

The Clerk s a Royal 
Scot, 

The bellman is a Briga- 
dier 

And something of a 
pot ; 

The barber, though at 
largo, is spurned ; 

The Bluo Boar’s waiter is 
interned. 

The postman, now in 
Egypt, wears 
A medal on his coat, 
The Vet. is breeding Bel- 
gian hares, 

The Vicar keeps a 
I goat ; 

The schoolma’am knits upon her stool ; 
The village idiot gathers wool. 

if every city in the land 
Would similarly act, 

And do its bit and tako a band, 

Berlin would soon be sacked. 


We were not surprised to road of the 
attempt on the life of M. Lenin. For 
a considerable time now we have felt 
that one of these days lie would get 
mixed up in some irritating bother or 
another. v ... 

Owing to the fact that it was their 
busy season it seems that the burglars 
wore unable to conic out in sympathy 
with the London police. 

Seeing a largo body of policemen 
strikers marching through New Bridge 
Street the other day a dear old lady 
threatened to give them in charge. 

A Now York journal states that 
Charlib Chaplin is now serving in the 


A postwoman charged before the 
magistrates admitted that she had 
swallowed a postal order and a cheque. 
It is extremely fortunate that the 
cheque was crossed. 

Charged with being an absentee a 
Stourbridge man expressed great sur- 
prise when told that this country was 
at war. The theory is that he was 
employed in some Government depart- 
ment. * . s 

* * 

Under a new Defence of tho Roalm 
Regulation owners of premises may be 
required to kill rats. An appeal to the 
tribunals will be permitted in all cases 
when it is claimed that they are not 
real rats. 


Come, pledge us now in Bluo Boar beer 
From Belgian hares to Brigadier! 

- W. H. O. 

The Slump in German Values. 

“Half Crown Prince's Army Turned 
Over to General von Bohn.” 

Daily Paper. 

It would bo interesting to know bow 
much tho Half Crown Prince thinks 
the German Sovereign worth ? 


A Modern Pompeii. 

“Owing to tho holiday on Monday, tho 
burgh carts will not make their usual round 
on that day for the removal of ashes, but will 
cover tho whole town on Tuesday.” 

Peeblesshire Advertiser. 

And they talk about “ Peebles for plea- 


vol. cr,v. 
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JAMOUFLAGE. 

Casting an early-morning and dis- 
gruntled eye upon our war-breakfast 
table, I remarked sadly, 14 No jam, no 
jolly, no marmalade.” 

“Also no mulling, and no flowers, by 
request,” said Doris pleasantly. “ On 
the other band you have two kinds of 
margarine, some of last week’s and 
some of this.” 

“ Surely you could manage a little 
honey.” 

“ 1 could manage quite a lot, if wo 
had any. I hit 1 can’t get it. You 
forget that the bees have now been 
controlled. The Apiary Commissioner 
lias commandeered ail the hives, to bo 
set up in aircraft factories as an exam- 
ple. I can’t afford to make marmalade 
with oranges uncontrolled at ;V/. Mo- 
sides, they are going to sell them next 
week without the skins. The skins are 
wantod for high explosives or some- 
thing. As for jam 

“ Well, what about jam ? ” 

“Emit crops a failure ; sugar short ; 
so many moro men in the Arms.” 

“ i ’lease don’t talk like a newspaper,” 
I said plaintively. “ Even if thero arc 
livo million moro men eating jam in 
Franco than thero were last autumn, 
there must bo five million fewer men 
eating jam in this country.” 

“ But thoy eat moro jam in 1 he Army. 
They are hungrier than civilians.” i 
“ Thoy can hardly bo that,” l said, j 
“ Of course 1 don’t grudge them a 
single pot that they eat, but in Flanders 
1 believe they use the host strawberry 
for dubbin. Why is there no jam ? I j 

ask you as man to jam ” 

“ You can’t make it without fruit.” 

“ Pardon mo, you can make if out 
of turnips and a little ginger. Have! 
the swedes boon a failure ? ” | 

“ Thoy are still noutral, if that is I 
what you mean. As for ginger, you 
forget that the (linger Conti oiler lias 
taken up all available supplies. The 
Government needs it.” 

“It does indeed. But isn't there 
anything you can do? Surely your 
former Highland servant’s old aunt in 
St. Kilda could lend you one pot of 
gooseberry to tide us over the winter.” 

“Silly,” said Doris. “You’ve no ; 
memory to-day. All the gooseberry- \ 
bushes on St. Kilda were taken over by ! 
the Afforestation Board this summer, i 
The Coal-mines Maintenance Commis- 1 
sioner is to get them for pit props.” 

“ How thorough of him ! ” 

“Yes,” said Doris. “Ellen Mucarthur 
told meat the canteen yesterday that \ 
her brother, who is 29 and Grade 1, | 
but not really very strong, expects to 1 
got a job as a Timber Commissioner^ 
for the Outer Hebrides.” I 


Nonsense!- -1 should say ‘Hoots 
and havers ! ' There are no trees in the 
Outer Hebrides.” 

“ Not very many, perhaps,” Doris 
agreed. “But I expect there is an 
Outer Hebrides Chief Commissioner 
for Timber, with so much a year, and 
six Assistant Commissioners with so 
much a year, and twelve Sub- Assistant 
Commissioners, and I don’t know how' 
many inspectors. They will probably 
stay in Oban during the summer and 
ha\e quite a decent time. You see, 
the less timber there is in a place the 
more men are needed to take thorough 
good care of if and see that it isn’t 
used by civilians for toothpicks.” 

“ Quito so. But is there imthhuj 
sweet in the house ? ” 

“ Ah. well,” said Doris coyly, “you 
used to say . . . but no matter . . . 
Try a little mustard on your second 
inch of toast.” 

She pushed a largo silver mustard- 
pot towards me. I opened the lid 
apathetically. Then i grasped the 
nearest spoon. The pot was nearly 
full of strawberry jam. 

“ I looray ! ” I cried. “ More camou- 
flage. No v hit or would ever guess 
what was in that pot.” 

Doris swiftly removed] the treasure 
unta sled. 

“ 1 was afraid, oven after your solomn j 
prumhe, tlr.it. you couldn’t get through 
breakfast without, that W'orld- weary 
word. But if you don’t camouflage 
an\ thing in my hearing for twenty- 
four hours 1 promise you a whole tea- 
spoonful to-morrow morning.” 

“Good,”] said, “dam to-morrow. 
Any cheese on the dinner horizon ? ” 

“ Well, the grocer hoped yesterday I 
that he would he able to oblige mo 
to-day with half-a-pound of a new sort 
of chee-.e, Gorgonmargo.” 

“1 know,” 1 said. “Breadcrumbs, 
rancid waggon-grease and a pinch of j 
salt. Well. well. More cam ” 1 

pulled up ju.st in time. 

But l know I shall never keep off 
the fatal word for twenty -four Is ours 
on end. The strain will he too great. 
No w ar jam is worth it. 

“ FuiMsiir.n HorsK Wami.u. f >r six 
months or :i \oar ; good tenant ; House must 
be dctadieil. and elose to Irani, without being 
uetualh on tram line.” Dublin Paper. 

The police are so touch) nowadays. 

'* Two and one half percent, boor is all right, 
according to Aid. — ■ — , who stated that 
he had recently had a drink of it to test it. 
If the bei r had been intoxicating ho would 
certainly and \tsro u\v eating . . . .” 

Canadian Payer. 

Despite the worthy Alderman’s asser- 
tion we have an uneasy feeling that it 
was intoxicating after all. 


VALEDICTORY: TO A V.A.D. 

Take off, my nurse, the band of blue 
Y r ou sewed upon my sleeve ; 

Repaired and patched as good as new 
I make this last request of you 
And then I take my leave. 

Bathetic fancies may not grace 
My littlo vacant bed ; 

There comes another lucky case 
To bless his “ hlightv ” in my place, 

Your patient in my stead. 

While willy-nilly I must go 
A-hunting of the Hun, 

You ’ll carry on — which now 4 I know 
(Although 1 ’ve helped to rag you so) 
Means groat work greatly done. 

And if, when you Te fed up some day, 

As even you must be, 

When tumblers tumble from tbe tray, 
When Sister has too much to say 
(She may have, even she) ; 

When on < he quilts you ’ve made so neat 
Some silly asses sprawl ; 

When weights are on your weary feet, 
The dinner-trolley has you heat 
And nothing ’s right at all ; 

Then, if an unseen crutch you hear 
Como tapping lightly up, 

And if, by means that don’t appear, 

That trolley should ho taught to steer 
And caught that falling cup ; 

If somehow pillows arc put straight 
Or wrinkly quilts are smoothed ; 

If something shares the teapot’s weight 
Or rolls a bandage when you Yo late, 

Or Sister’s strangely soothed, — 

Be well assured that one you knew' 
(Though wdiieh you may not guo-*s), 
Who came and went as hundreds do, 

Has sent a wish to wait on you 
In friendly thankfulness. 

An Untimely Eviction. 

“At thu meeting to-day of the hotel and 
restaurant proprietors it was decided that all 
visitors at present staving in hotels ho notified 
that they must leave by midday to-morrow 
night." H veiling Telegraph (Dublin). 

A plea for a respite until midnight the 
following morning was, we understand, L 
inexorably refused. 

*• A hoy of sixteen, charged at (luildhall with 
-dealing eight .Cl Treasury notes, was stated 
to have spent the money in taking a girl to 
theatres and music-halls, etc. It was stated 
also that ho had received a good education. 

The Alderman : But no moral teaching. 

After being birched soundly iu the colls, his 
fat her was hound over for his future good con- 
duct, and he was allowed to go.” 

J 1 ' retting Payer. 

If the magistrate thinks that this 
vicarious punishment w T ill reform the 
young rascal be must be a more than 
usually sanguine alderman. 




THE VICIOUS CIRCLE. 

Profiteer [lo successful striker). “YOU GET YOUR BONUS; I MAKE EXTRA PROFIT; AND 
HE STANDS THE RACKET." 
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Soldier (who has been posing for picture entitled “ Health in the Harvest Fields"). “ Ol ’a* iun called back io me unit, Zuk. But 
THIS ’EKE GllADE III. CHAP WILL COOM AS ME SUHSTITOOT.” 


A CONSCIENTIOUS OBJECTOR. 

I do not mind admitting it, we 
have been considerably alarmed about 
William. William, en passant — though 
ho seldom passes but just comes in 
and has a meal— is my wife’s brother. 
Ho is far, far more than that, however, 
for he ranks with the elect, that chosen 
coterie of favoured mortals who never 
work. He drives in taxis and owes 
his tradesmen for purple and fine linen. 
William has frequently in my hearing 
spoken of work, but that is us near as 
ho ever got to it. This w as why I was 
swept oit my feet when Mary told me 
what he had been chatting to her 
about. 

“ William wants a job,” she said. 
“He thinks that perhaps you might 
find him something — fairly easy ; ho is 
nob strong. llo scorned to fancy it is 
time he settled down.” 

“ Well, for a bright young fellow of 
forty-seven perhaps bo is right,” 1 said. 

The moro I dwelt on the matter of 
this yearning on the part of William 
for work the more unreasonable it 
seemed, for lie always appeared to get 
along vory nicely, thank you, as things 
were — a liver borrowed in his well- 


known gracious way whenever he ran 
short; week-ends for the asking 
(William used to do the asking); and 
a line and airy diplomatic touch with 
him which enabled him to rise superior 
to debts, tailors and the common ills 
of insolvent humanity. It was not sur- 
prising that it all caused us some little 
uneasiness. I told him frankly that 
wo, his relatives, felt anxious about 
him. 

“It is not like you, William,” I said 
impressively. “I am afraid you are 
taking the times a hit too seriously. 
It has just struck you, perhaps, that 
there is a war on ; but don't go and 
over- exert yourself. Still, I know of 
a berth for you. Brooks wants a man 
to help him in the office.” 

But wo need not have worried our- 
selves. William is all right. At the 
last moment he said lie felt he could 
not avail himself of my kindness, lie 
said ho had been hasty and he apolo- 
gised handsomely. He had been think- 
ing things over. 

You will never guess his reasons. 
Even I was outwitted, and I have lent 
money to William for years and years. 

William told mo the plain truth over 
a glass of port — my port. He said he 


should have liked nothing better than 
this job, hut ho had been thinking about 
the Man Power Act, and ho felt that, 
with the chance of being called up, he 
would he putting his employer in a 
position of unfair risk. 

This is very noble of him, hut I wish 
William were not quite so high-prin- 
| cipled. It comes very expensive for 
| his friends. 

“ Awfully sorry, old chap,” he said 
regretfully, “ but I can’t bring myself 
to do it. It would not be playing the 
game. Brooks seemed a decent sort, 
and the work would have just suited 
me ; hut there is this new Act. I may 
he called up, you see, and that would 
leave the poor chap in a corner. I will 
come down and see you this week-end. 
We can talk things over. You see I 
am in a bit of a difficulty, not knowing 
what the Government may do with me.” 

But the Government won’t do any- 
thing with William — not if it knows 
its business. 

Prom a feuilleton : — 

“ ifo paused, and held her a little way from 
him, gaziug into her tea-dimmed eyes.” 

The result, we suppose, of a slip be- 
tween the cup and tlie lip. 
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This seeming paradox is true if your 
valet is the “Valet” AutoStrop Safety 
Razor. It is the only safety razor with a 
self-contained automatic stropping device, 
enabling you to renew the edge daily by 
just 10 seconds’ stropping. 

Besides saving blades, you gain in personal 
comfort, for the keen stropped blade of the 

“VALET 

AuXxyS&&<yp 

Safety Razor r 


Instantly adjustable, and designed for easy 
cleaning, the “ Valet ” AutoStrop Safety 
Razor is as great a comfort to the busy 
civilian as to the man in naval blue or khaki. 

THE STANDARD SET consistsof heavily silver-plated self-stropping 
“ Valet ” Safety Razor, twelve genuine " Valet ” Blades, and Ol I 
“Valet” strop; complete in handsome case ... • 

Of all high-clan dealers throughout the tiorld. 

The AutoStrop Safety Razor Co., Ltd., 61, New Oxford St .London, W.CJ. 

And also at New York, I'aiis, Milan, Sydney, Dub'iu, Toiontn, &c. 

The w->>d “ l’ aid " on Ra on, Stt of an./ IU, ides indicates the genuine f redact 
of the A ufoStt of Safety Razor Co., Ltd., 61 , New Oxford Street , London, U’.C.i. 
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bKJTISH & ORJENTAC 

CARPETS 

AN 1 UNRIVALLED STOCK 


OF ALL MAKES 

& 

QUALITIES 

ALW/VS ON VIEW 
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North Devon. 
To the American 
I .mil Pencil To., 
173*75. Lower Cl tptori 
Ko.nl, li. 5. 

(acntleinm . 

I am obliged to you for 
the two samples of pencils 
you were good enough to 
send me. I have tried 
them both, and find them 
very soft and pleasant to 
use. They give a rich 
velvety line, without any 
greasiness of surface. 
Yours faithfully, 
(Signed) 

lilCKNAKU l'AKiKUK.r. 


17 grades lllacklead. 
on ( Softest J to i)ll 
(Hardest), at jd. each 
— a Iso . f styles t op y in # 
at various prices. 



p 4 <icUfHAp«X 


G'lh&rr*i f4&i/rC~ 



THE PORTABLE GRAMOPHONE 


UluftraUd Foldor free on applica- 
tion to tho Manufacturers- 
THE DEOOA 00., 

98, WORSHIP ST., LONDON, E.O 2. 

(P;0|'l itt.'l • : 1IAKNI.IT SAML I L & SONS. Ltd.) 


LADIES’ TARTAR KILT. 



The “Dunedin.** 

A REAL Scotch Kilt for Ladies, plaited 
and stitched exactly like a Soldier's 
Kilt. The garment folds round the body, 
fastening at right side, and finished with 
a fringe. Made to order in a large 
variety of Clan and Family Tartans in 
a beautiful all wool material. 

89/6 

Straps and Buckles 4/6 extra. 
Sample Kilt oh receipt of reference 
or remittance, 

JOHN WIGHT & CO.. 

The Scotch Goode SPaciaUste 

104—105, Princes Street. 

EDINBURGH. 
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AUNT ALICE’S LUCK. 

The scene was our billet in the Rue 
de la Gare, and “ Gramophone, one, 
how to procure with as little delay and 
expense as possible,” was the subject 
under discussion. 

11 1 have an aunt,” Tony began, but 
with some hesitation. 

“ What kind of aunt ? ” I askod. 

“ A female, height about live foot six ; 
age ...” 

“ Silly ass 1 I mean, is she the kind 
of ono who would know where to ask 
for a Grade I. gramophone, and see that 
she got it ? ” 

“ 1 should say that she ’s thoroughly 
trustworthy.” 

“That’s good,” I said. “.Does she, 
know you well ? ” 

“ Yes, pretty well. Why ? ” 

“ I was thinking, would she require 
cash first? 1 take it she will.” 

“ Not she. She won’t require cash 
at all.” 

“Rich?” 

“ Beyond the dreams of avai ice.” 

“ I don’t know quite how much that 
is.” 

“ I should think Aunt Alice’s income 
is a bit over threo dreams at a thousand 
a dream.” 

“Then why hositato? ” 

“ Well, though Aunt Alice is, as I say, 
trustworthy and rich, she ’s unlucky. 
At least she ’s been unlucky twice. ] 
don’t know if wo ought to risk her a 
third time.” 

“ Tell me about it and I ’ll decide,” l 
said. 

“ When I was at Salonika,” Tony 
began, “ we were posted on a mountain 
side in the most exposed position in 
Europe. At least I think it must have 
been. It was winter, and the cold at 
night was absolutely frightful. When 
I tell you ” 

“ Yes, nover mind those details. Get 
on with the story.” 



First Blur Boy (taking a look round, to second ditto). “Wot iV say to ’AliF-AN-lloUli’s 
h mot ion, Him.?" 

chocolate. T supposo it had boon solid j from Aunt Alice. Full of curiosity 1 
once, but it was now a thin soup. Tliej tore it open.” He paused for effect, 
other was a largo important-looking “ It was a Gieve waistcoat!” 


“ After the third night I wrote some- parcel. 1 sat looking at it for a while, ! 1 shook my head, 

thing like this to Aunt Alice: ‘You listlessly reading the many redirections j “Aunt Alice’s luck is dead out,” I 
told me to let you know if I wanted upon it. Then with an effort I cut the , said. 

anything. Where I am now it is string and tore off the parched paper.! “Not worth giving it another trial,” 
bitterly cold, and a British warm with It was the fur-lined coat.” , said Tony. “ Risk too great. You see, 

a fur lining would bo absolutely in- .1 considered. “ Unlucky, certainly,” ; if the gramophone arrived and then we 
valuable/ I said. “ And now the other case ? ” I got so busy with battles that we couldn’t 

“ In April we had orders to move. 1 “We moved after a hit to a place j turn the thing on for the next six 
hadn’t seen anything of the fur-lined called El Below, or something like that, months wo should feel that wo only 
coat, but I hoped that, if it hadn’t gone Sandstorms were the speciality there, had ourselves to blame. Better give 
to the bottom, some not too undeserving and the water supply was by camel a 1 Aunt Alice a miss.” 
person had got it. Then I forgot all matter of ninety miles, so there wasn't ! 

about it. By the end of May we were too much water about at any time, as 1 *. \ f t hi s worc Germany, tlm bells won id bo 
on the Bed Sea. There was a short you can guess. At tho end of a month 1 rung threadbare over to day’s splendid news.” 
spell of extra heat- the hottest for a mail came in. Our usual meagre j Keening Standard. 

fifteen years — while wo were there, supply of water had to be cut down to ! And so ’twill be when T am gone, 
People who knew said it would last make room for it in the transport, but j That tuneful peal will still ring on, 
eight days. On the evening of the wo were glad enough to get the mail, j Whilst other bards will walk theso 
fourth day a mail came in. There were There were a few letters for me, a price- 1 dells 

two parcels for mo. One contained less illustrated paper or so, and a parcel, To dam The Evening Standard bells. 
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VISION. 

I ye seen her, I 'vo seen her 
Beneath an apple-tree ; 

Tho minute that 1 saw her there 
With stars and dowdrops in her hair 
1 knew it must bo sho. 

She’s sitting on a dragon-fly 
All shining green and gold ; 

The dragon-ily goes circling round 
A little way above the ground - 
She isn’t taking hold. 

I ’vo seen her, T 'vo seen her, 

1 never, never know 
That anything could be so sweet; 

Sho has tho tiniest hands and feet, 

Her wings aro very blue. 

Sho holds her little head like this 
Because sho is a queen ; 

(1 can’t describe it all in words) 

Sho’s throwing kisses to the birds 
And laughing in between. 

I ’ve seen her, \ ’vo seen her - 
simply ran and ran ; 

Put down your sewing quickly, please, 
Let ’s hurry to tho orchard trees 
As softly as we can. 

I had to go and leave her there, 

1 felt 1 couldn’t stay, 

T wanted you to soo her too - 
But oh, whatever shall wo do 

Jf sho has llown away ? R. F. 

TUB LANGUAGE DIFFICULTY. 

The servant question has reached 
Lidia. 1 discovered it when I arrived 
hole on leave and acquired tho only 
available attendant, a Tamil youth who 
knows no English and very little of 
anything else. I imagine that it is 
only tho general scarcity of everything, 
including servants, which has embold- 
ened Moonuswamy to offer himself as 
dressing-hoy even to that predestined 
employer of tho incapable, the “Ariicor 
Jintlman from Basra.” 

Leave is too short and far too pre- 
cious to permit of my making any 
attempt to learn a language which 
offers for the simple obvious word “is” 
i s, is, the horrible polysyllable irre- 
keradu. One lesson in Tamil decided 
mo on that point. But the language 
of signs has its limitations, and things 
wore rapidly reaching an impasse when 
Moonuswamy produced the Domestics' 
Manual. It was not ail inviting hook 
as it lay amid tho dust and crumbs of 
Moonuswamy’s favourite tin salver, 
and I gazed with a cold reluctance at 
first upon the lavish grease-spots which 
darkened its brown - paper wrapper. 
Then, grunting strange Tamil grunts 
in disapproval of my apathy, Moonu- 
swamy laid it open and pointed proudly 
to tho parallel columns of Tamil and 
English wherein were to bo found just 


those useful and intimate remarks which 
he and I wore longing to exchange. 

For a timo mine was tho joy with 
which Crusoe must first have heard 
Friday speak ; but as tho days go by 
I realise that the manual has not given 
mo all 1 hoped. Its value to us is limited 
by Moonuswamy’s lack of intellect. 

The leader of the dialogues is a person 
of a vagrant and vacillating habit of i 
mind, who constantly introduces aj 
subject only to let it drop again at 1 
once in the most irritating way; still,! 
when 1 do light upon what I want 1 1 
am able to read tho English at a glance ’ 
and point to the Tamil counterpart with 
the severity which the) occasion may 
demand. Moonuswamy, on the other 
hand, has intense difficulty in spelling 
out the Tamil to which l havo roforred 
him, and if it is pretty to see the triumph j 
grow in his face as ho strings his horrid 
sounds together and discovers that they 
aro really making words, it is pitiful to 
watch it fade when he realizes that all 
told they represent “There is no oil in 
the lamp,” or, if I am unable to find the 
appropriate words for a more definite 
charge, “ You aro not a very clever 
boy.” 

But it is over his answers that Moon- 
uswamy gets into tho most serious 
difficulty. Unable to road rapidly 
enough he notes tho position of my 
accusation and trusts to tho next con- 
secutive sentence to furnish tho fitting 
excuse, in this ho is not often lucky, 
because tho antiphonist of tho book, 
like the leader, is given to a reckless 
irrelevance. But also Moonuswamy 
seldom misses tho mark by loss than a 
couplo of lines a serious miss when 
topics change so quickly and completely | 
as those of tho Manual — and ofteneri 
than not goes wider still. j 

Only yesterday, for instance, when 1 1 
approached him with a button loss shirt 
and pointed severely to tho remark, 
“The handle of this thing is broken” 
(the most suitable reproof which I could j 
find at the moment), tho follow missed 
three senteneesand indicated tho absurd 
reply : “ To hare yon with 'me will be a 
hindrance to my work." 

This morning, again, I burst out of my 
room and found Moonuswamy squatted 
on his heels beside an undarned pile of 
socks, breathing stortorously as he bent 
over the Manual. I seized it, and, 
having hurriedly invited his attention 
to the inaccurate statement, “ To-day I 
am to take physic,” and then to tho 
more truthful hut equally irrelevant 
appeal, “ You know that I am a family 
man,” I found what I wanted and 
pointed indignantly to the words, “ This 
water is not hot.” 

Moonuswamy mouthed laboriously 
over the Tamil in a guttural whisper and 


two minutes later laid a black-tipped 
olive finger upon the comment: “ On, 
this account he is cross and a Utile 
feverish .” 

He had lost his place again and was 
referring me to the matter of the baby’s 
teething, which occurs suddenly a little 
farther on. I snatched tho book and 
turned to tho dog’s-eared page on 
which is to he found tho safe and 
almost universal appeal: “If you do 
not see to everything, who else will? ” 

This never fails to rouse in him an 
almost tearful anxiety to please mo. I le 
took up the jug and went in search of 
hotter water, pausing only to turn a 
page and plant his loft thumb for a 
moment upon the unexpected senti- 
ment: “ Nothing that is impure will 
enter Heaven .” 

Brooding over the precise interpre- 
tation to he put upon this I looked for 
the more strictly literary portion of the 
Manual which lies towards the end of 
the hook, and had just discovered some 
entrancing proverbs when M oonuswamy 
returned with his little jug of lukewarm 
water. 

*“ Fven a rat has live wives in 
harvest time,’ ” I murmured, my eyes 
on the book, wondering whether this 
is indeed a zoological fact; and then 
M oo n u s warn y , pan t i n g respec t f u 1 1 y o ve r 
my shoulder, pointed further down the 
page. I looked and read: “ Will the 
temple cat worship the deity '! ” 

J think of reverting to tho language 
of signs. 

“ T spoilt, next Saturday afternoon on the 
moving butts.” — Daily Mad. 

And we are looking forward to a still 
more strenuous time the day before 
yesterday. 

There was an objector at Chirk 

Who was charged with an impulse 
to shirk ; 

But he answered, “ All action 
1 love to distraction, 

But loathe and abominate work.” 

“ Lord I lalsbury is ‘J5 to-day. His longevity 
may In; ascribed to hard work, variety of 
occupation, regular hours, and a zest for life. 
Among his hobbies have been books, wood- 
carving, bridge, spooks, and writing the Laws 
of England.’* — Keening News. 

It is only fair to his Lordship to say 
that he did not write them all. 

From General Bekthelot’s order of 
t’ne day, as rendered by The Egyptian 
Gazette - 

“Scottish Highlanders, sons of Yorkshire, 
Australian and Now Zealand horsemen, you 
one and all have added a glorious page to vour 
history. Marfauz, Chaumuzy and Montagno de 
Blign v ; these splendid words will be written in 
letters of golf in the annals of your regiments.” 

And a very suitable medium, too. They 
all played the game. 
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WAR-TIME BATHING. 

“JlKi.r! Minks!! IIkm>!!!" 


THE BOATS OF THE “ ALBACORE.” 

44 Five boats there was,” said Bristol Torn, “ in the steam- 
ship Allmcore - 

She used to sail on the Fur Hast run, 'tween Hull an' 
Singapore 

Four under davits an’ one on cheeks ; you couldn’t ask no 
more. 


“An' the two that was livin’ they’d signed again afore a 
month was through ; 

They'd signed an’ sailed for to take their chance as a 
seaman 's hound to do ; 

An' one went West when the llininymale was mined with 
all her crow ; 

An -God 'elp Frit.: when we meet," said Tom, "fur I was 
one o’ the two! ” * C. F. S. 


44 But one was smashed at the davits, an’ the same shell 
killed ’er crew, 

An’ one got tangled up in the falls an* stove, an’ that was 
two, 

An’ the one as was lashed went down with the ship, she 
couldn’t ’elp but do. 

“There was nine got clear in the captain’s boat, hut wo 
missed ’er by-and-by, 

For there wasn’t a. light in tin; whole black night nor a 
star in the bloomin’ sky, 

An’ the Ford ’o knows where them chaps went, an’ the sea 
as saw them die. 

“An’ seven men in the quart cr-hnat there was that went 
away — 

Soven men in an open boat, a-knoekin’ around the Bay, 

In the wind an’ min that hit to the bone, an’ dollops o’, 
freozin* spray. I 

“ Seven men in a leaky boat with neither oars nor sail 

Wo done our best with a lentil o’ spar an’ a rag of an old i 
shirt-tail, 

An w’o took it in turns to watch an’ steer, an’ sleep a bit 
an’ bale. 


IN THE BEST OF CAUSES. 

Mr. Punch desires to appeal very strongly on helnilf of 
our Koyai Navy Prisoners of War. The Ladies' Fmer- 
I gency Committee of the Navy League, under the presidency 
| of Lord Beresford, sends parcels of food, clothing, books 
and money regularly to every E.N. prisoner of war in 
Germany and Austria. Four guineas a month is spent on 
each prisoner. An added attraction is lent to these gifts 
whore the givor “ adopts,” either entirely or partially, somo 
particular prisoner and thus creates a personal relationship 
which is greatly appreciated. The Committee lias tried 
to avoid public appeals, and lias carried out its work as 
silently as the Service to whoso needs it dovotos itself. 
Mr. Punch greatly hopes that some of his kind readers will 
make themselves individually responsible for tho assistance 
I of these gallant, men, to whoso courage and endunmeo wo 
owe our safety. All contributions, however small, will he 
welcome. Cheques should he m ado payable to The Ladies’ 
Committee of the Navy League, and addressed to the 
lion. Secretary, Mrs. Herbert Fuller, 56, Queen Anne 
Street, Cavendish Square, W.I., who will gladly supply 
any further information. 


“ Seven men in an open boat, an’ tho fifth day dawnin’ red, 
When a drifter picked ’er up at last, due South o’ Lizard 
'ead — 

Seven men in an open boat, two livin’ an' five dead. 


“PARTRIDGE DAY. 

“In North Yorkshire the birds wero more numerous than tho 
sportsmen.” — Daily Chronicle. 

Strange to say, the same phenomenon was occasionally 
noticed oven in peace-time. 
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The Kaiser. "I DON'T LIKE THIS WIND, MY SON. WHICH WAY IS IT/’ 
The Crown Prince. “UP!” 
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at T( jp pi ay author-producer? If so he can have no “ Eyes op Youth.” 

A I Int rLAT ’ f> notion of its preposterous effect). She We should all have been glad to 

“Thu Law Divine. has come to warn the wife of her man's welcome Miss Gertrude Elliott at 

Mr. H. V. Esmond’s new comedy is goings-on. (7) Visit of Jack (with boys) the St. James’s in a play of more con- 
a love-play pure and simple — a de- to His Majesty’s Theatre, still fed-up. spicuous interest than Eyes of Youth, 
script-ion to bo qualified by the rccogni- (8) Air-raid. (9) Return to champagne One understands perfectly the tempta- 
tion of some intriguing doubles ententes supper utterly unexpected, to find a de- tion to a leading lady of a part which 
and a rather muddled (if any) plot, voted, soft, gauzily-gownod provokingly enables her to appear as (in the present 
Love is the only thing that matters in attractive woman in place of the untidy, drama) a young girl hesitating between 
the wide wide world; Woman’s busi- parcel - despatching, envelope - licking j tinea suitors — poor Peter, rich Robert 
noss and glory is to hold and inspire automaton of the past year and after- land dubious Louis ; her dull duty to a 
Man. The Mohammedan hypothesis, noon. Alternative title— Cupid's Quick duller father ; a great career as a singer. 

Changes. She is also offerod (in glimpses of alt or- 

There was a pretty scene between Jack j nati\e futures with the aid of the crystal 
(Mr. II. Y. Esmond) and the widow j of a mysterious and accommodating 


briefly, and Mr. Esmond’s version of 
the I jaw Divine. 

Jack Ini Mas, novelist, thirty-eight, 
temp, captain, three wounds, is at the 
moment acting Controller of Potatoes 
at the War Office. What lie doesn’t! 
control is his habit of discuss- 
ing his domestic troubles and 
his sense of grievance that his 
pretty committee-ridden wife, 

Edit, thinks the telephone the 
most important tiling in her 
(separate) bedroom. Wo assist 
indeed at the crisis of Jack's 
fate. This sort of thing lias 
been going on for a year in 
Hampstead. 

The author affects thounities. 

“ With the exception of a 
period late in the evening when 
Jack La Ras takes tho boys to 
the theatre tho action of the 
play is continuous.’’ It is in- 
deed a crowded hour and three- 
quarters for Jack when it really 
gets going. (1) Colloquy on 
love with tho amazingly frank 
young woman, Claudia , which 
lias all tho air of a serious flirta- 
tion, in which the agitated Jack , 
apparently much to her dis- 
appointment, manfully keeps 
himself in hand. (2) Prophecy 
by Claudia that at any moment 
his lil‘ 


(Miss Eakhaha Hoffe). No wonder 
Jack lost his head, and lost it so nicely. 
In his lab -c- wooing of his wife ho 
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l't d I'an.j iuu Pat Somerset. 

Daphm' Crry llARHAHA Hoffk. 

Jack La lias H. V. Esmond. 

Bill John Williams. 

A little clumss masculine conjuring with a latoh-kc) 
i Maskelynh and easily spotted by our watchful Navy. 


Yogi) existence as a jaded school-marm 
(this through waiting for Louis), as 
an unnecessarily naughty opera-singer 
(this for choosing the stage 
“career”), and as an innocent 
divorcee reduced to beggary 
with a dash of Ophelia's wit- 
lessness (this owing to a mar- 
riage with tho opulent Robert). 
But it is a temptation which J 
could wish had boon resisted, 
for it seems to me that the kine- 
ma-inspired authors, Messrs. 
Max Marc in and Charles 
(iUehnon, were restrained by 
no laws of plausibility or sense 
of character, and were masters 
rather of mechanical than dra- 
maticcontrivance. Why should 
the faithful Peter, for instance, 
have died in South America 
.because (Una, the heroine, 
selected Louis , and why should 
she have become a prosperous 
haunter of smart restaurants if 
she married Robert ? While 
the schoolmistress, the star, 
the injured wife were not one 
woman after five years of throe 
differing environments but 
three frankly and fundament- 
ally different women. 

Gina had more than three 


widow — in tho abnormally fierce light 
of tho hall, for effect. This is something 
like coining into a man’s life, and I 
don’t wonder at (4) Claudia's bouncing 
out of the room and slamming the door, j 


a woman may enter ms me. 

(3) Instantaneous entry of woman, who 1 was less effective (with no excuse pro- 1 Had 
performs tho odd evolution of turning j vided by Miss Jessie Winter, who guesses wo might have been there yet. 
outall tho sitting-room lights and stand- ! looked charming), he attitudinised too I rather wished she could have seen bor- 
ing ----- a very exquisite white- furred much, and I may say that in this | self after five years with Peter ; or five 

connection tho pose of the Discobolus j years after poisoning her father, which 
is not appropriate. j really seemed the most urgent business, 

Particularly good was a little scene for 1 have rarely seen a stage-father of 
between the widow’s mother (Miss . such unplumbablo futility. IIo had 
Marie Illington— easily distinguished just failed in business (even this is un- 
(fi) Tender love scene between hero \ from the widow’s mite) and Jack's wife, plausible: he would have failed years 
and widow, ending in particularly im- j well written and excellently played. ; ago) ; but let no ono say that he was 
1V * i i . 4 ’ 11 * * #J * J 1 man of a receptive mind, for 

ina pointed out that, instead of 
down tho business, he had only 
youngest private in the British army : to look at the matter with Eyes of 

(Mr., or perhaps Master, Williams), in j Youth and let his son Kenneth build 

the main a sort of Humpsti-Bumsti- it all up again, he received the sugges- 
Two-Macs affair, was very generally tion with enthusiasm, though it simply 
appreciated. And it was jolly to see hadn’t occurred to him before. 

Miss Doris Lytton pathetically pro- It remained to one to enjoy the good 
testing that nobody loved her because patches. Miss Gertrude Elliott was 


anu wiuow, ending in particularly mi- j well written and excellently piayeci. ; agoj ; buc 
passioned kiss and impounding by hero, ; And the very amusing turns of the two [not a ma 
who gets a hit above himself, of key of hoys, Ted of the senior service (Mr. Pat| when Gina 
widow’s Hat, restored under pressure Somerset), and Rill, surely tho very closing do\ 


of virtue (or prudence) triumphant in 
owner of key. (6) Entry of a woman 
into wife’s life. Jt is the mother of 
the widow (she also turns out all tho 
sitting-room lights: a family custom 
apparently, light-saving mania perhaps 
— unless, indeed, could it really have 


been a brainy “idea” of the actor- ! she was so plain ! 


T. j at her best in the dressing-room scene 




in the Pavia Opera House in fact as a 
detached effect the whole scene was 
excellent of its kind, with a sudden 
death from one of those fatal bullet 
wounds in the foreleg which are so 
common in stage murders. Mr. Dag- 
nall’s study of the impresario, Salvo , 
was not only a quite admirable piece 
of impersonation, hut, by appearing 
throughout in the same character, he 
contrived to create the illusion that ono 
was sitting in one place at one play 
rather than visiting a succession of 
ki nomas in a nightmare. 

Certainly the team of school-children, 
trained by Miss Italia Conti, did great 
credit to their coach. They wore tho 
perfect little beasts they were meant to 
be. I am curious to know whether 
little American girls in real life are 
called (forexample) “ Sunday,” “ Dinka ” 
and “Pippyn,” or only when they be- 
come little actresses. None of tho other 
players had long enough innings to get 
well set and show their form, but the 
kind-hearted detective of Mr. Alec 
Alves, the Opera House manager of 
Mr. Herman de Lancje and the Russian 
Tenor of Mr. Arthur Yiroux seemed 
to be meritorious short studios. I 
couldn’t believe in the Yogi , because 
ho was so obviously a property, like the 


crystal, nob through any particular 
fault of Mr. I an Kohertson. T. 

THE S ERG E ANT- M A. TOR. 

Sergoant- Major Caleb Hawker 
Is a most prolific talker. 

Could lie wear a tighter dross 
P’raps ho *d talk a little less ; 

Hut I cannot think - can you, Sir ? — 
Wliat would happen were it looser. 
Always talking to a crowd 
Makes his voice a trifle loud. 

It, in fact, is like the full 
Mellow bellow of a hull, 

And tho cows in fields hard by 
Quite instinctively reply. 

When ho comes upon parade 
Brigadiers and Colonols fade; 

Gilded hats grow very pale, 

Rookies’ knees begin to fail ; 

Roaring Sergeants cease to rant. 
Puny is the Adjutant. 

Once I saw some young recruits 
Make a mess of their salutes ; 
Hawker didn’t say a lot, 

But he said it loud. ’Twas not 
What he said that scared the hoys, 
Not tho substance, but the noise. 

Aftor merely two short hours 
Those recruits resembled flowers 


Plucked at noon in summer’s heat- 
Prono they lay at Hawker’s feet. 
Nevermore they made reply 
(Doctors call it “ G.P.I.”). 

Should an order come my way 
Never could 1 d isohoy ; 

I would sooner place my head 
Jn the cavernous and red 
Alimentary canal 
Of a hungry cannibal. 

Should ho speak a word to mo, 
Sooner far than disagreo 
I would perish where I stood, 

I would almost — yos, I would — 

Ask the General his ago or 
Play at pills and pot the Major. 

“llKALTY SHOW. 

Class B, ladies over 20. — 1, Paulino G., 
11)2 votes; 2, Dora U. W., 10S votes; 3, 
Gwendoline K., 012 votes. Special prizo for 
highest number of votes, Pauline G.” 

Provincial Paper . 

If wo were Gwendoline K. wo should 
enter a protest. 

At a College for Farming, the staff 
Were recently prompted to laugh 
By a girl who said, “How 
Can 1 milk this huge cow ? 

Please may I begin with a calf ? ” 






172 


PUNCH, OR TUB] LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[September 11, 1918. 



Fifteenth-Century Tramp (to in</uii>itivc stranger). “ Uw did J. com h by 'inis sen of armour? \Y ’ Y, yaiilet, don’t YE a It EC k hu- 
ms F YER LIEGE LOUD, ’Uuil FlTZ- WALTER, JUST COME IUCK FROM T1IE WARS IK FRANCE ?” 


THE LITTLE MOKE. 

11 No/’ said Mr. Brown, tapping his 
second egg, “ it is not a mistake. Jones 
is a man of business and men of busi- 
ness don’t make mistakes of that kind. 
Ho knows that the additional stamp 
may bo affixed by the payee, and he is 
not the only person who lias served me 
in the same way. I shall send back 
tho cheque and remind him of the new 
regulation,” ho added with a frown, 
and on sitting down to write to Jones 
the same evening satire seemed to be 
indicated as the most satisfactory 
method. 

“But you told me,” Mrs. Brown 
expostulated when ho read tho letter 
aloud with not unnatural pride, “ that 
you felt certain Mr. Jones had not 
made a mistako.” 

“ He can’t have forgotten that since 
tho first of September every cheque 
requires an extra penny stamp,” was 
the answer. 

“Then why do you say you know 
that ho has ? " 

“That,” said Mr. Brown, “is irony.” 

“ What is the difference between 
irony and a falsehood?” asked Mrs. 
Brown. 

“ The one seeks to hide a fact and 


tho other to show it more plainly,” he 
replied. 

When three days had passed without 
an answer, Mr. Brown wrote again, 
and towards the end of a week he 
began to show’ symptoms of irritability, 
coming down to breakfast a few r minutes 
earlier than usual to examine the post, 
and remarking emphatically that he 
“couldn’t understand Jones.” 

“ Perhaps your lotters have mis- 
carried,” Mrs. Brown suggested. “ You 
know how very irregular the posts are 
just now.” 

“ The best way will lie for you to go 
and call on Mrs. Jones and introduce 
the subject casually in the course of 
conversation. Not too plainly. Just a 
hint,” said Mr. Brown; and Ins wife 
dutifully set out tho following afternoon 
in the vain. “ Did you hear anything 
about the cheque?” ho asked on her 
return, whereupon Mrs. Brown opened 
her handbag and laid the draft on the 
table. “Ah, that’s better,” he said, 
regarding the additional penny stamp 
with approval. “ I should like to know' 
why ho didn’t send it back before.” 

“ Ho said you told him on no account 
to hurry, hut to take his own time 
about it.” 

“ Jones obviously doesn’t know the 


meaning of satire,” said Mr. Brown, 
rubbing his palms together. 

“ Still,” was tho answer, “ lie did say 
there was something ironical in the 
situation.” 

“ How ’s that ? ” demanded Mr. 
Brown. 

“You were so anxious to save a 
penny that you didn’t mind spending 
live shillings: in addition to the two 
threc-half-penny stamps you used on 
your lotters to Mr. Jones.” 

“ h ive shillings ! ” exclaimed Mr. 
Brown. 

“ lie was thinking of my taxi,” said 
Mrs. Brown. “ It was raining so fast 
that I felt bound to keep it waiting.” 

“ That ’s the worst of a man like 
Jones,” Mr. Brown retorted. “He can 
never understand that it is the principle 
of tho thing that matters, and there’s 
nothing I dislike so much as pro- 
crastination.” 

“ If you give me a ten-shilling note,” 
said Mrs. Brown, opening her bag 
again, “ and I give you live shillings, 
that will be right.” 


“After an excellent dinner tlio heart of 
Lady Ardayre began to beat with wonderment 
and excitement.** — Nash's Magazine . 

Or was it a touch of indigestion ? 
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Hai$ &Hai$ Five Stars 



I AM the famous Haig & 
Haig Decanter Bottle 
Famous because of the superb 
contents that I carry to 
thousands of distinguished 
persons in Great Britain 

Doctors are still calling for me 
jMg es are still calling for me 

Merchant Princes arc still calling 
lor me 

But for Government restric- 
tions I would be found on 
the table of most discerning 
users of pure, health-giving 
stimulants 

In the Home Market no new ac- 
counts can be opened at present 


T AM the Export Dump 
Bottle, but sometimes you 
will find me in the Home 
Market because of unusual 
conditions arising out of the 
War 

My contents are of the same 
recherche quality as are 
carried by the Decanter 
Bottle 

I am the bottle that carries the 
famed Five Stars Whisky 
to the B.E.F. 

Some Export Markets are 
not yet obtaining supplies 

The markets that are getting supplies are 
asking for more than can be sent them 


HAIG & HAIG Ltd (Distillers since 1679) 57 SOUTHWARK STREET, LONDON, S.E. 1 
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CIGARETTE 
SITUATIONS — No. 7. 

When the tide of pessimism 
is at its full, turn to the ever* 
helpful Ariston, and — “think 
like a sage and act like a 
Samaritan.’' 

For there is no more effective counter- 
blast to the alarmist ; there is no 
greater joy coming to man in times of 
disquietude and melancholy than the 
satisfying wreaths of content drawn 
from an Ariston. 

Ariston ( ignrettes are manufactured from 
rare Macedon an Tobaccos — chosen and 
blended with the care which is the 
pride of Muralti’s throughout. They 
arc beautifully packed, smooth smoking, 
and thoroughly enjoyable to the end. 

/I thiiigc with your tobacconist to send a regular supply 
to your Naval or Military Ftiend. Quantities of 2t)0 
me duty free and cania^e paid. A > idon No. 10 - t7l-, 
Afidon Cold Tipped I7J-, or Neb Ka bio. 2 IS!-. 

Olil.iul iMr fl iil-l ill I | ( i|i Il'iMIIi .1 .nr frdlll 

M C i: M II' • I I I.AVi il I lu.ll If IV. .1 1 , 1 1 y , I mi. lull, \\ . 


Ariston No. 10, Large, 
Dubcr. 

mo -11/- 50-5/6 “5 2/10} 


Ariston Gold Tipped 

(?;*r1.) Medium Duhrr. 
mo- -11/- 5*>- 5/6 20 - 2 3 


ARISTON 

Cigarettes. 


Ariston Delicat for tlms • 
who prefer a small cigarette. 
iuo—8/8 50 - 4/3 35-2.1} 

Neb-Ka No. 2 Larg.' 
Turkish. 

«*«• 10- 5/- 

30-2/- -1/- 


B. MURATTI, SONS & CO. I.TIV, Manchester, London, Paris, New York. 



ACTIVE SERVICE CONDITIONS have proved 
j\ more conclusively than c\cr the all-round good 
l Venalities of “A/A” Khaki Shirts. They arc 
healthful and non-irritant, durable, soft and unshrink- 
able the essential qualities to satisfaction in wear. 
They arc obtainable ready-to-wear or made-to-measure 
in regulation shade, and in standard and heavy weights 

OF HIGH - CLASS OUTFITTERS 


Should you be unable to obtain, unite to 
the Miwnfai turns for name and add) ess 
of most suitable Retailer: — 

W\i, Hom ins A Co., Ltd. {Tmde only), 
25 \v, Newgate St., London, K. C. i. 


-j( Si( (NIGHT 
> VVWEAR 



Regd. Trade Mark. 


Rough Roads don’t trouble Palmers 

— which have the famous Palmer Cord Foundation which minimises internal 
friction and the finest tread ever moulded on to a lyr— 



Made in all sizes, 
with the original 
three-ribbed rub- 
ber and the steel 
studded treads. 


ft4 THE PALMER TYRF.. LTD. 

119123, Shaftesbury Avenue, London, W.C. 2. 
Telephones: 1214 Ociritil (.> hues). 

Telegrams: " lyneouJ, WcsUent, 1.01114011.“ 
tiram-h L)et»>ts : 

BIRMINGHAM ; CnVl NTRY: M.ASGOW; I HKDS, 
M A N Cl I K NT K R . NOT ft N ( i It A M. 
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Co-operation 

Listen well to the friend who tells you 
about the service he got from his Gillette 
Safety Razor, and the Gillette Blades. 
He believes passing a good thing along. 

Sold everywhere Gillette Safety Razor. One- Guinea to £io. 
Gillette Blades in cardboard cartons, 12 for 4 /-. Write for free booklet. 

Gillette Safety Razor, Ltd., zoo, Great Portland St., Loudou, W. 1 . 


Gillette f,';* 
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BACK AGAIN. 

Wk are back again and we know it, having spent three 
weeks of mixed weather close to the coast. Even if all 
memory of our departure and our three weeks’ stay were 
wiped out of our minds, we should still be sure by several 
infallible signs that we have been away from home, because 
(1) the dogs have come to the verge of the garden to meet 
us. They have been brushed and made tidy within an 
inch of their lives. As soon as they see us they make an i 
unrebuked rush and all begin to scream at the tops of their j 
voices. Having upset most of us they run ahead towards ! 
the house, where we find them occupying all the best chairs 
in the best room. Because (2) wo have the feeling that 
having packod nothing that we want, wo have lost all our 
luggage, and because (3) wo have as a matter of fact lost 
two pieces containing everything we need. Because (4) the 
gardener has come to the station to meet us. When we step 
out of the train he smiles his annual smile, but is promptly 
recalled to gloom by a mention of the weather, which seems 
to have played him the worst imaginable tricks. Because 
(5 ) the library has been cleaned and rod uced to order. All the 
books have been taken out, presumably dusted and certainly 
put back again, the housemaid’s idea being that they 
should number from right to left and not, in accordance 
with a stupid prejudice, from left to right. Because (6) 
overytliing at home looks so comfortable, so bright anil so 
delightful. Muriel’s napkin ring still rolls off the table if 
placed in a certain position ; Anna’s salt-sifter surrenders 
three pinches of salt and then goes on strike; Beatrix’s 
silver mug loses its balance but by a miracle of ingenuity 
on her part is not upset; while Frederick’s coat-sleeve 


performs its stunt of catching up and concealing his knife. 
All the old familiar things in fact do the old familiar 
| business as usual. Yes, we have been away at the seaside 
land are now, thank Heaven, hack again. 

THE WISHING- WELL. 

There comes a quiet spirit to this cool green place, 

A little White Lady with a wildliower face. 

Among the ragged -robin, so the old wives tell, 

Where nod the knowing crane’s-bill and the Canterbury- 
bcH, 

You sometimes see her walking by the little wishing- well. 

A-wishing at the wishing well, as wise folk should, 

I saw a sudden brightness in the green-gold wood, 

And Something drifted by me where the lad’s-lovo blows 
As softly as the petals of a white wild-rose 
Or mist along the water when the water-lilies close. 

Oh! Lawrence might have painted her, the sweeL-faenl 
shade ; 

I seem to see her sitting in her glimmering Irocade, 

Her lips a little parted and her soft hands pressed 
To the daintiest of posies at her pretty white breast 
| (And if her heart wore heavy, why, the painter never 
| guessed). 

I think she had a lover, though I scarce know who ; 
Perhaps he led his regiment at famous Waterloo ; 

Perhaps his bones are lying there, where brave men fell ; 
But still she never wearies, so tho old wives tell, 

! A-wishing and a-wishing at the little wishing-woll. 
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REVENONS-NOUS A NOTRE CHEVREUIL. 

“I can’t think” — the Colonel was 
talking— “ what soino fellow in Punch 
means by suggesting that people don’t 
like venison. Of course they do — if 
they ’ve got any sense and so long as 
it’s been hanging long enough.” 

“ And t he plato is hot,” said the 
Doctor. 

“ And so long as there ’s some fat 
with it,” said the Commander (with 
wavy stripes). 

“Of course,” the Colonel agreed. 
“ Hut all that s understood.” 

“ 1 didn’t read the article,” said the 
Commander. “ What did it say?” 

“Oh,” the Colonel replied, “ it was 
all about everyone passing on their 
gifts of venison until they had to he 
buried — 1 mean until the venison had 
to l)e buried. Tho usual joke. I sup- 
pose,” lie added thoughtfully, 44 it ’s 
pretty ditlicult having to ho funny 
every week.” 

We were all silent for si while, pon- 
dering upon this rolled ion. 

“ 1 can’t think,” tho Colonel con- 
tinued , “ w hero the joke began. It 
can’t he a very old one, because in tho 
middle-ages venison was a standing 
dish. Deer-stealing wouldn’t have been 
so popular if people hadn’t liked veni- 
son. You don’t steal things you don’t 
like.” 

“ Wasn’t there some poet fellow who 
stole deer?” the Commander inquired. 

“Yes, of course,” said the Doctor: 
“ SlTAKHPHAHH. SlIAKSPKXKE know a 
good thing when ho saw it, I’ll he 
hound.” 

“Then,” asked tho Colonel, “when 
did this foolish objection to venison 
come in?” 

“ It must he largely fancy, of course,” 
said the Doctor. “ In hid L can prove 
it. I know of a case where the same 
people both vilified venison and lovod 
it.” 

“ Hut how ? ” wo began. 

“ 1 ’ll tell you. There ’s a hospital 
I’m interested in which belongs to 
Lord Blank. About forty beds and full 
up ever since tho War really began. 
At first wo had very little difficulty 
about food, hut last year the shortage 
set in and Blank, who has a herd of 
deer in his park, thought it would ho 
a good plan to substitute venison for 
butcher’s moat. So he had some deer 
killed, and when they were ready the 
matron broke what sho thought was 
the glad nows to tho patients. Big, 
comfortable, jolly woman. ‘There’s a 
treat for you to day,’ sho said; 4 some- 
thing wo don't often got . . .’ and sho 
wont on working the thing up to make 
them excited and then sprang the 
wonderful fact upon thorn. But when 


she dropped her shell it was a dud. 
Tho very word 4 venison ’ seomed to 
disgust them. How that was I know 
no more than you do ; but there you 
are.” 

44 What I always say,” the Colonel in- 
terrupted. “ Tt ’s one of the mysteries.” 

44 It was too late,” the Doctor con- 
! tinned, 44 to get anything elso for dinner 
! even if the matron was weak enough 
to give way. So the venison was served, 
but hardly a man would touch it; and 
when Blank called tho next morning 
to look round and put his usual ques - 1 
lions about tho men’s comfort and so 
on, one of them asked if his lordship 
would ho so kind as to instruct the' 
! matron not to give them venison again. 
They would rather go without meat at 
all, and so on. 

44 Blank was thunderstruck, as it came 
as a surprise. Somehow ho hadn’t seen 
tho matron that morning and therefore 
knew nothing. Hut he didn’t commit) 
himself and came to the matron and I 
me and told us about it. llo was very 
cross. ‘It’s a pack of nonsense,’ ho 
said. ‘Some of the best bucks in 
England. f ” 

“ Of coursojit is nonsense,” said the 
Colonel. 

“ The matron,” tho Doctor continued, 
“told him that somo of them wouldn’t 
even taste it.” 

“ It’s just a superstition,” the Col- 
onel said. “Dislike of tho unfamiliar, 
unwillingness to mako any experiment.” 

44 Exactly so,” the Doctor agreed, and 
continued his story.’ 4 4 4 Well,’ said his 
lordship, ‘thoy’vo got to learn sense. 
Go on giving* it to them, matron, hut* 
j cook it in some other way and. call | 
I it mutton. Tell them I shan’t trouble i 
| them with any more deer; tell thorn j 
I ’m giving them the very best of my 
Southdowns instead.’ 

“That was at tho boginning of tho 
season,” the Doctor concluded. “At 
tho end of it tho patients thanked his 
lordship for his great kindness and 
consideration in lotting thorn oil tho 
vonison and substituting mutton in- 
stead. They had never, they said, had 
mutton that could compare with it.” 

The Decline in German Man-Power. 

“Tim Supheme German Attack. 

Probably sixty Germans are engaged* If no, 
it suggests this is undoubtedly their main 
ullensixe.” — Xcir Zealand Paper. 

“Owing to the serious shortage of coal tho 
people of the — - area may bo without gas to- 

morrow (Sunday). 

Canon will preach at Parish 

Church to-morrow (Sunday) evening.” 

Provincial Paper. 

Canon considers that it was not 

quite tactful of the editor to place these 
two items in juxtaposition. 


EXPLOSIVE BULLETINS. 

Amsterdam , Tuesday. — The Helsing- 
fors correspondent of the Hamburger 
Fremdenblatt learns that sixteen ex- 
plosive bullets have been extracted 
from Tchitchikoff’s pericardium, but 
that for the moment tho patient is 
not in danger. Pulse 250, temperature 
154*5 Centigrade, respiration normal. 

Copenhagen , Tuesday. — A Moscow 
telegram says that M. TchitchikofT’s 
condition continues to be very serious, 
as ho expired on Monday at 9 r.M. A 
crisis is expected hourly. Tho oilicial 
Bolshevist telegram is as follows : — 
“Monday, 10p.m. The patient feels 
much hotter. Pulse 50 Centigrade, 
temperature 200 Eeaumur, respit a- 
tion 04 Fahrenheit. His general con- 
dition is very satisfactory. No change 
is observable in the metatarsal gang- 
lion.” 

Honolulu, Tuesday. — A cable from 
Vladivostok announces tho arrival of 
M. Tehitehikoff at Tomsk in a Sik- 
horsky triplane, accompanied by throe 
German doctors. Ilis condition is re- 
ported to he serious, and it is feared 
that in two or three days sclerosis of 
the pituitary gland may supervene, 
unless thoracokcntosis is resorted to. 

Hulso —,\HO n , temperature 45 Planti- 
grade, respiration subnormal. He slept 
during tho flight, and since his arrival 
has been eating with a good appetite. 

Jiotterdam, Tuesday . — A Petrograd 
telegram to the Frankfurter Zeitung 
ass. rts that M. Tehitehikoff is in ro- 
bust health, tho bullets discharged at 
him having been stopped by a coat of 
mail, rebounding on to the assassin, 
whose condition is serious. No further 
bulletins will ho issued. 

“ A City constable said that the City police 
would undoubtedly follow the lead of the 
Metropolitan police. He stated to a Star 
man that be saw hundreds singing the union 
ticket yesterday.” — Star. 

Nevertheless there was some lack of 
harmony in tho proceedings, for few of 
them paid any attention to tho boat. 

“The Kaiser’s proclamation to the German 
army and navy yesterday showed ho is be- 
ginning hrdlu mfwyp shrdlu mfwy becoming 
f lightened.” — Toronto Daily Star. 

You can almost hear his teeth chatter- 
ing. — 

“ For tho first time, we are to realize our 
utter dependenee on coal. It is the veriest 
commonplaco of domestic usage, for which wo 
are never sufficiently grateful.” — Times. 

And if the Coal Controller has his 
way this winter we shan’t be grate ful 
at all. 




WOTAN’S WAY. 

Old Wotan was a deity adored by ancient Hans, 

Who as the god of thunder controlled the heavenly guns, 
And in our ago lie held the stage in places whore they sing 
And play the great Tetralogy wo brielly call the 11 my. 

In figure he was ursine, extremely broad and fat, 

1 (is beard was long and shaggy and bo wore a wondrous hat ; 
lie was the heaviest father that ever took the floor, 

And the world’s long-distance champion-belt for monologue 
lie wore. 

So, wishing to pay honour to this ancient Teuton god, 

Who tried to rule his daughters with a lihadamanthine rod, 
The High Command conferred his name upon the vital 
“ switoh ” 

That links Drocourt and Queant with tunnel, wire and difeli. 

Old Wotan was a German, so yon couldn’t shift his line; 
besides it would he sacrilege, for Wotan was divine; 

And so for twice a twelvemonth the J1 unnisl 1 hosts relied 
On Wotan ’s indestructible impenetrable hide. 

But even super-Germans are wont at times to nod, 

And to borrow Wotan’s icgis was indubitably odd ; 

For dark declino o’erwhelmed his lino ; lie saw his godhead 
wane 

And his stately palace vanish in a rod and ruinous rain. 

The sequel shows that legend may foreshadow solid fact, 
For the vaunted line of Wotan has at last completely cracked ; 
And as his kingdom crumbled with its Fagan creed outworn, 
His wall and trench have yielded to the blows of JHnc. and 
Hownic. . .. . 

“Wanted. — Two Largo Cheerful Oil Paintings for £100 or lo.v*.” 

Time 

Was this what the Psalmist had in mind when ho wrote 
of “ oil to make him a cheerful countenance ” ? 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(/>// Mr. ranch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The Early Life and Adventures of Sylvia Scarlett (Secker) 
breaks a silence that had already lasted too long for those 
(including myself) who regard Mr. Compton Mackenzie as 
the most important of our modern novelists. Now that 1 
have read it and attempt to consolidate my impressions, I 
think 1 am safe in predicting that the hook will give its 
author’s admirers no disappointment certainly (in several 
respects it is tho best tiling Mr. Mackenzie lias yet done), 
but porbaps surprise; chiefly because its treatment is not 
in tbo least that of the earlier volumes. You remember 
( Sylvia- , no doubt, as the enigmatic young woman in whose 
| ambiguous protection Michael found Lily during tho second 
I book of Sinister Street. Here wo have her own story, and 
; incidentally that of Michael and Lily and other of Mr. 
Mackenzie’s poople, brought down to a point some time 
later than this meeting. Tho difference in style of which l 
have spoken is largely one of pace and results naturally from 
the individuality of the central ligure. Sylvia is a person 
of such varied and even violent activity that tho tale must 
hurry to keep abreast of her. There is no time hero for the 
exquisite and melodious beauty of Carnival or tbo delicate 
sadness that haunted tho introspections of Sinister Street. 
It is all movement, ranging tho habitable globe, intention- 
ally a little restless in effect, but so vigorously alive as to 
leave tho reader out of breath perhaps, but never out of 
interest. For swiftness of action and development and tbo 
growth of character tho book emphatically marks a further 
advance in Mr. Mackenzie’s art —even if now and again 
I found myself regretting the prose-poetry of Ids more 
leisured moods. Certainly however these oarly adventures 
of Sylvia have sharpened my curiosity for the volume 
promised shortly, in which (I gather from tho title) her 
fortunes are to bo definitely mingled with those of Michael. 
This should he at least an interesting conjunction. 
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I heartily welcome the approach of Mr. Archibald was compelled to wear while working among the refugees 
Marshall, bringing with him another of his delightful will be received with many sympathetic smiles, 
novols of country-life as it was in England before the War. 

Mr. Marshall is indeed the prose laureate of tho English 
countryside, with its houses and its inhabitants. Ho has 
already told tho story of tho Clintons in a series of volumes, 
and now he breaks now ground in A b nig ton Abbey 
(Stanley Paul). In this ho tells the story of tho Graftons, 
a fascinating family, consisting of George Grafton , banker 
and Briton, and his three daughters, not forgetting young 
George * the son, who is an admirable creation and a pro- 
vider of much fun. Having found a house which is exactly 
tho one for them, money being no object, they abandon 
London and settle in the country. Mr. Marshall, in his 
calm and persuasive style, develops the various situations headstrong son, determined to develop himself according to 
in whieh the members of the familv find thnmKelves. The himself. This collision between the irresistible force and 

the immovable body makes ex- 
cellent drama, the election at 


The Savignys (Holder and Stoughton) is a work of 
art, which is more than can be said for most of tho 
hasty novels which come my way these days. I am still 
baffled as to tho exact sex of the author, G. B. Lancaster, 
for this book shows an equivocal sympathy with both 
the feminine and tho masculine points of view. To all 
who take an interest in county life of modern England 
and have an appetite for a carefully-constructed story I 
commend its theme — the pride of an ancient house cul- 
minating in a battle-royal between tho imperious mother, 
determined to maintain traditions before all else, and tho 


in which the members of the family find themselves, 
story is told with perfect skill 
and good taste, and m the judg- 
ment of at least one reader it 
calls loudly for a sequel. 


Dr. Mueiilon was a director 
of Krupps and in receipt of a 
salary which is variously staled 
as £10,000 or £20,000. He dis- 
approved so violently of the > 
attitude of tho German Govern ' 
ment and tlioir determination 
to enter upon war, no matter at 
what cost, that bo first of all 
resigned his post, and later (in 
1917) secured the publication of 
a memorandum in which he de- 
nounced tho violent and brutal 
action of his countrymen and 
charged the official classes with 
having provoked the W ar. 1 lav- 
ing done this, he retired for 
safety to Berne, and has now 
published a translation of his 
Diary (Cahhell). The Diary 
covers only the first four months 
of tho War, but it is a for- 
midably reasoned document and 
leaves no loophole for escape to 
the guilty ruffians who have 
plunged Europe and America 
into bloodshed, Tho Diary is 
well worth reading, even though 1 
the writer shows no special liking for our own people. As 
a shrowd forecast I may quote tho following, written on 
August 22nd, 1914 : 44 However important yesterday’s battle 
may have been, it cannot be more than the first scone in 
the first act of a long tragedy. In all probability, as the 
war proceeds, cur victories over Franco will recede further 
and further into the background, bringing us no profit.” 

Tho rush of War-literature continues, and to keep pace 
with it is an impossibility, hut in many ways it will be 
a pity if Hound About Dar-h-Duc (Skkffinuton) is over- 
whelmed by tho Hood. Miss Suzanne Day worked for 
n\finy months among the refugees at Bar-lc-Duc, and she 
writes of them with fino understanding. Occasionally 
too she reveals genuine powers of observation, and 1 
cannot help thinking that her hook would have been im- 
proved if she had given a freer rein to them, As it is 
she has been a little over-anxious to amuse, which is 
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Coombs , practically a contest 
between mother and son, being 
most etToctive. But tho several 
i incidents which go to make up 
tho action lack novelty and ap- 
pear to be culled from other 
books rather than from first- 
hand study of life. This ap- 
plies notably to the other soil’s 
literary career, drug -taking 
habits, shallow wife and dying 
child. A good stylo is a little 
spoilt by excess of startling and 
alliterative epithets. As for the 
dialoguo, so long as Old Podley 
and Lady Rolls handle it, it 
is delightful in its point and 
humour ; when, however, the 
| two brothers get talking about 
j their souls it is at times most 
j tediously drawn out and solemn. 
( But it is Old Podley who opens 
the hook and Lady Rolls wliQ 
concludes it, and all that is in 
between is far and away too 
good to miss on account of a 
llaw or two. 


TIIE SINEWS OF WAR. 

Patriotic Sister. “ You ’ve been ratin’ yer blackberries. 

YOU EAT A BRACK MERRY 


Don’t you know ar every time 
you’re ratin’ a millet?” 


The Chestermarke Instinct 
(Allen and Unwin) may best 
be described as a realistic de- 
tective story, meaning by that that the detectives involved 
are no super-sleuths hut tho patient and not too subtle opera- 
tors who make Scotland Yard a synonym for perseverance 
rather than inspiration. But if Mr. J. S. Fletcher’s sleuths 
are not super-sleuths the most hardened fiction-fiend will 
hesitate to suggest that Joseph Chestermarke is not a super- 
villain. One cannot help feeling that tho interesting skein of 
mystery could have been finally unravelled to everybody’s 
satisfaction without showing up Joseph as such a monster 
in the last chapter and spoiling the almost sleepy realism 
of the story by introducing effects that savour more of the 
Monte Orisio than an English market-town. But it is per- 
haps ungracious to criticise, the conclusion Of a mystery 
story. The inevitable explanation of how it all happened — 
that - is, all the things that had to happen .in order to 
distract our attention from what really did happen — is the 
least important part of such tales as these. Mr. Fletcher 
has already won a substantial reputation as. m writer of 
all the greater pity because she can he amusing without sensational and dramatic fiction ; The Chestermarke Instinct 
any effort whatsoever. Her wail over tho costume she will sustain it. 
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Ip we are to believe the Cologne 
Gazette , the German High Command 
have decided upon a forward move- 
ment — that is, of course, if the Allies 
will only retreat. ... 

11 The German people,” said the 
Kaiser in his latest speech, “ is re- 
solved to defend its treasures of Kultur 
acquired in tenacious labour against 
the enemy onslaught.” The German 
people may do the defending, but it 's 
Little Willie who really got away 
with most of the stuff. 

According to the Berliner Tugeblatt 
the 'Reichstag will shortly consider a 
proposal to grant much higher old-age 
pensions, to begin at the j 
age of sixty. Several peo- 1 
plo in Germany complain j 
that this is merely a plot 
to encourage them to live I J' 
much longer. 

Kino Ferdinand is re- 
ported to have returned to ! 

Sofia completely cured. It j 
turns out to have bedn i 
nothing but a touch of j /Mr 
the “flow.” 


“Immediate develop- 
ments on the long lino 
of bubble are a little ob- 
scure,” says The Cork Con- 
stitution . From German 
sources, however, wo ga- 
ther that it is rapidly de- 
veloping into a lino of bub- 
ble and squeak. 


among the firemen persons contem- 
plating having fires on their premises 
are requested to postpone them until 
the trouble is over. 

* * 

$ 

In this connection a reported state- 
ment by the Coal Controller, that 
there will ho no more fires if he can 
help it, has aroused widespread con- 
sternation. * ... 

* *’ 

Can it be that the Government is 
losing its dash ? The police trouble in 
London has been practically settled 
and the Cabinet has missed another 
exceptionally fine opportunity of setting 
lip a Special Committee. 

This strike, by the way, is already 
hearing evil fruit. Only yesterday an 



Imaginative little Girl. “Fancy, MoTTir.ii, only yestluihy I may 

HAVE MCKN HATHINtf WITH THIS HLOATKR ! *’ 


errand-hoy was heard to say “ Yah ! ” 
The Association of Gramophono and to a special constable in the Edgware 
Musical Instrument Manufacturers Road. ... ... 

urge an embargo on all musical instru- * 

moiiis, including mouth-organs, from Prison officers aro now demanding 
enemy countries for five years after wage increases. It is rumoured that 
the War. We have always maintained several old lags now undergoing sen- 
that complete victory could never be tence have in the event of a strike 
had without paying the price. offered to come out in sympathy. 


“ Six hundred Britons interned in 
Holland have married Dutch girls,” 
says The Daily Mail , and asks what is 
to bo done about it. The Bishop of 
London is said to favour a course of 
instruction in cheese-making for the 
idle rich. ... ... 

Sir Horace Plunkett authorises 
the statement that he has no know- 
ledge of the Irish Progressive Party. 
The name, it is suggested, can have ffo 
reference to any of the recognised Irish 

Parties. 

* 

In view of the unrest prevailing 


So far as can at present ho ascer- 
tained, at Acton there are only five 
prospective Candidates' for the noxt 
General Election. It is felt locally 
that this palpable breakdown of the 
voluntary system will inevitably result 
in consciiption. * ... 

A few days ago .£4,725 was paid for 
a Friesland cow. The smallness of the 
sum is attributed to the fact that the 
animal had already been milked that 
morning. * 

It is announced that a man 7 feet 
3 inches in height has just joined the 


American Army. Wo understand that 
he will bo shipped to Europe as soon 
as they have a vessel to fit him. 

An applicant for a transfer of licence 
at Rhyl was described in testimonials as 
being “ honourable, temperate, affable, 
adaptable, roliablo, straightforward, up- 
right, good and steady.” Nothing was 
said about his being Welsh. 

An K veiling News paragraph tells us 
that a non-alcoholic “ beer-house ” has 
hcon opened in Acton. Several men in 
the district aro said to ho much obliged 
to our contemporary for this little 
friendly warning. 

A man has been charged at tho 
Thames Police Court with stealing a 
quantity of cloth value 
seven hundred and fifteen 
pounds. Almost enough, 
in fact, to have made a suit 
of clothes in pro-war days. 

A Chicago boy only four 
months old is said to have 
one of the most powerful 
tenor voices yet heard. 
This is not all. As soon 
as thefathorwas told this 
it appears ho left home, 
and it is feared that ho 
has made away with him- 
sclf. .... jj, 

* 

A Tyneside munition - 
worker has been fined ten 
pounds for taking matches 
into a munition works. 
No information was forth- 
coming, however, as to 
I where he obtained the matches. 

> * * 

; * 

! An applicant to the Sunningdale 
tribunal discovered on producing his 
birth-certificate that he was ten years 
! younger than ho supposed. His only 
j regret, ho declares., is that he has 
wasted the best years of the War. 

Under tho heading, “A Surfeit of 
Blackberries,” The Weekly Dispatch 
says, “Three youngsters from a village 
in Sussex gathered over a hundred- 
weight. The crop is the heaviest on 
record.” All four crops, we should 
imagine. 

From a Parish Magazine : — 

“ Mr*. bad what might have provod a 

moKt serious bicycle accident on August 20th. 
Coming from - • the front fork dPhifl bicycle 

parted company with him and the otherwheci, 
and went ell on its own. Fortunately it 
happened on a level place and lie came oil 
with a had cut and a still neck, for which wc 
are v6ry thankful . " 

Callous, we 'call it. 


VCL. clv. 
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PLAYING THE GAME. 

I tell this, the true version of the 
story, that justice may be done. The re- 
putation of my regiment for sportsman- 
like behaviour lias sufTered grievously 
and quite unjustly. This then is what 
actually occurred. 

When wo wore in Rest Camp at 
Villeneuvo St. Julien, wo (the 6th 
K.R.L.I.) challenged the Staff of the 
F.M.D. to a cricket-match. It was 
only after they had accepted the chal- 
lenge that we learned that Frysop was 
attached to them. Still, in face of this 
terrific nows I think wo may flatter 
ourselves that we never seriously got 
the wind up. “ We may foo’zlo him 
out somehow,” we said; “and as for 
his bowling, all howling 's more or loss 
alike on a pitch full of shell-holes like 
this one.” Rut we were sorry we had 
been a bit patronising to the F.M.D. 
about the match. 

Wo wont in first and mado 125, and 
they had compiled 95 for *5 wickets, 
with Frysop in and well set, when the 
other batsman skiod a ball over the 
bowler's head. While it was still in 
the air and the batsmen were running 
on the chance that long-on, who had 
some distance to go, would miss the 
catch, we became aware that a pair of 
mules were advancing rapidly from the 
north, little retarded by the efforts of a 
rider who uneasily bestrode one of 
them. 

Wo watched in some anxiety, mea- 
suring the distance with our eyes. 
Would long-on reach the ball before 
tho mules got there ? 

I do not wish to boast, but I may 
say that from the first I never doubted 
that they would all arrive together. 
And so it was. At the exact moment 
when tho ball fell into tho hands of 
long-on tho off mule caught him in the 
back, and he thereafter became but 
part of a confusion of man and mule- 
heels. 

Nqw a mule is least dangerous when 
most aggressive, and vice-versa. Tho 
mule somnolent, thinking, with half- 
closed eyes, gently of its mother, will 
suddenly reach out five yards with its 
heels and break your log or your collar- 
bone or both. But the mule rampant 
will jump all over you and pass on 
without doing any damage at all. All 
who have learnt to know (if not to 
love) tho mule will bear me out, but 
Frysop, nurtured in the sheltered offices 
of tho F.M.D. , knew loss than nothing 
of mules. Horrified at the sight, or 
rathor at tho disappearance, of long-on, 
lie left the batsman’s wicket, at which 
ho had by this time arrived, and has- 
tened towards the scene of tho disaster, 
further encouraged to do so by tho fact 


that the bowler was running in that 
direction also. The bowler, however, 
was moved by quite other motives. He 
had seen too many men under mules 
to be disturbed by such a trifle, and 
was running to gather the bail, which 
had at the moment of impact with the 
mule boon shot from long on’s hands 
in his direction. He picked it up, and, 
naturally concluding that Frysop was 
starting for a second run, Hung it to 
the wicket-keeper. Tho wicket-keeper, 
under tho same impression, whipped 
off the bails, and, as the other batsman 
was still at tho bowler’s wicket gazing, 
fascinated, at the mule “ mix-up,” 
Frysop was out. 

1 must say for Frysop himsolf that 
he took it in good part and novor ques- 
tioned that the whole affair was tho 
result of a mistake. But unfortunately 
tho conduct of the other members of 
the F.M.D., especially tho five remain- 
ing batsmen, who only compiled about 
ton botwoon them, leaving us winners 
by twenty runs, was not so creditable. 
It was in vain that wo pointed out that 
tho catch would undoubtedly have been 
hold had tho mules not joined unbidden 
in the game. They replied that this 
would only have rosultod in the loss of 
a batsman, who was nothing compared 
with Frysop; indeed, they repeated 
this so loudly and so often that T 
thought it must bo a little painful for 
tho batsman concerned. It was in 
vain that wo called their attention to 
the subsequent indifferent fielding of 
the somewhat shaken long-on ; in vain 
that tho bowler and tho wickofc-koopor 
protested thoir good faith, and pointed 
out that the root of tho trouble lay in 
Frysop’s regrettable ignorance of tho 
habits of tho mule. While accusing 
us of frightfulness they themselves 
were guilty of a most venomous form 
of hate, and when, throe days later, we 
played the Machine Gunners thoy camo 
down to the ground, and, when wo 
wero having rather a leather-hunting, 
shouted, “Why don’t you send for your 
performing mules ? ” I have been glad 
therefore to tell tho true version of tho 
story. Some doubtless will still con- 
tinue to think the worst of us ; that is 
inevitable, and we can afford to ignore 
them. Tho great body of fair-minded 
people will soo that we wore entirely 
innocent of evil intent. 


“Mrs. Nancy , of Silvordalc, Carnforth, 

this week attained her 1000th birthday. She 
received many congratulations and a letter 
from the King expressing tho hope that tho 
remainder of her days would bo blessed with 
good health and prosperity.” 

North-Western Daily Neics. 

It is rumoured that the dear old lady 
contemplates setting up a millenary 
businoss. 


“THE SWALLOWS ARE MAKING THEM 
READY TO FLY." 

0 swallow, swallow, swallow, 

I would I could fiy like you, 
And speed afar 
To Zanzibar 
Or China or Peru — • 

Or “ any old ” land 
With a “ silver strand,” 
Where tho skies are always blue ; 
For then would I seek with a flight 
impassioned 

Some spot where light and heat weren't 
rationed, 

(As they ’re probably not 
Where the sun shines hot 
And searches you through and 
through) ; 

But at flying you always boat mo hollow, 

0 swallow, swallow, swallow, swallow ! 

O swallow, swallow, swallow, 

Now Summer is on the wane, 

Of courso I might 
Tako a long lone flight 
In a modorn aoroplano, 

And visit the Nile 
* Where the crocodile 
Smiles ever through tears of pain ; 
But I fear that I’m getting [a bib old- 
fashioned, 

So 1 ’ll wait where heat and light arc 
rationed ; 

But don’t you stay 
For a single day ; 

Bo oil, with your brood in train ! 

1 ’m only sorry I cannot follow 

You in your flight, O swallow, swallow ! 

O swallow, swallow, swallow, 

I shall sit at home and freeze 
In the night-lit gloom 
Of a firoless room, 

And si liver and shako and sneeze, 
And croak and cough ; 

But you get off 
To your warm Antipodes ! 

T too would fly, if aptly-fashioned, 

To a land where light and heat weren’t 
rationed ; 

But don’t you worry ; 

Hurry, bird, hurry ! 

You ’ve only yourself to please. 
Loave mo behind in the mud to wallow, 
Our yellow fog to swallow — swallow ! 

The Strike Epidemic. 

“ Foch strikes to-day at now front." 

Evening News. 

“There is always a swarm of soldiers at 
Fusion . fully accoutred, some spick and span, 
and others mud-splashed ana dishevelled, 
according to whether the mon aro hack from 
or going back to the Western front." 

Birmingham Vost . 

Some of the descriptions of trench life 
which we have heard must* have been 
grossly exaggerated. 





Mias X. (on WAK-WOllK AGAINST THE HUNS) Bl'CCLEDK IN HEll HUMANE DESIRE '10 AVOID RILLING AN ENGLISH SPARROW. 


LETTERS OF A BOY SCOUT, 
iv. 

Deau Uncle, — 1 am working vory 
hard for an amberlanco badge and J 
wish you wore out of hospital so I 
could practice on your log. Belfitt, 
our petrol leader, says it is a good idea 
to keep an eye on stout old gentlemen 
who may have fits for he knew a boy 
scout who got five pounds for helping 
an old gentleman to have a stroke com- 
fortable, and if any of us gets live 
pounds it is to go to the petrol funds. 
So I follow old gentlemen who seem 
likely, but up to now they have been 
very disappointing, not going into fits 
at all but into public-houses, which is 
unpatriotic in wartime. So pleaso come 
out of hospital as soon as you can for 
the petrol wants your leg. it is no use 
bandaging well legs because it doesn’t 
hurt if it isn’t done proper. Now you 
could tell us just whon we hurt your leg. 

Bellitt is very trubblod about the 
War for ho says if we go slamming 
the Huns like this what will become 
of the lnvashun and the scouts will 
stand no chance of a show, and he had 
set his heart on the Cuckoo Fetrol 
capturing the Crown Prince, lie says 
wo never do get a show and that the 
Government ought to have called out 


the Scouts directly the police struck. 
And Bellitt says that if he could sit in 
Scotland Yard finding out wurdeis he 
would be in his proper spear. 

Bellitt says that scouts should be the 
sole of honour and truthfulness in all 
circs. Ho says always tell the truth 
even to schoolmasters — only his school- 
master being a heest is an excepshun 
which proves the rule. 

We helped at a War Concert the 
other night giving out programs and 
showing people their seats, and the 
Lady Bckketary said afterwards, “ Do 
you Seoul s expect refreshment? ” 

So Belfitt, being always truthful, 
said, “ We do our work for tho honour 
of old England, but as scouts have to 
speak the truth I must say we did 
expect something.” Only the singers 
had eat everything up and Belfitt says 
that the Lady Bekketary had no tack, 
because tackful people never offer things 
they haven’t got. # 

Wo put up an air-rifle shooting range 
in our garden because Belfitt’s pater 
has a green-house and raises Cane. 
But the pater lias stopped it because 
tho old lady next door got a pellet in 
her false teeth which is imposible unless 
she climbed the wall and put her head 
in front of the target. And she said 
her hens was shot at so much that 


they wouldn’t lay. Now no scout would 
be crooil enough to shoot at a hen only 
when a lien crosses tho range. When he 
is aiming ho has to think of his country 
first and not any old hen. 1 hope that 
when you come you will explain to the 
pater that unless wo are crack shots 
like Dead Eye Dick there will be no 
hope for tho country when we go to 
the War. Do you think the War will 
last till I am eighteen for the Pater says 
he is going to make me an analitical 
chemist and that the wars of the future 
will be won in the labboratories. But 
if it ’s as slow as at our Labb at school 
wo might just as well havo peace at 
once. So do come and argue with him 
for I want to be a professional bomber 
going to Berlin reglar. 

Your loving nephew Jim. 

“ It is stated that Major intends to sell 

his ancestral estates in Mull. The estates 
cover 34,000 acres, and comprise deer forests, 
grouse moors, and salmon hives.” — Observer. 

Before purchasing wo shoidd like to 
know if there is a bee river. 

“Mr. wishes to highly recommend his 

Protestant Steward; married, but would go 
single .” — Irish Paper. 

Ah, how many we know who are 
married but would gladly go siugle if 
they could. 


Pelmanism and the Silver Badge 

By GEORGE HENRY 


F IT were within my power I would so order it that every 
Silver Badge issued to a discharged soldier would he a< cum- 
panied by a free enrolment for a course of Pelmanism. 

For Pelmanism is of the greatest importance to the dis- 
charged soldier, and I am putting my views in regai d to it 
upon record because I believe that the lessons to be learned 
from my own case may be of some service to many thousands 
of my comrades in the great Brotherhood of the Silver Badge. 

It is just a year since the day when I cast aside khaki, con- 
signed my tin of “ Soldiers Friend” to oblivion, and feverishly 
arrayed myself in the most flamboyant clolh.es that my tailor 
and hosier could provide. 

It is twelve months since the day 1 realised that, after nearly 
three years’ service, 1 had become a free man — free to order 
my comings and goings as I listed -free from the tyranny of 
the bugle-call -free to follow the dictates of my own will in 
everything, unhedged by restriction or prohibition. 

And I was eager to burst upon a civilian world with all the 
thcatiical jlairc of a newly discovered prima donna. In my 
innocence, I thought that this same civilian world was waiting 
to lay bare its rewards before the sword of my wits. 

Put I was sorry to discover that this view-point savoured of 
the unsophisticated. It had not occurred to me that the battle 
for a living was quite as strenuous as ever — indeed, had m- 
tensilied during war time -and that in going “over the top” 
in business or professional life one must still be equipped with 
the most effective mental munitions. 

In my pre-war days I had gained a comfortable income in 
the practice of my profession. My mind had enjoyed ample 
exercise and was always (if l may he forgiven t lie simile) at 
“concert pitch.” Anil so 1 thought that, with a world full of 
splendid topics of general interest, I could not fail to produce 
of my best, and rebuild my shattered fortunes. 

I took a holiday, and, returning, came to my desk, filled with 
a resolve to work as never 1 had worked before. 

It was just there that I came down to earth, and the bubbles 
of my childlike faith bespattered themselves on the stones of 
reality. 

One morning of fruitless, futile scribbling showed me that 
nearly three years’ service as a soldier had had its inevitable 
effect on my mental processes. 

That nimble wit l had been so proud to possess positively 
would not be stimulated ; that ability to analyse a subject and 
classify its components that had made my previous work clear 
and forceful had fled ; that ease in the choice of the right word 
that had made work a recreation had taken a fancy for aviation 
and winged away. 

There I was, with a comfortable desk and chair, quires of 
good pre-war paper, an efficient fountain pen, nebulous ideas in 
abundance — and I could not express myself for the life of me. 

And it was not just a matter of mood, for this inability to 
work persisted. In a week or two there came the realisation 
that it was a chronic state. The reason was not far to seek. 
For nearly three years my every day’s activities had been 
planned ahead for me. Almost had my every action been 
governed by the decisions of my superior officers. Day and 
night, week in, week out, I had, and rightly so, surrendered 
myself to the' mechanical will of the military machine. My 
thinking had been done for me. I had no reason to think for 
myself. Indeed, I soon learned that “thinking for oneself” 
was a short path to the pleasures of “ pack drill.” 

All of which resulted in a brain lying fallow. Its functions 
had not been properly exercised— it was a great obese brain, 
over-fed with facts and impressions, suffering f rom a species 
of mental indigestion, torpid and unresponsive to my will. 

I had, indeed, come to a pretty pass ! It was necessary for 
me to earn at least double as much as in pre-war days merely 
to provide the bread and butter of respectability. How was I 
to make provision for this — much less for the occasional jam 


that makes life livable— with my mind rusted, faculties blunted, 
and thinking-power to a great extent atrophied by disuse ? 

Obsessed by this sort of query, little wonder that l gave way 
to depression and doubt, and feared for my future. I began to 
think that I was going to be one of life’s “ wash-outs,” and in 
the light of later learning l really think I did for a time belong 
to that peculiar species of humanity until Pelmanism came 
to me 1 

Pntil Pelmanism came to me— bv the prosaic path of a 
daily paper announcement, and the subsequent clipping of a 
coupon. Many thousands of Silver Badge men have hesitated 
over that same coupon. 1 wish 1 could make them realise to 
the full the import of it. For Pelmanism gave me what it has 
given many a thousand men and women. It gave me courage, 
iirst of all. The litst“ little Grey Book ” refreshed and stung 
my mind into activity, just as a plunge into a cold hath rein- 
vigorates a tired body. My mind steeped itself in that little 
text-book and r.ime forth permeated with confidence, and as 
the fascinating cxctcises of Pelmanism unfolded their wonderful 
interest and chaim, my mind began to bestir itself and throw 
oil the shackles of its hibernation. 

Pelmanism changed my whole outlook on life, gave me new 
interests, and made me T 1 1 1 N K. 

My mind began to function more speedily and easily. 1 
found that 1 could collect my thoughts, concentrate on a 
subject, analyse and classify possibilities, and, finally, express 
myself without tin; h lir-tearing and other temperamental 
performances whii h are popularly supposed to he the accom- 
paniment of creative wo; k. The upshot is that to-day my work 
is accomplished with ease, and 1 am never tired of reiterating 
the fact that Pelmanism paysTor itself a thousandfold. 

So much for my personal experiences of Pelmanism. 1 have 
dealt with my own ea -o at length because it is typical of 
thousands of others. 1 have lately had an opportunity of in- 
vestigating the work of Pelmanism, and found that the register 
of the Pelman Institute teems with cases of students who at 
their introduction to the Course had suffered from the same 
mental “dry-rot ” that was once my portion. 1 found, too, that 
among my brothers of the Silver Badge there is a great army 
of Pelmanists equipping itself for tin; stern struggle for a 
living that follows the laying down of the weapons of war. 
In many cases, officers who have appreciated the qualities of 
the men who served under them have paid for a course of 
Pelmanism for siuh men on their discharge from the service. 

And no person who can read can escape the wonderful 
tributes which are being paid to Pelmanism by distinguished 
men in every section ol the Press. 

Yes, Pelmanism is, without a doubt, a vital necessity for the 
discharged soldier. For it is the men of the “ Silver Badge” 
and their comrades who will return when peace comes— the youth 
of the wot Id —upon whom the duty of rebuilding a new social 
order on the ashes of the old will devolve. It is the youth of 
the world who, when the peace comes, must so order things 
that the peace shall be kept and the earth cleansed of the 
corruption and loose thinking that played a great part in 
bringing about the mud-and-blood welter of the last four years. 
And to equip them for their labours in this respect, as well as 
for their own individual welfare, l think that Pelmanism is of 
inestimable value. 

“ Mind and Memory* 1 in which Pelmanism is fully explained and 
illustrated; and a supplement treating of “ Pelmanism as an Intel- 
lectual and Social Factor ,” together with a reprint 0/Tkutii’£ Report 
on the Pelman Institute and its worh , unit he sent gratis and 
post free to any reader of Punch who addresses a post card to the 
Pelman Institute , i Pelman IIouse 1 Bloomsbury Street , London , IV. C. i. 
All correspondence is confidential. 

Overseas Addresses: 46-48, Market Street, Melbourne; 15, Toronto 
Street , Toronto; Club Arcade , Durban. 




1 What MILTON is and does 

MILTON is new. You have nothing to-day with which to compare it. It is not a “ cure-all,” 
yet in one bottle of MILTON you obtain an article which will perform more than 50 every- 
day services — services for which you to-day buy a dozen or more different preparations. 

MILTON does every one of these thoroughly, reliably, quickly. 

To he able to perform so many widely varying services, MILTON must, of course, be a powerful fluid. 
It is powerful. But (and this is perhaps its most astonishing feature) it is absolutely harmless, 
perfectly safe. It can be used freely, or the bottle may bo left standing about without the least anxiety, 
l-’or MILTON, although it is so powerful and effective, is non-poisoiious ; it will not burn or stain the 
hands or skin; it will not take lire or explode; it is clear and clean, and what little smell it has 
disappears almost immediately after use. 

Among its many uses arc - 

For avoiding the danger from flics 

For mosquito and gnat bites and all irritations 

For removing stains without injury even to tlic most delicate fabrics 

For removing and preventing the smell of perspiration 

For use as a mouth wash, dentifrice, and nasal douche 

For freshening the air after tobacco smoke 

For destroying bad smells 

For preserving fish, meat, poultry from becoming tainted 

This sounds almost unbelievable, but atrial very quickly con\inccs. And isn’t it worth trying? If in one 
bottle you can have a safe, harmless but powerful fluid which can be of service to you in so many different 
ways, can you afford to be without it ? It costs only a shrtling to become convinced. And a bottle lasts a long 
time it is economical, (let a bottle to-day. You will be astonished at the results. 


There is an ample supply 
of MILTON. Your 
Chemist, your Grocer or 
I rou monger can obtain it. 
If he says he cannot ob- 
tain it toll him our address 
and we will see that he is 
promptly supplied. 


MILTON is sold in 1 j m & 2/* bottles by all dealers 

Tiii !■- Bottle contains 2^ times as much as the 1 /- Bottle 
Milton Manufacturing Co. Ltd. 125 Hunhill Row, London, K C. 1, and 6* Wellington St. Glasgow 


V&rdleys 

Eau de Cologne 

Is one of the most indispensable of Toilet Requisites. 

There is no other make possessing the genuine quality 
and the clean delicate fragrance which distinguishes 
Y A R D L E Y*S, and makes 
this famous brand so valuable 
in sickness and so delightful 
in health. 


Prices . 

4 oz. bottles ... 4/6 
Original Package of 
£ doz. bottles . . . 26/6 
Wickered Bottles : — - 
J pint 
1 pint 
1 quart 
Magjnuin ... 

Yardlqy 

8* New Bond Street 
London, W 

and of all high-eJass 
Chemists and Stores 




A 

Charmingly 

Warm 

Cardigan 


Light and Cosy, 
a real boon 
for Autumn 
wear 


Jaeger 

(y 


LONDON DEPOTS: 
126, Resent Street, W. I 
456, Strand, W.C. 2 
30. Sloane Street, S.W. I 
102, Kendngton High St., W, 8 
115, Victoria Street, S.W. 1 
85-86, Cheapiide, E.C. 2 



873 

Undycd Camelhair and Wool 
Mixture 


Jaeger Agents in every town ard 
throughout the British Empire. 


39/6 
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MILESTONES. 

Dear Mu. Punch, — I wonder whether 
you noticed how very appropriately Sir 
Francis Lloyd’s rescinding of the old 
order about the attendance of officers 
at subscription hops fitted in with the 
smashing of the Switch Line? The 
evening papers had the news of Jerry’s 
collapse; next morning’s contained an 
official announcement that officers 
might now appear at dances “in public 
places ” (though I hope none of them 
will hastily conclude that this sanctions 
the practice of two -stepping down 
Shaftesbury Avenue or any indiscre- 
tions of that kind). What a very 
admirable and appropriate recognition 
of our victory ! And what a contrast 
to the curmudgeonly attitude of the 
Fuel and Light autocrat, who straight- 
away weighed in with an explanation 
that oven if we 'd recaptured all the 
French pit-heads it wouldn’t mean a 
ha’porth more coal on the kitchen tiro 
this winter! 13ut what I want to say 
is this: Why not apply Sir Francis 
Lloyd's principle all round hence- 
forward? Every time we give Jerry 
something more to be going on with, 
why not give ourselves something too, 
in the shape of the restitution of another 
of our pre-war privileges? When 
C&mbrai goes we might all be allowed 
an extra ounce with afternoon tea, and 
perhaps just one sugary thing in the 


THE UNINVITED MASCOT. 

way of cake 4. Lille might ho the 
signal for releasing an extra tank or 
two of Scotch from bond, thereby con- 
veying our thanks to the renowned 
51st Division by rescuing its country 
from the terrible drought that I am told 
lias overtaken it. Hack on the Meuse 
would bo good enough for something 
really dramatic permission to have 
supper after a theatre, say, or a whole 
tin of petrol to every holder of a motor 
licence. The system could bo worked 
on an ascending scale, which included 
such amazing tilings as lots of real 
butter and beef-steaks, because the far- 
ther Lack wo hustled them the nearer 
tko end must be and the less need for 
husbanding our resources. 

Don’t you think it ’s a bon idea, Sir, 
and worthy your distinguished support? ( 
Wo ’re not a particularly demonstrative j 
people, and bells and bunting don’t I 
mean very much after all. Hut here 
you would have every stage in the re- 
ceding tide of German fortunes indelibly 
plotted out on the sands of individual 
memory. Hesides we don’t want to j 
leave everything of this kind until ; 
Peace is actually declared, otherwise i 
wo shall bo as .helpless as prisoners! 
staggering into daylight after half a 
lifetime in the cells. Far better regain 
our liberty by easy stages, chipping 
bits off our fetters as wo go along. And 
then, when wo really are marching 
down Enter den Linden, the only 


thing left to do will he for both Houses 
to assemble in Palace Yard and solemnly 
commit to the ilamcs the last remaining 
fragments of an emaciated Dora. 

1 have the honour to be, Sir, 

Your obedient Servant, 

Tails Up. 

TO TIIE LAND WOKKEKS. 
Still and warm and close together 
Slept the seeds of ripening grain, 
Whisperingthroughthe wintry weather 
Of the grave where they had lain. 
Spring came calling through the 
meadows 

Where the little blades pierced 
through ; 

God brought sunshine to tho shadows, 
Hut tho rest He loft to you. 

So you served the hidden treasure 
With an unaccustomed hand, 
Watching till in fullest measure 
Heauty clothed the empty land; 
Through the summer, as a token, 

God sent sunshine, rain and dew, 
Kept His promise still unbroken, 

Hub the rest lie left to you. 

Where you drove the lonely furrow 
With the sleeping seeds below, 

Now across a world of sorrow 
Golden sheaves of harvest show. 
God’s glad sunshine lies upon her, 

Fed with wind and rain and dew, 
And He knows you did with honour 
All the work He left to you. 
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HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

( Frau Professor Kiwmmiiein and Frau General von Stumm.) 

Fran Krummbein . Well, then, how goes it, Frau General ? 
Is the news from the Herr General good? 

Frau ron Stumm. Ho is alive at least, and in these days 
one m Mot ho thankful for that. IIow goes it with tho 
Jlerr Professor ? 

[Sounds of deep groaning from another part of the 
house are heard. 

Frau K. There you have your answer. Those groans 
aro tho Professor. 

Frau ron S. But you are making fun with me. How 
can a groan, oven if it is a good groan, he a Professor? 

Frau A . I will tell you that. This is the hour when the 
Professor practises his will to victory, after first practising 
his will to cheerfulness. Are wo not told by the Ann H kjiiest 
and his Uindeniiujuv that wo who aro left in the homeland 
must do what wo can to keep up tho spirits of the people? 

Frau von S. Now I begin to understand. 

Frau K. The poor Professor does not find, I am afraid, 
that he does much good, though his attempts at cheerful- 
ness aro as strong as he can mako them. They cause the 
perspiration to run from the forehead, and those groans that 
you heai 1 aro the proof that ho is not working altogether 
in vain. 

Frau ron S. Tho Professor is certainly a most patriotic 
man, and if all were like him we should soon, 1 think, win 
tho War and loach tho Fnglish and the French not to 
interfere with us any more. Put does the Professor only 
groan, or does ho do other things as well ? 

Frau K. Oh, ho does other things too. For instance, he 
will not show other people that lie is pale and unhappy, 
but when ho goes out for a walk he puts a red colour on 
his cheeks and smiles all the time, so that people may say, 
“That is the I lerr Professor Krummbein. lie lias certainly 
got some good news, for his face is red with rejoicing and 
ho keeps on smiling all tho time. Certainly lie has tho 
will to cheerfulness.” And then they try to smile too, but 
they do not always succeed. 

Frau von S. No, they aro not all so patriotic or so well 
educated as the Professor. It is for him to sot an examplo, 
and that he does magnificently. But have you hoard the 
latest trick of our cnomies? 

Frau K. Which do you mean ? They have so many 
tricks with gas and other things that it is difficult to keep 
paco with them. 

Frau von S. Well, it seems that when they go up in 
their horrible aoroplancH they tako with them tons and 
tons of little printed papers, and these they scatter all over 
Belgium and those parts of Franco in which wo are lighting, 
and the soldiers pick them up and read them, and when 
they have read them they pass them from hand to hand 
and send them homo. 

Frau K. But what is printed on these papers ? 

Frau von S . Oh, lies about Belgium, and who began the 
war, and false things about the Am,- Highest. It is shock- 
ing to think that men can imagine such tales, and it is 
wicked that our Hindeniuuk;, who has hard onough work 
to keep tho enemy from overwhelming us, should have to 
deal with such papers at a time when ho wants all his 
strength for fighting. 

Frau K. Yos, and it is wdiispered that tho fighting is 
not going well. Everywhere our armies have been retreat- 
ing. Have you heard anything about it from your Herr 
General? 

Frau von S. No, ho says nothing to me. But iny second 
cousin, Heinrich, who is on my husband’s Staff, wrote to 
me that all was not going too well. 


Frau K. It is almost unbelievable that we should be 
beaten, and after all the brilliant things that they liave 
told us. 

[At this moment tho Professor in the back room 
breaks out with a series of groans louder than any 
that have preceded them. 

Excuse mo for tho moment, l think I must go and see 
tho Professor. His will to victory scorns not to be going 
so smoothly as usual this morning, or perhaps it is his 
will to cheerfulness that has gono wrong. 

ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF BINGO OUR 
TRENCH DQG. 

Weep, weep, ye dwellers in tho delved earth, 

Ah, weep, ye watchers by the dismal shore 
Of No Man’s Laud, for Bingo-is no more; 

He is no more, and well ye knew his worth, 

For whom on hully-heofloss days wore kept 
Rare bones by each according to his means, 

And, while the Quartermaster-Sergeant slept, 

The elusive pork was rescued from tho beans. 

He is no more and, impudently bravo, 

Tho loathly rats sit grinning on his grave. 

Him mourn the grimy cooks and bombers ten, 

The sentinels in lonely posts forlorn, 

The fierce patrols with hands and tunics torn, 

Tho fin live hand of sanitary men. 

The murmuring sound of grief along the length 
Of traversed trench the startled Hun could hear; 

The Captain, as ho struck him off the strength, 

Let fall a sad and solitary tear; 

Tis even said a batman passing by 
Had seen the Sergeant-Major wipe his eye. 

Tho fo:i i*f ill fervour of the feline cha-m 

Ho never know, poor dog, he never knew ; 

Content with optimistic zeal to wot* 

Reluctant rodents in this murky place, 

Ho never played with children on (dean grass, 

Nor dozed at< ease hesido tho glowing embers, 

Nor watched with hopeful eye the tea-cakes pass, 
Nor smelt the heather-smell of Scotch Septembers, 

For ho was horn amid a world at war 
Although unrecking what we struggled for. 

Yot who shall say that Bingo was unblest 
Though all his Sprattless life was passed beneath 
Tho roar of mortars and the whistling breath 
Of grim nocturnal heavies going West? 

Unmoved he heard the evening hymn of hate, 
Unmoved would gaze into his master’s eyes, 

For all the sorrows men for men create 
In search of happiness wise dogs despise, 

Finding ecstatic joy in every rag 

And every smile of friendship worth a w r ag. 

The Pessimist. 

From an Admiralty advertisement : — 

“ It is to bo particularly noted that entries are only being made for 
12 years’ service, and not fou duration of wail” — Daily Paper. 

“ A lad) and gentleman wish to be received into a country house in 
a bracing locality as paying guests. Preferably where shooting is to 
be had. Could bring young ecok.” — The Vote. 

We have often felt like this after a bad dinner. 

“Still Wanting Cycle, girl 15. Father ditto. Passablo condi- 
tion.” — Parish Magazine. 

Wo aro glad father is no worse. 
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CHEQUES. 

This new demand for an additional 
stamp on cheques brought them under 
discussion. 

“ Personally,” said tho Poof, “ 1 think 
cheques the greatest invention of mod- 
ern times.” 

“ So long as you have a balance,” ; 
said the Doctor. 

“ Or can overdraw,” said tho Poet. 

“ But 1 admit,” ho added, “ that that ’s 
a horrid moment when the Dank says, 

1 Hold, enough.’ ” 

“ Or returns a cheque marked ‘ N.E.,’ ” 
said the Actor. 

“What does ‘N.E.’ mean?/’ we all 
asked. 

“ ‘ No earthly.’ ” 

“In my opinion,” said tho General, 
“the cheque is tho greatest of all foes 
to oconomy. If one had to pay every- 
thing in money — actual notes or coins 
— one would really consider one’s ex- 
penditure carefully. But if a few 
strokes of the pen can do the business, 
why, then you hardly think at all.” 

“ Quite true,” said the K.C. “ But, 
on the other hand, the cheque saves 
you from robbery. If we all carried 
large lumps of money about with us 
there would be ten times more pocket- 
picking and assaults than there are now, 
and with police-strikes in the air that 
would be very serious. It’s no use 


stealing a cheque-book unless you are 
a forger as well as a thief.” 

“Ah!” said the Doctor, “you’re 
talking of those little pocket cheque- 
books. They ho tho devil! A man 
who keeps his cheque-book at home 
and writes his cheques there has a 
chance a faint chance-- of control- 
ling his affairs. But to carry a cheque- 
book — that is the end of all caution.” 

“ Absolutely,” said the Poet. “And 
tho cheque- writing habit grows on you. 
You find yourself paying for your meals 
in that way, and that means a more 
expensive wine than you would dream 
of if you had to produce good honest 
money for it. I hate paying out money 
— at least I hate paying more than 
seven-and-six- -hut I ’ll write a cheque 
with any man.” 

“ I always thought,” said tho Gen- 
eral, “ that that shop in Bond Street 
whore a block of cheques and a pen are 
placod on every counter is much the 
cleverest place in London . No doubt 
they lose a little now and then through 
swindlers, hut they must make a large 
fortune simply through tho lure to ex- 
travagance which is set up. Of course, 
not to have to part with actual money 
is the thing.” 

Wo all sighed in agreement. 

“ I '11 tell you an odd tiling about 
cheques,” said the Doctor. “ I can’t 
bear to cross them according to iii- 


| structions. I’m not a testy man, but 
; lor some reason or other it makes me 
j furious to have to write a lot of direc- 
tions ‘ a/c so and so,’ don’t you know 
— between the lines. Why?” 

“I don’t know why,” said the Gen- 
, oral, “ hut L have the same reluctance.” 

I And wo found that we all had. 

| “it’s worse than copying out an- 
other man’s verses,” said tho Poet, 

or, in fact, copying out anything.” 

“What are you discussing?” the 
I Club bore inquired as lie joined the 
dissolving group. 

“ Cheques,” 1 said. 

“Oh!” he said. “They’re out of 
date, surely. I haven’t seen a pair of 
check trousers for months. Why dis- 
cuss tho obsolete ? ” 

“The damage will total easily $50,000 and 
the sufferers arc mainly Greek restaurant pro- 
prietors. 

In some of them scarcely one pane of glass 
remains whole.” 

Vancouver World (Prifi^h Columbia). 
They have the satisfaction of knowing, 
however, that after this shattering ex- 
perience it will he harder than ever to 
see through thorn. 

“ Assuming that his public engagements in 
Auckland made it difficult for His Excellency 
to be in two places at onee . . 

New Zealand Paper, 

It seems a fair assumption. 




Hostess. “I WISH I com, I) J>0 SOME WAR WORK TOO; BUT DANDY IIK11K IS SUCH A I IK.” 


HOW IT APPEAKS 

AFTER SPENDING T1IKEE P.VYS (SKAP- 
PLING WITH THE MysTEUIES OP THE 
Unfathomable. 

An additional 15,000 cubic foot of 
coal, not exceeding 3 tons 18 cwts., or 
an extra 1 cwt. for 13 additional tons 
of coke, not oxceoding 21 lbs. in woiglit, 
or ISO B.T. units of electricity on the 
table, and vice-versa in the case of in- 
firm persons living on a doctor’s cer- 
tificate to each tenant, sub-tenant, 
servant, local fuel overseer, coal mer- 
chant, or other young children who 
refiiso to accept the application (Form 
F.II.F. 14), make or connive at the mak- 
ing of any false statement (F.II.F. 53), 
on any application (F.II.F. 14) or 
requisition (F.II.F. 2) in connection 
with tho Order (F.II.F. 03), consume 
gas or electricity from a hawker in 
quantities of 1 cwt. or less (Clause 08), 
or give notice of removal as required 
in one quarter, or consume tho residue 
in any succeeding quarter of that year 
(F.II.F. 48) only in the summer months 
[November to April], say, 10 feet by 
20 feot exclusive of recesses or hay 
windows not exceeding 2i lbs. in weight 
or 1,000 to the ton (Clausos 75, 70, 77) 
is allowed where tho number of persons 
habitually resident in a house, flat, 
railway station, bath, or warehouse 


exceeds 800 to tho ton up to 12 B.T. 
units (Clause 7), while asylums, homes, 
prisons, chapels, and other quasi- 
domestic places of amusement are to 
receive special treatment, tho maximum 
penalty being 20 tons of imprisonment 
with or without hard labour, or both, or 
a line of 100 cwts. or both (Clause 1FJ). 

CARESSING THE SCAPEGOAT. 

[“Thu Foreign OlVieo deserves praise for 
this oxeellent piece of work.” Daily Mail, j 

1 7/ e y a re sitt i ny up i n bed in Downing 
Street, 

Then are sippiny at their chicken 
broth ; 

They can take a bit of nourishment in 
Down iny St reet , 

For the Lord has assuaged 11 is wrath. 
They have done a bit of good in Downing 
Street , 

At the place where they never did yet. 
And the Foreign Office hacks 
Have been patted on their backs , 

So it 's Balfour that is proud , you 
bet ! 

“There was nothing I could do was 
any good,” said ho 

(To tho writer of those cheerful 
rhymes); 

“ There was always one or other saying, 
4 13.M.G.’ ; 

• I expected to be shot for my crimes — 


To he stood against a wall in Carmelite 
Street, 

With my hack to the big brass plate, 
And he loaded just at dawn 
By compositors of brawn 
To a leader-writer’s Song of Halo. 

“ Oh, they damned the Foreign Ollice 
up and down, high and low', 

And they damned the Foreign Office 
broad and wide ; 

They observed that we were stupid, we 
were stuffy, we were slow, 

Wo wero bound about with tape and 
- triple hide. 

But they ’ve sung us a now song in 
Carmolito Street, 

So that lifo is a lovosomo thing. 

T am cheery, I am perky, 

And my nerves are not so jerky, 
No burden do I hear, but am a king ! 

“ Yes, we ’ re sitting up in bed in Down- 
ing Street, 

We are sipping at our chicken broth ; 

We can take a bit of nourishment in 
Downing Street, 

For the Lord has assuaged IHs wrath. 

We have done a bit of good in Downing 
Street , 

At the place where we never did yet. 
Yes, we Foreign Office hacks 
Have been patted on our backs * . . 
How soon will * The Mail* forget ? ** 

W. B. 
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Cmtit. “IlK.VL.LY, l'UUM T1IE WAY THESE COLLEGE AUTHORITIES MAKE THEMSELVES AT HOME YOU’D THINK THE i’LACE BELONG ED 
TO THEM.” 


LIGHT AND HEAT. 

One of the compensations for the discomfort of fuel short- 
age in the coming winter will bo the return of the weather 
as a subject of conversation, and the retirement of food and 
allotments into the background. 

The Esquimaux, it is said, maintain physical heat by a 
generous diet of whale-blubber. There is little hope of this 
commodity figuring to any extent upon the British break- 
fast-table, however, for on enquiry at Billingsgate and 
Selfiudue’s wo learn that there is hardly a drop in the 
country. . 

Wo cun thoroughly recommend the common paraffin 
lamp as giving a pleasant and adequate light. Wo could 
recommend it still more strongly if paraffin were not so 
difficult to obtain. 

Householders whoso gardens abut on the railway line 
are busy preparing well-displayed insults to the engine- 
drivers, hoping to ho pelted with coal in retaliation. 

At least one of the railway companies has been requested 
to have the coal in the tenders of the engines covered up, 
to prevent annoyance to the passengers. 

It is not generally known that the landlords of Hamp- 
stead arc preparing a generous prize offer for the garden 
fence found to bo in the best state of repair on May 1, 1919. 

Following upon the announcement that certain Govern- 
ment offices are to bo deprived of fires, a number of civil 
servants have inquired of the commissionaire at the main 
entrance of the building in which they are employed, “ Is 
there a bed on the premises ? ” 

Business men travelling from Brighton who carry their 


own office coal with them are requested not to convey it in 
their side pockets, owing to the crowded state of the railway 
compartments. 

Colonel Bluster and the office staff undor his control arc 
to bo envied this winter. The Colonel possesses a natural 
inability to keep cool, and ho will certainly make it hot for 
his clerks, whatever the weather. 

FAIRY MUSIC. 

When the fiddlers play their tunes you may sometimes hear, 
Very soitly chiming in, magically clear, 

Magically high and sweet, the tiny crystal notes 
Of fairy voices bubbling free from tiny fairy throats. 

When the birds at break of day chant their morning prayers 
Or on sunny afternoons pipe ecstatic airs, 

Comes an added rush of sound to the silver din — 

Songs of fairy troubadours gaily joining in. 

When athwart the drowsy holds summer twilight falls, 
Through the tranquil air there float elfin madrigals ; 

And in wild November nights, on the winds astride, 

Fairy hosts go rushing by, singing as they ride. 

Every dream that mortals dream, sloeping or awake, 

Every lovely fragile hope — these the fairies take, 

Delicately fashion them and give them back again 
In tender limpid melodies that charm the hearts of men. 

====; ^^ R. F. 

M One might take him, at a guess, for a Methodist minister— except, 
perhaps, for the genial and kindly expression in his eyes.” 

Shade of John Wesley ! Daily Fmr ’ 
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“My />/<;.(/{ CHILI), HOW CAN you expect to mykk a success of it if you only charge 

FIVE SHILLINGS FOK A SIXPENNY BOTTLE OF LEMONADE?” 


TIIE NEW POST-OFFICE GAME. 

“ Life,” said a cynic, " would ho en- 
durable if it wore not for its amuse- 
ments," but as there are no Piers, Pier- 
rots or Picture-palaces at Bronwcn wo 
can take comfort from our comparative 
isolation. It is only comparative. If 
we lack these three P.’s wo get a fourth, 
the Papers, soon after H a.m. on most 
mornings, and wo do nut lack other 
amenities. There aro golf-links of ex- 
cellent quality patronised by elderly 
and vory youthful players. We have 
a massive and monumental policeman, 
and a miner who cuts hair in the 
evening. And wo have concerts, with 
London celebrities and fuzzy- haired 
foreigners, at which professionals frater- 
nize with amateurs. But if a vole of 
the visitors ^ero to he taken 1 think 
that the chief attraction of Bronwen 
would prove to be the Postmaster. Not 
that he is highly ellicient and invariably 
cheerful and obliging, or that dogs — 
generally suspicious of postmen — con- 
gregate round the post office. Rather 
that young people adore him ; and no 
wonder. For this amazing Postmaster 
has applied the principle of diluting 
skilled labour in a i evolutionary but 
wholly successful manner. All young 
people love to play at keeping shop, 
and ho has given a limited number of 
the children of visitors a taste of the 
real thing, without hampering the ofli- 
cioncy of the office. Do they monkey 
with the telephono ? Perhaps; but for 
the most part they stand behind the 
counter and servo customers, serving 
out stamps and performing other minor 
duties with beaming faces, but passing 
on more important requests about 
“cowpons," declaration forms, savings- 
bank deposits, etc., to tho regular staff. 
For it is a busy office and ellicient : 
equal to anything. Tho other day, 
for examplo, wo sent a telegram to 
Tokio. 

It is all highly irregular and most 
charming, for Mr. Jenkins has been 
judicious in his selection, and the 
manners of his amateur helpers are as 
good as his own, which are perfect. 
It probably gives him more work in 
tho long run, but lie gets a handsome 
bonus in the affection of his youthful 
assistants and the gratitude of their 
parents. On wet days the post-oflico 
is a godsend. My only regret is that 
I can’t give his real name, because on 
formal grounds the P.M.G. might not 
approve of his action, and besides, liko 
most benefactors, Mr. Jenkins is a 
modest man. But as the inventor of 
a new and delightful game for the 
holidays ho deserves recognition, im- 
perfect and oblique though it necessarily 
must be. 


COMPOSERS IN PURGATORY. 

A Holiday Reminiscence. 

“ 0 that melody in F ! 

How I wish that I were deaf ! 

Once I thought it rather fine” — 

. Said tho ghost of Rumnstein. 

“ Cease your dolorous self-pity 
For your cheap and tawdry ditty ; 
'Twas for groundlings only made " — 
Quick responded Chopin’s shade. 

“But it is the worst of crimes 
When each day a dozen times 
My C minor Prelude ’s mangled 
And its lovely chords are jangled.” 

Thus the ghosts with futile wailing 
Went on iinpotently railing, 

While tho player, quite at ease, 
Pounded the unhappy keys. 


The Nelson Touch. 

Four reports of Mr. Lloyd Geouqe’s 
Manchester speech : — 

“ I In is oil- of those rare men who h;ivo got 
a telescope at tho bank of his eyes.” 

Evcniny News. 

“ He is ono of those rare men who have a 
t«*losc >pe at the back of their eye.” 

Daily Mail. 

“He is one of those rare men who has a 
telescope at the hack of his eye.” 

Duly News. 

“ He was one of those rare men who had got 
a telescope at the biek of his ey» s.” 

Daily Chronicle , 

From a “ Wanted” column : — 
“Really good man’s bicycle.’ 

Ladies' Paper, 

But suppose tho “ really good man " 
wants to keep it ? 
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old question (with a new intonation), 
WARRIORS WEAR. « What have you salved to-day ? ” 

Only those who have had the cxperi- Unless the authorities will send you 
cnco know how terrible it is to bo to a hospital within reach of your 
wounded and sent to England in ad- tailor you are likely to be subjected to 
vance of your kit. Sympathisers are cruel practical jokes if you determine 
so concerned with tho thought of the to have some clothes made locally. I 
damage done to your person that they have seen a poor fellow’s recovery 
forget tho awful dilemma with which seriously retarded by a pair of slacks 
th© hero is faced when the stern day supplied hy some village wag with head- 
comos for him to cast aside pyjamas quarters and a tailor’s signboard near 


and the Oriontal languor of soul appro- 
priate to them, and to clot ho himself. 
Hospital authorities hate their guests 
to appear in tho streets in pyjamas, no 
matter how artistic or becoming — a 


the hospital. They appeared to be 
built of some kind of pasteboard which 
kept every wrinkle as a fixture. He 
put them on, smiling happily, sat down 
in them and then stood up, as is the 



Artful JJoatnian {to / >hnu/> OjJia r). “Jkst THE PAY Foil 
WATKH, Silt — THE JiEST 1*1. ACE '!<> HOlniE THE ft A LOOTS / ” 


jueer prejudice. “ Other Ranks ” may j way of one with new trousers ; but the 
stroll about in their blue lounge suits, legs of these— which were not even 
hut gentlemen holding His Majesty’s tubular, but squaro or squarish - re- 
commission can be decorative only by tained the sedentary posture regardless 
stealth. of tho altered disposition of the limbs 

Yet think how our 

towns would bo bright- ! M 

ened if convalescent of li- | 
cors were encouraged t o i 
walk abroad in pyjamas I 
of their own choosing ; 
the streets would rip- 
ple and glow with col- 
our like a brilliant | 
flower - bed bewitched i 
into animation. As it ! 
is, you rise from bed j 
enfeebled by leisure, cn- ! 
ervated by dependence, j 
your spirit cowed hy 
weeks of unquestioning 
submission to V.A.D.’s, 
your old talent for ac- 
quisition benumbed hy 
disuse, to tackle the 
problem of dressing pro- 
perly in portions of a 
tunic or half a pair of trousers. Shell- j beneath. . , . Tho orderlies put screens 
fire, it must ho borne in mind, is fatal round him at once, but it was some 
to good clothes, and the punctures in ] minutes before he could be extricated 
your uniform do not mend spontane- ' from his horrible position. He returned 
ously while yotir person is under repair, to bed at once with a high temperature, 
The obvious plan is to mark down tho and the Matron — a woman of great 
garments you like host amongst those experience, with a brother in tho R.A.F. 
Xvorn by your fellow-inmates, and while — took so serious a view of his state 
the owners are in the bathroom bribe that she wired for his London tailor, 
the Sisfcer-in-chargo to extract them This instance should be a warning, 
from the lockers. But convalescents It is better to appear in public in clothes 
are often irritable, and Sistcrs-in-eharge so ridiculously misfitting that peoplo 
are seldom susceptible, and in practice think 3011 are winning a bet, and laugh 
you are reduced to wearing what people with you, than in garments in which 
will lend you. The most obliging ones, you try to look at homo, knowing your- 
you will discover, arc always thoso most self to he an object of derision to every 
unlike you in shape and >\ it h views as educated passer-by. 
to clothes which you can only regard as But p\ jamas are best of all. 
anarchic. All this accounts for the 

street scenes which bewilder civilians lltr . . % .. • 

and aio SO pain ml to A.l.M. s. lei- all tho claims that have been made as to tlio 
haps you were once one of those wlio seaworthiness of ferro-concreto ships that 
like their dress to ho worthy of the cement would be quite superfluous.” 
regiment, and it cuts you to the quick to Provincial Papa . 

hoar the companion of your first walk Comment would also appear to be 
.abroad asked by acquaintances the old, unnecessary. 


A MATTER OF FORM. 

Twekesbury, 3/5/15. 

Dear Sirs, — With reference to my 
tender of August, 1914, for the supply 
of horse-shoes, I should esteem it a 
favour to have your reply. 

Yours truly, Willemit Gass. 

/I.O.C., 9/10; 15. 

Sir, — Tenders for shoes, horses of, 
pairs double, should be submitted on 
Army Form II. 4580 and returned at 
once. Joseph Ferguson, Major . 

Sir, — I beg to stale that my tender 
was made out on the proscribed form 
and submitted in August of 1914. I 
shall be pleased to hear from you next 
year without delay. 

Yours, Wili^emit Gass. 

| A.O.C., 6,8/16. 

| Sir, — T ender submit- 
j ted must have boon sent 
j to “ Forage ” instead of 
“Equipment.” Please 
forward another on 
Army Form 194 D, 
marking in the corner 
tho words “Horse 
: Shoes, for tho supply 
I of.” 

! Joseph Ferguson, 
j Major. 

j Sir, — I enclose tender 
| as suggested. 

! Willemit Gass. 

__ i A.O.C., 12 8/17. 

i Dear Sir, — Army 
COOLKII o.s XUK J Fonn 191 D to baud’ 
1 with tender. The words 
“ Horse Shoos, for the supply of ” should 
bo written in rod ink. Please make cor- 
rection and return again. 

Joseph Ferguson, Major. 

Twekesbury , 14/8/17. 

Sir, — Go to ... . 

Yours, etc., Willemit Gass. 

A.Q.C., 16 8/17. 

1 )ear Sir,— O rders for the transporta- 
tion of troops to a foreign base should 
ho made on Army Form F S 87498 B 
and marked “Troops, for the transpor- 
tation of . . . 

Yours, Joseph Ferguson, Major . 


“At the theatre tho other night I had a big 
surprise . . . the sight of stands containing 
wax vests oil all tho tables in the saloon, 
simply asking to be taken. More males looked 
blankly at those lights of other days, feeling 
there must be something wrong, hut a practical 
woman speodily annexed a few and popped 
them in her bag .” — Evening Paper. 

Lucky for her they were vests and not 
vestas or the men would not have given 
j her an earthly chance. 



Vibration 

E is appropriate that Wireless Telegraphy should have come from 
Italy. Italy is the mother of stringed instruments of music 
livarius made his violins there. Marconi has made the world 
a great violin 

Vibration is the idea that Italy has discovered for the benefit of mankind 

Great ideas are born to “Free” peoples. “ Copyist’* nations, such as Germany, can use the 
ideas, blit have not the brains to create them 

Scotland created Scots Whisky. Haig and Haig 
have created the “ Rolls-Royce” of the whisky world 



II A I G & HAIG Lin 

(Distiller-* s ucv 

5 7 S O U T H W ARK S T R E E T 

I. O N I) O N s !•: I 


Same quality in both bottles 
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“ She used to sing that ! ” 

T HE I)ecca turn* the dug-out into a Palace 
of pleasant memories. Forgotten ia the 
present, you live again in the happy past and 
vision a future which will be happier still. 

Such is the power of music. 

With the Dccca in your dug-out, you con hove 
vocal and instrumental music to your heart's 
content. You can have classical music, the 
lightest of musical comedies, and the wealth of 
fun provided by the leading stage humorist. 

The " Dccca” plays all makes and sizes of 
needle records ; with its full rich tone giving a 
life*hkc reproduction. 

©ECCA 

THE PORTABLE GRAMOPHONE 


In Leather Cloth 

£7 15 O 


Compressed Fibre 

£8 15 O 


Solid Cowhide 

£12 12 O 


Of Harrods, Army A Navy Stores, Whiteley’s, SelfrMge's, damage's, 
and all leading Stores and Music Dealers. Illustrated Folder, and 
name of nearest agent, free on application to the Manufacturer- 

THE DECCA CO., 36, WORSHIP ST., LONDON, E.C. * 
(Proprietors: BARNETT SAMUEL A SONS, Ltd. 


WHERE FLYING MEN ARE FITTED OUT 


Service Dress in Khaki 


is still allowed. In matters sartorial 
the R.A.F. is in a transitional state, 
and opinions arc divided on the merits 
of the new blue. There may be fur- 
ther changes before the final decision. 
Meantime it is well to be on the safe 
side by adhering to the old pattern. 
For one thing there need he no waiting, 
as supplies are ample. 

Dunhill kit bears witness in fabric, fit 
and fastenings to the unique experience 
and skill of the house of its origin. Its 
reputation among the men who man 
Hritain’s air-fleet is established. 

The price* run as follows: 

Khaki Service Tunic (badges extra) , 5J Gns. 

Khaki Slacks to match £2 10 0 

Khaki Service Tunic, in finest heavy- 
weight material from ( Gns. 

Khaki Slacks to match £2 15 0 

Bedford Cord Breeches .... from 3£ Gns. 
Bedford Cord Breeches (with buckskin 

straps) from 4 Gnn. 

Cap and Badge, with one pair of Rank 
Burs £1 17 6 

Wc can supply the new pattern Blue ut special 
prices. 

Call in, if you can, at our well-known "base" in 
Conduit Street and inspect the full kit. Or drop 
a line for patterns and full details, which will be 
sent glrdly on request. 


Dunhills Ltd. 

2, Conduit St., Regent St., London, W. 1. 
Glasgow: 72, St. Vincent Street. 




| POOLING INSURANCE Fop Selected Risks 


Non-Mutual except in respect of Profits, which are distributed 
Annually amongst the Policy-Holders. 

Undeft this Scheme are given— 

“The Pool Comprehensive Family Policy” 

at 4/6 per cent. Covering amongst other risks Fire, Burglary and War. 

“The Pool Comprehensive Shopkeepers’ Policy” 

Which similarly covers all risks to the shopkeeper at rates according to trade, but Always 

lower than obtainable elsewhere. 


/\ [ POLICY 

( JMCT j PREMIUM 

(renewal 

The LICENSES & GENERAL INSURANCE Co. Ltd. 


24, MOORGATE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 2 






Waterman’s 
( Ideate 
FountainPen 

Y EAR after year, with un- 
diminishing efficiency and 
zeal, Waterman’s Ideal speeds 
and makes peasant the task of 
the writer. Thus it proves the 
greatest economy and a p«*r- 
nmnrnt source of satisfaction. 
Whatever else goes wrong, you 
can rely on your Waterman’s 
Ideal- the pen with the smooth 
nib and the steady even tlow. 

Made in three types: Pocket 
Self- Filling and Safety Types, 
15/. upwards; Regular, 10/6 
upwards. Specially recom- 
mended forOflice use. No. 15 
(Regular), 21 /-. Of Stationers 
and Jewellers everywhere. 

L. G. SLOAN, Ltd., 
(J)en Corner, 

KINGSWAY. LONDON, W.C. 1. 

And 39, Shaftesbury Avenue, 
London, W.i. 




THE PERFECT CAR 

A HUMBER CAR combines 
speed and power with comfort 
and refinement of detail. 
Orders will be executed in 
rotation after the War. 


HUMBER LIMITED, COVENTRY. 


f LATEST \ 
& BEST RECORDS 

Sent by Post 

T^KKl* your stock of “His 
JlV M aster’s Voice" Records up 
to date, so that you ate always 
able to cnteitain your guests, ns 
well as enj<)V many pleasant hours 
youiTelf, with the finest music of 
the dav sung and played by the 
original aitists. 'I he finest Audi- 
tion Rooms in London and every 
Rtcotd iti stock. If > ou ate unable 
to call— send for one of our cata- 
logues — select whatever records 
you wish— and they will be sent to 
you through the post wilhoutdelay. 

The WEST END 
Gramophone Supply Co. 

Ltd. 

Q4 REGENT STREET, 
^ LONDON, W. 1 S 

K Telephone : / 

\ GERRARD 224, 225, 226 

‘ik, D Uncs). M 


Every Morning 

O FTEN, before the dawn, many 
women workers are out and 
doing. The air is often cold and 

i raw, but they can defy the weather 
if they usa Oatine. 1/1 4 and of 
all Chemists, Stores, &c . — Ask for 

Oatine 

“aCE CREAm^ 

I USE IT 81 PROVE IT 


You need not "practise" to become a Good Pianist. 

Mv System has abolished all necessity for key -board drudgery. It is nowr 
possible to obtain in a few months a mastery of the piano often unobtain- 
able even after years of laborious practising for several hours daily. 

Sir Frederick Bridge and other eminent musicians highly recommend 
and use this system. No apparatus or specially written score. ^ 

The quickest and most certiin way to permanent \ I 

mastery of the pi mo. 

9,000 Suoo68sful 8#n- for 

Pupil 8. , W o trttid DOOK, 



0,000 suooe 88 fui 8#n-for 

Pupil 8. ,vi° trttMl DOOK, 

’ Light on PUrno- 

* fort# w *ylng." 

This book explains fully how I teach tha 
w • System by n series of Postal Lessons and 

m the fee I charge. The lessons are adapted to the 

w r requirements of pianists of all grades of proficiency. 

Apply for booklet to-day. but do not omit to state whether average or proScient 
player, or, if a beginner, whether you can or cannot play at sight a a mple hymn ton®. 
Band 8d. (or part war- time ooat and postage. 

Q. MACDONALD SMITH, Wb, Bloomsbury Squ&r* LONDON, W.0.L 

From Brain to licuboard/ 




THE “SOFT” WOHD. 

Private Smithers (spate a sol)) 

Has, according to a rumour, 

Lost a very cushy job 
Through a lively sense of humour. 

At a cross-roads out in France 
He controlled unruly traflio 

With a hand- wave or a glance 
And vocabulary graphic. 

But the Fatos, devoid of tact, 

Having caught him slightly bending, 

Took advantage of the fact — 

Private Smithers’ case is pending. 

To be frank, he “ bought a pup,” 

When a lorry ripe for trouble 

(Captain Beauchamp Tompkins “ up ”) 
Tried to ram him at the double. 

Smithers, every muscle taut, 

But incomparably bland still, 

Raised a horny hand and brought 
.'Tho transgressor to a standstill. 

To the officer in charge, 

Who was madder than a hatter, 

| He proceeded to enlarge 
| On the merits of the matter. 


Pointing out to Beauchamp T. 

How disturbing and unsightly 
Goings-on liko this must bo, 

Smithers asked bis name politely. 

Captain Tompkins, full of bile, 

Spluttered, “ Dammit ! ” (unofficial) : 
Smithers camouflaged a smile, 

Wrote it down and said, “ Initial?” 

“The contest was brilliant throughout, and 
both boxers put up a good clean fight. 

The decision, a draw, met with a mixed re- 
ception. \Y inner stud loser were loudly cheered 
on leaving the ring.”— Egyptian taper. 
Evidently the reporter did not agree 
with the referee. 

There was a young man in tho States 
Who so greatly admired Air. Ykats 
That he sent him some books — 

An edition <lc lux a 

Of Wilcox, with portrait and plates. 

A dealor one day in a Ghetto, 

In search of a lost Canaletto, 

Bought a portrait by Guvr 
Of a man with a pipe — 

’Twas a corno (in fact) di bassetto. 


HINTS TO YOUNG SUBS. 

(1) Don’t whistle at table. It cools 
tho vegetables. 

(2) Don't puli’ your cigar in tho Mess 
President’s faoo. Ho may not bo able 
to afford your brand. 

('2) Don’t tell tho C.O. how to run 
the unit. IIo’s doing his best and it 
may only make him depressed. 

(4) Don’t pay your Mess bills. It 
looks ostentatious. 

(b) Don’t take all the newspapers. 
If they think you can read they may 
make you Adjutant. 

•• riirLADELPHIA, Aug. 7.— Hie Govern 
meat thermometer this aHmiouii recorded 
1000 OOdOegOrOcOeOOsO, Obrcaking all lui al 
heat records.”- AY w York Times. 

We should think ho. 


“ Two armies had harvested 1(*,27H hcctairs. 
There now remained !2,o00 lice taros (si bout 
10,(100 acres). There now remained 2,300 
hectares (about 5,000 acres) yet tg be gathered.” 

Star. 

Second thoughts are often bosU 
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A HOLIDAY PROBLEM. 

I am going on a holiday. I havo a 
cat. I do not wish to tako the cat with 
me on the holiday. Neither has pussy 
any desire to he taken. All his fclinity 
rises up in outrage at the prospect of 
a four hours’ journey in a bass hag 
secured at the top by two skowers, 
merely leaving an outlet for his head ; 
all my knowledge of the present diffi- 
culties of transport warns mo against 
such an unwelcome addition to my 
luggage; so I decide to ask a friend to 
tako Pussy for a fortnight. 1 think 
of Mr. and Mrs. Whitaker, pleasant 
hospitable people who I know will bo 
only too glad to do me a small favour 
like that. 

1 call on tlio Whitakers and venture, 
like little wanton hoys that swim on 
bladders, to profTor my request. 

“1 shall he awfully obliged,” L re- 
mark quite easily, “if you could take 
my cat for a fortnight. 1 can arrange 

to have its milk loft every day ” 

I pause, struck by the significance of 
the look exchanged between Mr. and 
Mrs. Whitaker. There .is n silence; 
then they both begin to talk at once. 

“ Wo should have been only too 
delighted hut for Peter 

1 haven’t heard of Peter before. I 
inquire if he is a relative. 

“Why, he’s our Persian,” says Mrs. 
Whitaker; “and the darling is of such 
a jealous nature ” 

“Ho can’t hear other cats,” puts in 
Mr. Whitaker. 

“Ho might kill your pussy,” wails 
Mrs. Whitaker. 

“And wo should feel tlio responsi- 
bility,” murmurs Mr. Whitaker. 

“Otherwise wo should have boon 
perfectly delighted,” they say in unison, 
“ but as it is ” 


adore animals — if only it wasn’t for 

John “ 

“ What, havo you a cat too?” I in- 
quire. 

“ 1 am speaking of my husband,” j 
she says, a trifle coldly. “Ho detests 
cats. 1 daren’t have one in the house, 
my dear. Ho would absolutely storm if ; 
I suggested such a thing.” j 

I thought of the extremely mild and ‘ 
self effacing Mr. Flittorly and, after 
remarking that I shouldn't like to bring 
down his unbridled wrath on mo for a' 
thing like that, 1 depart, still cheerful. ; 
i havo suddenly remembered Mrs. 

! Parker, that jolly motherly soul, to 
| whom everyone seems to turn naturally 
when in a difficulty. Hhe hasn’t a cat 
and her husband is at tho Front. 

With renewed hope 1 call on Mrs. 
Parker. “ 1 have come to ask a favour,” 

I say, grown a little diffident. Mrs. 
Parker beams. “ I should he awfully 
obliged if you would take my cat for a 
fortnight. 1 can arrange . . .” Again 
1 pau^e. Mrs. Parker’s face has taken 
on an aspect akin to dismay. 

“Oh, my dear, ’’she say's with genuine 
regret, “1 wish you had asked me 
something else. I would havo taken 
Pussy with the greatest of pleasure if 
it hadn't been for baby.” 

Ah, l had forgotten. She has a baby. 

“ Doesn’t ho like cats? ” 1 inquire. 

“ It. isn’t that; but think how dan- 
gerous it would he. How often one 
reads of children being suffocated when 
they ’re asleep by eats lying on their 
j faces.” • 

“ Put ours isn’t a cat of that sort,” I 
1 say earnestly ; “ there aro live faces in 
our household and ho has never shown 
| the slightest desiro to lie on any one of 
them.” 

1 Put Mrs. Parker is inexorable and 
; says you never know. 


of chicken-rearing in war-time, its 
necessity to tho nation and so on, 
until ho leaves me with a dazed con- 
viction that if Pussy were lodged with 
him for the duration of my holiday tho 
War would ho lost to the Allies. 

As a last resort I appeal to tho 
gardener. Ho is a very deaf old man, 
blunt of speech, of uncertain temper 
and openly hostile to any feminine 
interference. Frankly, I am afraid of 
him. 

“ Oh, by tho way, Lumpkin,” I 
begin, “ 1 should he awfully obliged if 
you could take my cat— ” 

“ What’s that, mum ? Take yer cat? 
j Want to get rid on it, hey ? ” 

“Only for a fortnight I oxplain, 
cheering up at his unexpected allow of 
interest. 

“ Wot night , d’ye say?” ho asks, 

J being hard of hearing, which infirmity 
1 forgot in my eagerness to have Pussy 
provided for. 

“And I’ll give you five shillings, 
Lumpkin,” L continue with palpitating 
haste. 

His face beams. “I’ll do ’fc, mum. 
T ’ve got a big tub in my backyard, an’ 
I ’ll drown the little beast to-night .” 

! 1 have jiiMt been in the store-room in 

search of a bass bag. 1 have attached 
two skewers to the hag and an addressed 
label. To-morrow Pussy will accom- 
pany me on my holiday. 

j POMONA’S LEVITY. 

Beneath the trees Sir Isaac sat 
1 And saw the red -cheeked apple fall, 
And pondered, “ Why did it do that ? 
i it might have landed on my hat; 
j It might have frolicked like a bat, 

Or flown across and hit tlio cat 

Upon the garden wall.” 


“ That ’s all right,” I say quite cheer- 
fully, for I have other friends. “ 1 must 
ask someone who hasn’t got a cat 
already.” 

I remember Mrs. Flittorly. She 
adores animals, 1 know, because she 
ofton says so. The last time sho dined 
at our house I remember how sho sat 
on tho rug with Pussy in her lap, and 
with her Huffy head bent over him sho 
made a very pretty picture in the fire- 
light. 

I approach Mrs. Flittorly, therefore, 
without qualms. 

“ I shall he awfully obliged,” I say, 
“ if you could tako my cat for a fort- 
night. I can arrange to have its 
milk ” 

Tho expression on Mrs. Flitterly’s 
face changes. When 1 want to continue 
Mrs. Flittorly is talking very quickly. 

“ My deft*, I should havo loved to 
have had the darling thing — I just 


1 depart more thoughtful than cheor- 
f ni anti decide to ask one of the trades- 
people to tako pussy, paying for his 
keep in base coin of the realm. 1 


Put if Sir Isaac lived to-day 

Ho would have seen tho applo riso 
As if it were a ball at play, 

Aspiring to tho very skies. 


tackle tho milkman, a nice ruddy-faced When it will fall I cannot say, 
pleasant-spoken man, whom 1 have For factory-girls have lots of pay, 
always liked. I explain the situation And farmers, fruiterers, all are gay ; 
to him and offer two-and-sixpenco a Only the small boy sighs, 
week for Pussy’s hoard. 

“1 m sorry, Ma am, he sa)3, and Journalistic Candour, 

suddenly I liotico that ho is not so « 1 saw the trade show of tho pictures of tlio 

pleasant-looking as I thought. “If 1 Conn-Wi Ido fight yesterday, and I hope you 
had a cat about my place,” ho goes on, will all do the same when thoy are released. 
.. i i i _ J l A _ : „ Thnv are inst Croat, and show us manv things 


“ it would be pretty serious 
! with all my chicks.” 

“Put do people — do hens 


“Put do people — do hens — have 
chicks in September?” I ask faltor- 
ingly (I am town-bred and uncertain 
on the point). “ I always thought ” 


for mo i Thoy are just great, and show us many things 
\vc missed. Tho only disappointment as far 
as I was concerned was that they make mo 
— have look as old as sin, which 1 represent.’* 
falter- Morning Advertiser , 


“SntKAD of Influenza. — Doctors and 
chemises havo beon made extremely busy 


But whatever I think he is ready for supplying cures and proventatives.** 
me. 14 1 got a sitting hatched out last Provincial Paper. 

week,” he says defiantly, and goes on To ward off such a plague one must 
to speak of the tremendous importance resort to any shift. 
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Physical Training Instructor {to dilatory squad ). “Call that pallin' in? When I says, ‘In two hanks— fall in/ I want^tc 

BEE A CLOUD o' DUST AN’ A LIVING STATUE.” ** 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Since The Years for Rachel (II odder and Stoughton) is 
a story entirely about being engaged, 1 suppose it is hardly 
to be wondered at if it should bo somewhat sentimental. 
Really it is an elaborate sermon against being engaged too 
long, which Miss Berta Ruck preaches in her light and 
vory feminine style. Gwen , the heroine, is betrothed on 
the first page; but, as tho whole scheme of the tile leaves 
it an open question which of the various male characters 
will finally secure her, some entertainment may bo derived 
from the problem of spotting the bridegroom. For a time 
my money hovered dubiously about an elderly and oh so 
sympathetic admirer, with a grave smile and well -cut gray 
suits (I told you this was a feminine book) ; but just in 
time I detected another, one who, introduced first as a 
sulky-looking schoolboy, was always so promptly hustled 
into obscure corners, and generally camouflaged by tho 
author, that my suspicion becamo increasingly on the look- 
out for his eventual triumph. I havo said that the thing 
is sentimental ; now and then indeed its general sweetness 
is such that, taken with afternoon tea as a sugar substitute, 
it might almost bo regarded as a war-economy. But Miss 
Ruck’s sugar is wholesome crisp stuff, with just enough 
flavour in it to prevent cloying. Also I have a conviction 
approaching certainty that, even if her men are a trifle 
mechanical, every one of the many women who accept, or 
reject, or mother, or only discuss them, is quite strikingly 
true to life. This is one of tho reasons for my prediction 
that the tale will add greatly to its author’s popularity ; 
though I feel bound to add a warning that the happiness 
or otherwise of the dSnoftment will greatly depend upon 
the side of (say*) forty from which the reader is able to 
regard it. 


Mr. Philips Price’s War and Revolution in Asiatic 
Russia (Allen and Unwin) is a good deal more than tho 
tourist war-correspondent’s record of passing events. Indeed 
in tho period under bis review — June 1915 to tho Revolution 
in the March of 1917 — he had ceased to bo a war corre- 
spondent and wanderod, a political observer and gallant 
odd-job man, behind and about tho South-Eastern front, 
lie is, like bis former colleague of The Manchester Guardian , 
Mr. Sidkhotham, a professed Easterner, has a nico appre- 
ciation of the Dratuj nach Osten , and with his developed 
historical and political sense has been able to make an 
analysis of ovents and a survey of tendencies which is of 
real value to thef student of an appallingly complex problem. 
Readers who can tolerate opinions which they are unlikely 
to share (our author has a “minority mind ” and is essen- 
tially an internationalist and bourgeois-hater) are assured an 
interesting adventure in too little known areas. I take from 
the book a wholesome senso of the provincialism of such 
unreflecting “Westernism” amongst us as comes of mere 
geographical circumstance, and a realisation that every other 
valley and hill of Transcaucasia is a pressing problem for 
constructive statesmanship. Mr. Price dates bis preface 
May 1917, lie bad seen the first transports of the Revo- 
lution and shared its ambitions and worthy hopes, lb would 
be interesting to know if he rotains undiminished his faith 
in the idealist-revolutionary solution of tho war-problem 
and Ids sense of tho propaganda valuo in Germany of 
Bolshevism in action. 


Rotorua Rex (Skeffinqton) is truly enough described on 
its cover as “a rattling good story of love and romance in 
the South Seas.” When tho tale opens tho Commissioner 
of Rotorua's island kingdom had just died, and no one was 
left to uphold British prestige except tho Commissioner’s 
daughter, her prim but determined aunt, and an old 
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sergeant. This was Rotorua's chance for what is vulgarly mundane husband, Sandy , up North. So far from being 
called a “ bust,” and, tremendous eater and drinkor as he the child who would never grow up, she was a woman who 
was, he sincerely intended to take it. Unexpected events, had never been young, as is acutely illustrated by the 
however, thwarted these plans, and, instead of feasting extremely elderly poem she composed at the age of ten or 
until even his magnificent appetite was satisfied, he found so ; one of those rhymeless trailing pieces, in which the 
himself Hying for all he was worth from traitorous subjects, wind and the grass and the sheep lyad the road despair 
But ho fought nobly as he fled, and he also showed con- together and hint almost directly at suicide as the only 
siderable tact in not too closely watching the companions solution of life. She grew no less dismal with advancing 
of his flight. For the prim aunt took part in this strategic years ; for her (and Lindsay Russell) thero was bitterness 
retreat, and the pace was so hot that she had to sacrifice a in all existence outside Chelsea. I could find but one real 
considerable amount of clothing as she fled. Mr. Allen sorrow in her life, the death of her baby. I know it was 
Dunn’s account of this flight is genuinely exciting and going to happen, anyway, but was all the more sure of it 
amusing, and I can recommend his book to anyone in when I found her bathing it immediately after its breakfast, 
search of breathless adventures. Be it noted that the intended point of the book — the intense 

irritation, for the lovers of abstract beauty and joy, found 

“ One train of seven hundred wounded arrived, after being in the concrete dourness of such people as the Mackinnons, 
detained in a blizzard, with only eighty men alive.” Pages in such places as Paisley — is one capable of earning 
of quotation could hardly surpass that one sentence for a sympathy, if it he made impartially, with a sense of pro- 
picturo of the miseries ondured by that most hardly used 1 portion, upon a broad and unbigoted view of the world. 


of all the smaller nations, 
Roumania. Mrs. Will 
Gordon, in Roumania Yes - 
terday and To-day ( Lane), 
after picturing the condi- 
tion of our Ally boforo tho 
War and tracing some- 
thing of her earlier history, 
tells in stirring language 
tho story of her heroism 
and her sorrow. The 
author, at any rate, lias 
no v doubt that it was 
thanks to the deliberate 
treachery of Stuermer, 
Minister to the late Tsar 
by the Kaiser’s appoint- 
ment, that Roumania was 
dragged into tho War at 
a moment that suited the 
German plans, and she is 
equally emphatic in re- 
gard to that further be- 
trayal whon the promised 
Russian help failed to 
materialise, and when, 
yet again, the Bolshevik 



But tho attitude here is 
! narrow and extreme ; it is 
, the bitter opposition of 
i tho olcct minority to the 
jsonsoloss, contemptible 
| masses. It is expressed 
in tho sarcasm of a pub- 
| lisher, also one of the 
elect, on p. 240 : “If you 
; mention poetry you are 
| lost. If you whisper it 
; your friends steal away. 
Write piffle. Tripe! Yards 
I of it. Tho world gulps it 
| by tho column.” Those 
who make this trite obsor- 
i vafcion are apt to forget 
that the “piffle” and the 
“tripe” are just as often 
found in tho guise of 
“poetry” as of anything 
else. Yards of it! 


Gentleman (who has just seen his portrait in the paper in connection with 
his testimonial for a patent medicine). “Now I WONDFU IF this IS HEAL 
l-ASTING FAME, Oil ONLY A PARSING PHASE OF POPULARITY.’’ 


The sympathetic atten- 
tion of Mr. Punch’s readers 
is called to a little but 

iirmy crumbled to dust. The earnest and practical fortnightly paper, entitled T/ic A7.r- 
country that long residence and close observation have so j Service Man, which is conducted for the benefit of soldiers 
endeared to tho writer has been driven to a travesty of who, disabled or otherwise disqualified, have left the army 
peace that in no way detracts from tho valour of her previous and find themselves in need of friends, mentors and om- 
resistanco, but no more than tho almost intolerable miseries ployers. In the first number, just published, the case for 
she has borne can such a peace quench her spirit. Several the ox-sen ice man — what the community owes him and 
chapters from the hand of Queen Marie, the true angel of how it can use him to the best advantage of them both — is 
her people, written in the very heart of tho tragedy, are clearly stated from various angles, 
included in a volume that would bo uncndurably sombre 

but for the writer’s expression of unshakable certainty that In Dumb Show. 

at the last tho position shall he more than restored. That tho . Alter the match the crowd surged to the grand stand, where Sir 

Western nations of civilisation stand pledged to. Roumania’s P M was waiting to present the medals, but his efforts at 

ideal of race-union by every holiest bond conceivable of speech-making were drowned in the uproar^and 
gratitude and justice only those who would sacrifice our 


tmbtmbainbtmbambtmbtnau ntautn utannun .” — Provincial Paper . 


Eastern Allies to a German peace will deny; but M rs. Gordon 
deserves our thanks for stating the fact again with convic- 
tion and eloquence. 

Anything less like Peter Pan than Eltrym Mackinnon , 
heroine of Earthwarc (Cassell), it would bedifficult to con- 
ceive; but “ Peter Pan ” was she christened, late in life, by 
the leading member of that (so-called) “tumultuous wave 

A f IfAllf It HaII! I ft fninn Kilo iKrt D A t J ... UinK 


To-pay’s Dauk Saying: A Policy of Scuttle — the Coal 

Controller’s. . — — c — 

“Pr. Aansiim quotes a pamphlet by Herr Thyssen, the .German 
iron king, stating that the Kaiser in August, 1914, promised him 
30,000 acres in Australia after victory over the Allies, in return for a 
war contribution. Other German magnets were promised grants from 
the revenues of the Indian Princes, which were to be diverted to 
Germany .” — Evening Chronicle (Newcastle). 


of youth flowing towards the sea of dreams ” into which Subsequent events are believed to have convinced the 
sho fell, at Chelsea, after deserting her too practical and “ magnets” that they had better stick to the Poles. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

“ We Gormans,” says the Deutsche 
Tageszeitung , 14 are rightly proud of the 
superiority of our Military General 
Staff.” Their pride in its superior re- 
treating power, becomes daily more 
marked. * ... 

The German Chancellor declares 
that Germany is opposed to annexa- 
tions in any form. Indeed it is said 
that she is most indignant at the way 
in which the Russians are actually 
annexing Russia. ... ... 

In viow of a General Election in the 
near future and the slender chances of 


when older asking, 44 What did you do 
in the Great War, Daddy? ” 

At Christies’ yesterday there was a 
crowded assembly of collectors and 
antique dealers. Some choice pieces 
were ottered, including a pot of straw- 
berry jam of the 1915 vintage. 

A deaf mute has been called up for 
examination before one of the tribunals. 
Doubtless the Ministry of National 
Service thought lie was admirably 
adapted to fill the place of a telephone 
operator. ... ... 

The police records of Chicago prove 
that very few stout men are guilty of 


“ A whale forty feet long,” says a 
nows item, “ lias been towed into the 
docks at Sillotli, Cumberland. The 
Customs officer has claimed the car- 
cass.” We trust ho will ho required to 
surrender at least one coupon for it. 

* t * 

A strange incident is reported from 
the eating world. It seems that a 
swarthy gentleman, who was attired 
in Spanish dress tastefully decorated 
with a brace of revolvers and a stilotto, 
walked into a restaurant and asked the 
waiter what he could have for dinner 
without a meat coupon. The waiter, a 
meek looking man, replied that he could 
have everything on the menu oxcept 
the printer’s name and the music which 


some Members of being 
returned, it appeal’s that 
many of them contem- 
plate taking up work of 
national importance. 

“ Members of the Uni- 
versity of Walos,” says a 
news item, “are required j 
to pay five shillings to | 
bo registered as voters.” 
Several have writton to 
Mr. Lloyd George, stat- 
ing that in their opinion 
he is worth the sacrifice ' 
entailed. ... ... j 

A single gentleman who 
has been bequeathed a 
large lump of coal (nearly j 
new) desires to get into j 
communication with the I 
owner of a turkey, with j 
the view of arranging i 
Christmas festivities. I 



ALARM [Nil SPREAD OF BOBBINS. 


' the hand was playing. 

It is reported that the 
champion blackberry- 
gatherer of Sussex is now 
i completely out of danger. 

| 

Commercial Candour. 

1 “Don’t, wait unt il live wc.i- 
thcr looks threatening and 
| then wish you hail a Daro- 
! motor. Ho prepared for the 
worst by buying one of our 
instruments. 

We also undertake the re- 
pans of the above if they are 
, worth doing.” 

j UVsf Indian Paper. 

! “ Hut that will not do. We 

j had some of it in 1 HDO, you 
J may remember - when, under 
the pretext of being elected 
for the sole purpose of putting 
the finishing touches to the 
Boer War, Mr. Hal four and 
his friends obtained a long 
. lease of oliioe.”- -Jo/m Bull. 


'serious crime. Burglars with double j Both the Doer War of 1890 and the 
Charlie Chaplin has been exempted chins and chests that have slipped General Election of that year have 
from military service to make propa- down say that this statement cannot faded from our memory. Still, if John 
ganda films for the United States Gov- be too widely circulated. j hull says it is so * 


eminent. Wo are unofficially informed’ . :: j 

that the first of these, “The Decline “Imagine an ocean liner,” says aj 
and Fall of General Hindenburo,” | weekly paper, “of more than 10,0(0' 
with Charlie in the title-role, is full of 1 tons deadweight suspended oil the hairs 1 
silent power. ... ... of her passengers.” This sort of im- 

! agination might have been all right in 
“Nuneaton’s future mayor,” says a the days before Government ale was 
news item, “ is a coal-miner.” * Busy, let loose. - 


Extract from an American soldier's 
letter to his mother - 
“ Outside, the ruin ounos down in buckets 
and I be street ears comes down in buekelsand 
tin 1 streets are deserted save for the street 
c.ir«.” Kfjyptuui (ia.:ett<\ 

and, of course, the buckets. 


we trust. 


* What might have been a most un- Economy ad Insaniam. 

Owing to the reduced lighting in ! fortunate accident was only just avoided A thrifty old lady of Hull, 

London an alarming accident happened ! the other night in a London restaurant. Whose intellect seemed rather dull, 

in Gray’s Inti Road. Tt seems that in ! It appears that the waitress quite by When reading at night, 

the dark a workman mistook a picture,- j accidont placed plum and-apple jam on To economise light, 

palace for a public- house. As. a result j the table for a soldier. Put luminous paint on her skull, 

of this we understand ho has since re- ! V* 

fused to venture out in the evening. ! According to Professor Henry C. A fanciful curate who read 

* 0< * ■ Coulsen, of New York, the world is That leather was scarce at once said, 

A baby has been called Grierson ; now 387,000,000 years of age. We “ To save wear and tear 

Plumer Haig French Smith-Dorrien, j understand that when it roaches its On my shoes, I declare, 

as its father served under these gen- 1 400,000,000th year the event will he When I preach I will stand on my 
erals. The idea is to prevent the child [ celebrated by a Flag Day. beat].” 


vou. CLV. 
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PRIVATE CUTHBERT. 

An intimacy extending over nearly 
seven years loads mo to the regrettable 
conclusion than Joan Minor's faults 
arc many. Want of iidelity to her old 
friends, however, is not among them, 
and this is especially noticeablo in her 
relationship with her dolls. The sub- 
ject of this story is a case in point. 
During his early career ho was known 
to us as Gussio, later ho became Gilbert 
the Filbert, and finally, during the groat 
Cutlibert boom in the doll market, ho 
adopted the popular appellation. What- 
ever his name, however, he retained 
Joan Minor's unwavering dovotion. 
•Other more orthodox Cutfiberts, com- 
plete with exemption badges and 
attache cases, retired battered and 
dissipated wrecks to the ignominious 
shelter of tho ash-bucket and the rag- 
bag. He seemed to havo drunk tho 
elixir of perpetual youth. Tho same im- 
maculato frock coat and groy trousers, 
the same white spats and patent leather 
boots, the same sleek fair hair and 
irritating simper. Save for the little 
matter of the name, to which I have 
referred, it seemed that the greatest 
war in history was to leave him un- 
affected. He disdained even tho exemp- 
tion badge of his discomfited rivals. 
Yet the blow has fallen at last, tho 
more sure and effective for being so 
long withhold. 

Much as I admire Joan Minor’s 
official attitude in the matter, I cannot 
acquit her of a certain personal respon- 
sibility. Only a week ago I heard her 
address the principal culprit in these 
words : “ You shan’t have to be a 
soldier, Cuthie darling, no matter if all 
the others are gone to fight. You shall 
stay at homo to mind tho babies.” 
Even after tho arrival of her cousin, 
aged four, and his appointment to tho 
responsible position of rogi mental ser- 
geant-major, Cuthbert enjoyed several 
days of inglorious immunity. Ob- 
viously, howovor, the vital interests of 
tho nation could not for ever bo trifled 
with. Yesterday he received his calling- 
up papers, and Joan Minor laboured 
all tho morning to produce a suit of 
regimentals to replace his modish but 
obsolete civilian attire. Here again I 
have a certain sympathy with Cutlibert. 
I am not, I hope, a vain man, yet even 
I should hositato to appear in clothos 
of such remarkable oi’iginality, and 
Cuthbert, as I mentioned, has always 
been the very pink of sartorial perfec- 
tion. 

It must have been about fivo o’clock 
in the evening when I observed from 
my study window Joan Minor settling 
herself with an awful dignity upon the 
seat in the summer-house. A pair of 


my puttees, deplorably wound, trailed 
from her legs, and a red opera-cloak of 
her mother’s was draped heavily about 
her shoulders, allowing, an occasional 
glimpse of my best tunic beneath. 
Aided by my recollection of tho fact 
that my daughter had once boon present 
at a case upon which I was engaged, I 
was able to recognise a daring attempt 
to combine tho atmospheres of tho 
civil and military courts of justice. 
Presently the Sergeant-Major appeared 
from the laurel bush, which lias been 
commandeered as barracks for the 
troops, dragging a limp and dejected- 
looking Cuthbert in his train. Ho 
came to a halt before his commanding 
officer, saluted unconventionally and, 
after an interval of embarrassod silenco, 
fell to sucking his thumb. Cuthbert 
in the meantime revolved slowly, sus- 
pended by one arm, and I noticed with 
horror that he was in a state of nature. 

“Well, Sergeant-Major,” said his 
Colonel, “what is this man crimed 
with?” 

“With refusin’ ” The Sergeant- 

Major paused doubtfully. 

“ With refusing to put on military 
uniform and using ” prompted the 

°.C. 

“An’ usin’ insultin’ an’ insuborginit 
language in tho execution of his duty 
towards his sperior officer,” gabbled tho 
E.S.M., evidently fearful lost his care- 
fully acquired part should again escape 
him. Even 1, securely hidden behind 
the curtain, trembled at the frown which 
gathered on the Colonel’s brow. 

“This is very serious, Sergeant-Major. 
You say ho insulted you. What did ho 
say?” 

“ He called me a horrid pig.” 

“Indeed. And lie refused to put on 
his uniform ? ” 

“He wouldn’t put on his twowsies.” 
There was a gleeful, almost a sympa- 
thetic note in the K.S.M.’s voice, and 
involuntarily my mind went back to tho 
evening when I had come upon him 
still wet and rosy from his bath and, 
attired like Cuthbert, hotly pursued 
down the passage by a flushed and 
scandalised Gwendolen. Gwendolen is 
Joan Minor’s nurse, and I have reason 
to holievo that it is from her various 
admirers that Joan Minor gets her as- 
tonishing acquaintance with military 
terminology both official and otherwise. 

“When I tried to pub them on he 
wont like this.” The K.S.M. flung liim- 
solf on his back and extended his legs 
heavenwards in the form of a broad V. 
I was conscious that he was merely 
rehearsing a well-tried manoeuvre tho 
strategic value of which was immediately 
apparent even to my inexpert eye. 
Then, feeling that he had acquitted 
himself of his part in tho proceedings, 


he made off in pursuit of a passing 
butterfly, leaving Cuthbert where he 
had fallen. 

“Private Cuthbert,” said the O.C. 
sternly, “ you have heard the ovidonco 
of the Sergeant-Major. Have you any- 
thing to say ? ” 

There was no reply. 

“ Cuthie dear, won’t you put on your 
nice now clothes? If you put them on 
now for mo I won’t punish you.” 

Still the offender, prone upon tho 
grass, maintained a sullen silenc9. 

“ Very well, Private Cuthbert, if you 
won’t wear them you won’t. But you 
will bo surprised to hoar that you are 
on guard to-night under the goose- 
berry bush to keep away the slugs from 
my peas just tho same.” 

Tho sentence was carried out in all its 
merciless severity. Joan Minor herself, 
tho Lucius Junius Brutus of her sex, 
affixed the naked and defiant Cuthbert 
to the stein of the gooseberry bush with 
an odd length of raffia. A September 
night under such conditions must, I 
imagine, he exceedingly cold. 

This morning I observed Cuthbert 
prosen t on parade decently attired in 
tho uniform of his rank. 

MICK. 

I have a friend, a perfect lunatic ; 

He wipes his feet upon me feet all 
thick 

With viscid mud — to show he loves me 
well, 

And roars his greetings in a joyful yell, 
“ How (jlacl you are to see me, aren’t 
you, dear ? 

Pejoice ! Exult! you may — I’m roally 
here ! ” 

And I rejoice. The fool has points, you 
see ; 

And chiefost is his blind belief in me. 
He looks upon mo as a thing sublime, 
A culminating long result of time. 

And, though it may be folly on his part 
(I say it may be), still it warms the 
heart ; 

And when he fawns upon mo with a 
smile 

As wide as that of any crocodile, 

And wags ecstatically, 1 — so wise ! — - 
Would fain ho worth tho worship of 
his eyes. 

Marriage & la Mode. 

“The bride, who was given away by her 
eldest brother, left lator for the South Coast." 

Morning l J ost. 

Where did the bridegroom go ? 

“Collapsible child’s go-carriage, nickle- 
plated, good condition, cost M3 \ exchange 
good Kabbibs, Dutch preferred.” 

Fur and Feather, 

We gather that the unfortunate infant 
has finally collapsed. 



LONDON CHAPJ\ 
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Allotment Holder. “’0\v many luiLTiioous did you want, Mum? About tiireepennorth ? ” 

Lad if. " Vis, threefennorth will do nicely.’* 

Allotment Holder. “RIGHT, MUM. THINGS IS VERY DEAR JUST NOW, BO THEY’LL BE FOVnPHNCU.*’ 


THE SYCAMOKE-TliEE. 

From Tenant to Landlord. 

Dear Sir, — I beg to direct your 
attention to the condition of the old 
sycamore-tree at the end of the hack- 
garden. It sways in the most dan- 
gerous manner in the slightest wind 
and threatens to fall to the ground. 
Out of regard for the safety of my wife 
and children I shall be greatly obliged if 
you will give instructions to have it cut 
down at the earliest possible moment. 

From Landlord, to Truant . 

Dear Sir, — In reply to your note 1 
will send a man to examine the syca- 
more-tree and report on its condition, 
though I am inclined to think you are 
alarming yourself unnecessarily. 

From Tenant to Landlord. 

Dear Sir, — Be sycamore -tree. I 
am surprised and disappointed that no 
steps ha vo as yet been taken in this 
matter, about which I wrote to you 
a week ago. In consequence of the 
critical condition of the sycamore- tree 
my wife and ohildren are afraid to avail 
themselves of the garden, and, as the 


usual summer holiday has been lost 
this year, the effect upon their health 
is quite serious. Although it is true 
that J, personally, ventured out on 
Sunday last, I was immediately com- 
I polled to return by the alarming creak- 
ing of the tree. As Sunday affords my 
sole opportunity for obtaining a modi- 
cum of fresh air this is extremely an- 
noying, and 1 hope you will attend to 
the matter without further delay. 

From Landlord to Tenant. 

Dear Sir,- Although my man re- 
ports, as I anticipated, that the syca- 
more-treo is perfectly safe, I am willing 
to meet your wishes as to its removal 
and will sond some workmen for the 
purpose at the beginning of next week. 

From Tenant* to Landlord 4 

Dear Sir, — Thank you for your kind 
favour, which is a great relief to my 
mind. On thinking the matter over I 
am afraid there may be considerable 
difficulty in the removal of the syca- 
more-tree after it is cut down, as the 
house has no side entrance. It has 
occurred to me that the simplest and 
least expensive method would be to 


, instruct your workmen to saw the tree 
j into moderate-sized blocks and stack 
them as neatly as possible against the 
garden wall. Although this will be 
somewhat unsightly we must be pre- 
pared to put up with a little Inconveni- 
ence for the sake of safety. 

From Landlord to Tenant. 

Dear Sir, — I bad already instructed 
the men to saw the trunk and branches 
into moderate- sized blocks as you sug- 
gest, and also, to save you inconvenience, 
to remove them from your premises to 
my own, where they can be utilized 
| for heating the glasB-nouses during the 
j approaching winter. 

From Tenant to Landlord. 

Dear Sir, — O n further consideration 
I have come to the conclusion that it 
will, not be necessary to remove the 
old sycamore-tree, so please counteract 
the instructions to your workmen. I 
am afraid the absence of shade might 
prove a serious drawback next summer, 
aud my wife and children are becoming 
more accustomed to the creaking, which 
I am now inclined to think may pro- 
ceed from our neighbour’s pear-tree. 


LuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiifiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiimiiiiiiiiitiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiuiiiiiiiiifiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiHiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiitiiiiiiiiuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiuuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiifiiiiiiiiiniiiiitiiiiiiiiiiiiiiim^ 


PU NCH, OR THE LON DON CHARI VA R [.— S e ptembe r 25, 191 8. 


vi 1 



The only safety razor costing less 
than a guinea that can be stropped 
without removing the blade. 



A really dependable razor at a popular price. It opens flat, and can be 
stropped without removing the blade. This construction also overcomes 
the difficulty of cleaning, which is the bugbear of so many safety razors. 



Strongly made, heavily silvered, 
and with blades that cannot be sur- 
passed, it is used by many men who 
could afford a far more expensive 
razor, but prefer the simple 
efficiency of the “ 7 o’clock/' 


Heavily silver-plated razor, complete in hand- 
some case, with strop in hinged 
partition, and 6 finest lancet steel 1 f\j££ 
blades (as illustrated) - - ^ ” 


Of all high-class dealers throughout the world. 


Sole Manufacturers : 

The Proprietors of the “ 7 o’clock ” Safely Razor, 
61, New Oxford Street, London, W.C. I. 
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CIGARETTE 
SITUATIONS — No. 8. 

“You never can tell” — but 
still there are others — and 
Ariston’s. 

There is no more fitting moment for 
an A risi on than the blank period 
which follows the “losing game.” 
Therefore when the outlook is gloomy 
with a mist on the glass tf hope, take 
courage; and an Ariston, and wait for 
“ something to turn up.” 

ArUlou Cigarettes dilute disappoint- 
ments and repulse regrets. 

Made from the choicest Macedonian To- 
baccos, chosen and blended w ith scrupulous 
care, Ariston Cigarettes are the “sine qua 
non of the eigarelte smoker. 

A nanyc with your tobaimuist to tnnl a tegular supply 
)ayoin ,X aval or Mihlaiy friend, (Quantities oj 200 
ait dnlv fu'i iind can iiif;c paid. Aiiston No. 10 17!-, 
An ton i, -Id I ip pc l / 7/-, or Aicb-Ka .Xu. 2 -/SI-. 

nht.im.ibh* from nil hiftli-class tobacconists ur from 
MU<M H’sl.t L.Wibt hii.inoput.28. l’icca.lilly, L«.ixl< n.W\ 


Ariston No. 10. LuiW, 

JU.Iu-f. 

11/- 5/0 25 *2/1 OJ 

Ariston Gold Tipped 

LjM.) Medium I'ubcc. 

10* ) 11/- 50 -5/6 jo -2 3 


Ariston Delicat for those 
wlio prefer a small cigarette, 
ioo - 8/6 50- 4/3 J5 - 2/1 \ 

Nob -Ka No. 2 I.ai'fjc 
Turkish. 

Cigarettes. ’»'* « 

B. Ml’KATTI, S<> • CO. un„ Man/hrsti-r, L< 




AC l lVK SKRYICK CONDITIONS have pio\u{ 
/\ moil' conclusively than ew r the all round gn. >d 
./ Venalities of “A/A" KhaUi Shirts. They aie 
healthful and non-irritant, durable, soft and nu>hiini 
able the essential qualities to satisfaction in wtru. 
They are obtainable ready-to-wear or made-tn-me.i' un 
in regulation shade, and in standard and hea\y weights 

or me. 11 - class on i rmiRs 

Mm.ld you be unable to obtain, unte /. 
the Mannfai tm as fot name tn:d addict 
0 / most suitable Kctaiin : - 
Wm. Hom.ins & Co., I ri>. {'hade or.’i). 
j$\v, Newgate St., London, h. C. 1. 


1 1 I';. ■ .1 


DAiy&( (night , 
\Wcar( 


Why haoe the Sales of 

HOWARDS’ 

ASPIRIN 

TABLETS 

increased 23,000 per cent . 

in two years ? 

Because they uie made by one of the oldest, largest and 
most experienced firms manufacturing Fine Chemicals in 
the wo. hi. 

Because they are Pure, do not upset the digestion, and arc 

REALLY EFFICACIOUS. 

Because they completely replace the pre-war German 
article. 

Because, in the words of a leading Doctor, “The difference 
between Howards’ and other brands of Aspirin Tablets is 

SIMPLY MARVELLOUS.” 

Manufactured by HOWARDS & SONS, Ltd. (Eat. 1797), H.F08D. 


Relieve 

HEADACHE, 

NEURALGIA. 

T00THA0HE, 

INFLUENZA, 

FHEUMATI8M. 


■i;iiiui,ii: 
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THE YARN OF THE BLUE 8TAR LINE. 

YVhicn I was a lad and went fco sea 
In seventy-seven or six maybe, 

There was ten tall ships on Merseyside 
Did sail or berth with every tide; 
There was “ Hills ” and “ Halls ” and 
“ Dales ” and “ Hens,” 

“ Counties” and “Cities ” and “Lochs ” 
and “ Glens,” 

And none was there so fast and fine 
As them that sailod in the Bluo Star 
Line. 

They had tough-nut skippers as hard 
as nails 

To crack ’em along in the Cape Horn 
gales, 

And hard -case shellbacks thirty -two 
There used to he in a Blue Star crew 
To man the capstan and raise the shout 
At tacks and sheets when she went 
about, 

And brass-hound reefers eight or nine 
In them tall ships o’ the Blue Star Line. 

But Lord! the names them good ships 
had - 

Knough to drive a plain man mad! 

The w ay them names was spelled or 
said 

’[Jd crack your jaw like Liverpool 
bread ; 

There was Part hen -ope and Thuey-didca, 
And a whole lot more and worse besides, 
And Mclpo-menc and Eupliro-syiie 
Was the sort o’ names in the Blue Star 
Line. 

But the steam come up and the sail 
went down, 

And them tall ships of high renown 
Was scrapped or wrecked or sold away 
To the Dutch or the Dagoos, day by 
day ; 

They went the way o’ the songs we 
sung, 

And the girls wo kissed when wo all 
w r ere young, 

And most o’ the chaps as used to sigu 
Along with me in the Blue Star Line. 

The Parthen-ope she met her fate, 

Run down in a fog off the Golden Gate ; 
And the Thucy-dides kept knocking 
around 

Tween the Cape and Cardiff and Puget 
Sound, 

Till a fire in her main hold burned her 
clown 

To the water’s edge at Simonstown ; 
And none was left hut the Euphro-syne , 
The blooming last o’ the Blue Star Line. 

Thore isn’t a cargo great or small 
But that old hooker ’s carried ’em all, 
Bor whether it ’s rubber or whether it’s 
rice, 

Coal or copra or salt or spice, 
leak or whale-oil or hone manure, 
Smelly guano or copper ore, 



FOUND! 

The Deicer [to mate, tcho has yane ahead to "pick out " the road). “ Don't’ FOUUKT ’J'O 
SHOUT WHEN YOU FIND ^ 8H Kl.U-HODH, UlLI..*' 

Gulf ports cotton or B.C. pine — But sho ’s gone at the last, as I’ve 

All’s one to the last o’ the Blue Star 1 heard tell, 

Line. In the Channel chops as she knowed 

There isn’t a tugboat far or near ■ ~ tv r . . . . * . tL . 

But’s look her to sea with a parting j 0,1 St : A 8 ,10S wlltn '° 11 

cheer, 

Or picked her up off o’ Lizard Head 
With the nine months’ rust in her And it’s good to know as she took her 
hawse pipes red ; hones, 

There isn’t a pilot near or far When it come t\> the end, to Davy 

From Gravesend Reach to Astoria Bar, Jones 

j Oil Hudson or Hooghly, or Thames or AVitli the old Red Duster lining the 


mine 

! Done in the last o’ the Blue Star Line. 


T> no, 

But’s known the last o’ the Blue Star 
Line. 


She ’s been up and down and hero and 
thpro. 


same 

As it did in the da\s when she earned 
her fame 

When ten tall ships on Merseyside 
Did sail or berth with every tide, 

n ...... • „ i j . . < j . 1 , And none o’ them all so fast and fine 

But there am t no time lor to tell you . 

As them tall ships o the Blue Star 
where, I , . 1 C 1^ S 

She ’s been sunk and raised and drove! Jlnc * - — ~ — ■ 11 r= = * 

ashore, j “ Musical (Ji.aks Blower Wanted iinmo- 

A wreck and a hulk and a ]>rizo o* ! diatoly.” - Sunday Paper . 

war . . . j To help the Harmonious Blacksmith ? 
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THE WATCH DOGS. 

Lxxvr. 

My df.aii Charles, — For my sins, 
vvliich must liavo been many and griev- 
ous, l liavo just had to make a tour of 
duty among tho German colony in this 
more peaceful part of Europe. \ sup- 
port the criticism of the old gentleman 
,v 1 1 o came with mo and who also was 
now to the sight. As ho noted tho 
female (dement with his still youthful 
eye he said, ‘If. these lie typical of 
tho women in Germany ,1 can quite 
understand the Gorman men trying to 
;et into France.” 

It has always been my experience, 
in the judicial affairs of peace time, 
that one s case loses much, if not. most, 
of its virtue and rectitude when it 
comos beforo the tribunal together with 
tho other fellow’s version. Neutrality, 
as represented by any Bench, has 
always appeared to me to he a senso- 
loss thing, with no true perceptions, 
no appreciation of righteousness when 
confronted with it, no sympathy with 
purity and perfection as explained to it 
by myself in tho quality of counsel. 
.Juries also, supposedly neutral, L have 
found impervious to tho burning justice 
of my client’s cause and too credulous 
and attentive to tho specious mendacity 
of tho other side. It was with some 
anxiety, therefore, that 1 first mixed 
with the people of one of the few neu- 
tral States remaining at this time. 
Apart from the fear of seeing on the 
natives’ faces that expression, so famil- 
iar with the Common Jury, of indiffer- 
ence to tho gross instance of justice 
trampled under foot, I was afraid of a 
general doubt as to whether our affairs 
were progressing so nicely as we made 
out. My experience lias been most con- 
soling ; we have somo very good friends 
abroad, Charles. 

1 pass over the indiscretions of porters 
and ticket-collectors, who have so far 
forgotten the obligations of neutrality 
as to declare to mo in public, “ Vice 
/’ Amjlcterre ! rive hi Franco! vivo 
l' Italic ! ciccut la s Ktats I'nis!" and 
a similar wisli for all oilier nations, 
states and powers, which, from tho 
largest to the smallest, have associated 
themselves with our cause; 1 coniine 
myself to the local Press, which, with 
all respect to their Lordships at home, 
is as well-conducted as any l have over 
read. 

There are two papers in particular 
which 1 mean to take in for the rest 
of my life, in gratitude for the comfort 
L have derived from their convictions. 
Tho one has all the reputation for 
solemnity of our own leading journal. 
Not infrequently it takes us to task for 
our misconceptions and mistakes, and 


tells us off for our faults of constitu- 
tion or character; this done, it is in 
a position rather to assume than to 
say that of course wo are right and as 
such are going to prevail. Certain 
developments of a fow months hack 
on the Western Front it reviewed as 
regrettable incidents inevitably produc- 
ing tiresome results; addressing itself 
to the more intelligent and educated, 
it refrained from stating the obvious, 
that these tiresome results were natur- 
ally about to ho rectified; it confined 
itself t.;) enumerating a few simple 
reasons for accepting any delay there 
might he in the rectification. 

The other paper is a bright little 
affair which says ho blnweri to tho 
Bosch about six times a day, hut with 
such happy variety of expression and 
phrase as to do away with any sense 
of iteration. I fool that" even the Hun 
himself, if he has any better sense of 
journalism, must read it regularly, 
though secretly, and, in spite of him- 
self and his fatherland, enjoy tho mere 
vitality of it. To this paper there just 
were no events on tho Western Front 
a few months hack worth worrying 
about. Facts and figures were duly 
quoted in full, hut only as leading up 
to a thorough relishing of tho good 
things they were bringing to tho Allies, 
unity of command and a completely 
developed determination to annihilate 
utterly and for ever all Central Powers. 
In those dark days our sporting and 
irrepressible little friend, setting out 
the whole news at length, washed away 
the whole effects of it with some bright 
and daring headlines, calculated to con- 
vince anyone that this was all merely 
preparing the stage for the real busi- 
ness about to begin next week. It. was 
j at this time that the humourist who j 
j contributes the daily column of merri- 
ment in if, dies on the right-hand side 
of the front page reached his zenith with 
a landfill description of the Kaiser, 
now owner of the civilised world hut 
ottering to exchange tho lot for liali-a- 
loaf of bread. 

Prom the whole of this Press two per- 
sonalities stand out— Agence I lavas and 
Comnu'iitairo Wolff. Agence Havas I 
put down as a cheerful, business-like j 
follow, thirty-five to forty years old, 
only son of ail extremely happy mar- 
riage. 1 see him, in an old tweed suit 
. 5ini l oap, with a pipe between his teeth, 
j always out and about with the lighting 
j soldiers of the Entente. Politics and 
of Vices are no affair of his ; whatever 
the directorates may think or say or do, 
betakes his atmosphere from the trench 
line, and the spirit, of his records is 
accordingly brisk and buoyant. 

Comiuentaire Wolff I fancy is well 
; past his first and second youth, neither 


of which was very happy. Born with 
a grievance of some sort, which he has 
always had to suppress, he has made 
his way to the top of his tree by ruth- 
less determination and undue iimuenco. 
The former lias put him out of sym- 
pathy with tho host of humanity, and 
Ins time has been so much spent at an 
office desk that ho has lost tho frosh-air 
habit. Tho latter has got him into the 
inveterate custom of taking his cuo from 
above, and ho is too used to writing up 
what is given him officially to think of 
going and having a look for himself. 
When the times gave him something 
really to rejoice about, ho wasn't able 
really to rejoice. I see him always in 
his well-appointed oflico, with no notes 
at all save the official communiqu6 ; I 
see him writing and ro- writing and 
re-re-writing his report for tho Press, 
preening himself on tho choice of 
epithets in tho final edition, but in- 
wardly cursing himself for not being 
able to write up a good thing with half 
tho cheerfulness which Agence Havas 
manages to extract from a bad one. 

I foresee old Commentaire Wolff 
retired from business in disgust, having 
handed over to his aniemic son, who 
can think of no bettor way of dealing 
with tho clay’s nows than by dishing 
up his father’s past writings and apply- 
ing them to the present, without caring 
whether thoy fib the facts or not. 

Yours ever, Henry. 

FERDINAND THE FOX 
[The eminent Botanist , Tsar of Bvl- 
a.i ni a, and <jrcat-(jrandson of Philippi: 
Ecalitk), 

What is faithless Ferdy doing? 
What now mischief is he brewing? 
Wluit sly stratagems pursuing? 

Rumour, not above suspicion, 
Represented his condition 
As approaching inanition ; 

But reports of his arriving 
At Vienna, well and thriving, 

Point at least to his reviving. 

Is he only botanizing, 

Or intent upon devising 
Counter-checks to thwart a rising? 

Is he optimist and porky, 

Or, whon skies are drear and murky, 
Does he curse his friends in Turkey •' 

Does he, Tsar of all Bulgaria, 

Dread the Bolshevist malaria 
Spreading to his special area? 

Does ho at the dead of night 
Ever see with deep affright 
Stamrouloff’s indignant sprite? 

Is his nerve impaired by shocks ? 

Is lie Roman, Orthodox, 

Mussulman, or simply Fox? 
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Loquacious lhirlcr. “We was discussing National Service, wasn't we, last time I siianed you? Nave you joined ip yet?” 
Customer. “ I don't know till I take the piaster off.” 


Is he anxious to outshine 
The arch-traitor of his lino? 

Will he “ stick it ” or resign ? 

What a fund of introspection 
Must lie find in homo defection, 
Weariness and insurrection ! 

On his palace wall the writing 
Luminously glows, reciting 
Its invincible indicting — 

Tells him, isolated, shaken, 

By his German friends forsaken, 

“ Serbia's martyrs reawaken.” 

ALL STORIKS. 

Now that the dramatic and tumul- 
tuous Birmingham episode in the career 
of the Prime Minister has been repro- 
duced for film purposes, tho cinemato- 
graph industry claims that there is no 
incident in the life of any public char- 
acter that need baffle its operators. 

The direct result is that a number of 
enthralling life-stories are on the stocks. 
Renowned authors and journalists have 
been commissioned to prepare tho 
“ books ” of these romances. 

There is little doubt that crowds will 
flock to see Harold; or, On and On, 
the true story of the journalistic activi- 


ties of Mr. Harold Beubie. It is no 
secret to those who believe it to be 
true that Sir Oliver Lodge has had 
a hand in preparing this photo-play. 
Tho story shows a largo number of 
interesting interiors of the actual houses 
of the celebrities whom the hero has j 
interviewed, from that of the Bishop j 
of London to that of the Costermonger 
King of Camberwell, each containing 
tho eminent journalist and his note- 
book. Occasionally a page from tho 
notebook itself will be hashed upon 
the screen, ample time being allowed 
for the spectators to spoil out the noble 
sentiments there written. It is said 
(by the producers) that few will come 
away with dry eyes from witnessing 
this very moving picture. 

But the “ scream ” of the season will 
be tho film depicting Mr. Arthur N. 
Davis, tho vivacious American dentist, ] 
extracting the teeth of the Kaiser. 
Picture-goers must exercise a little 
patience, however, for up to tho time 
of writing there has been a singular 
difficulty in persuading any competent 
actor to volunteer for the role of tho 
Imperial patient. Tho producers are 
sanguine enough to hope that, with 
the assistance of Marshal Focu and 


I 11 mo, the Kaiser himself may beavail- 
| able before very long. 

! Admirers of Miss Marie Corelli 
| should not evade The Sword-like, Pen. 
For this film has been engaged an 
actress of natural modesty and ability 
whose histrionic powers nevertheless 
enable her to represent with a wonder- 
ful simulation of truth the many stir- 
ring episodes in a pictorial career. 

Another life-story in preparation is 
that of Mr. G. K. Chesterton. It will 
bo found that in this film one of the 
most entertaining scenes will he of the 
future litterateur on tho playing-fields 
of St. Paul’s School, persistently kick- 
ing tho football towards the goal of his 
own side. His reasons for so doing — 
and they are wonderfully convincing 
— will ho made clear to the audience 
between the pictures. By an ingenious 
adaptation this life-story can be shown 
on a sheet of ordinary si/.e. 

“ Rachel has been fine l 20s. by the 

Douglas Stipendiary for attempting to remove 
| a log of lamb from tho Tsle of Man.” 

Macclesfield Courier . 

But for this timely punishment she 
might have cherished similar designs 
: upon the Calf of Man. 



Fi rut Irrepressible (from the other platform). “Wiiat iio, ('iimo.ky? Got a bit o’ usAvii?'' Second dilto (from this). “ Yes.” 

First ditto. " Wiii'.n yfk uoincj B \ck ? ” Second ditto. “ TrKSDAY MIDNK’.IIT— if jr's fish!” 


TFII‘1 EXPLANATION. . 

“ I *m certain Micro am fairies in 1. 1 1 i s 
houso,” 1 said, as i sat down at the 
break fast-table. 

My hostess looked a little alarmed. 

“My dear,” she said, “you liavo 
fairies on the brain. Where did you 
see them ? ” • 

“1 didn’t see them,” l said. “1 
beard them." 

.loan looked up again from the 
elegantly-decorated pages of Pond 
Street catalogue. 

She is a person who combines a 
rather matter-of-fact temperament with 
an attractively wistful manner; she also 
has wide blue eyes and an appearance 
of youtbfulnoss so convincing that one 
Finds it quite dillicult to associate her 
with the multifarious responsibilities 
of a large country-house, to say no 
thing of a four-years-old Pamela in the 
nursery. 

“ Tell ine what it was like,” she said ; 
“ this house is so old ; it is full of 
noises.” 

“ What it was like?” 1 repeated. 
“ Well, it’s not very easy to describe. 
It was liko starlings in the early morn- 
ing, and liko fountains playing in the 
sun, and liko those tiny white clouds 
when the sky is very blue.” 


“Clouds don’t make a noise,” said 
Joan ; “at least, not the tiny ones.” 

“ And like cowbells far away on the 
mountain-slopes,” I continued, “and 
like very, very good French chocolate, 
and wild rose buds.” 

“ Well, of all the extraordinary mix- 
tures,” said Joan; “ 1 *d like to know 
what next.” 

“And like snow' scrunching under! 
your shoes,” I went, on, becoming, 
more and more fascinated by the possi- 
bilities of my subject, “ and like sweet- | 
poas and — ” I hesitated for a mo- | 
ment, and my host, who had finished 
his breakfast some time ago and had 
apparently been deeply absorbed in his 
paper, suddenly chimed in 

“ And like water round Iho prow of a 
boat,” he said, “and the smell of a 
wood-lire and apples and good leather, 
ami like little hits of IIf.kuiok, and old 
French dancing tunes, and heglancod 
across at his wife — “blue ribbons.” 

1 looked at .loan ; she didn’t appear 
to be wearing any blue ribbons, but she 
smiled a little self-consciously. 

“ I think you ’re both very silly.” sho 
said ; “ and Dickie doesn’t even know 
what you ’re talking about.” 

A dark form crossed the window. 

“ Hullo, there \s Jordan,” said Dickie. 

“ You ’ll excuse me, won’t you ? I want 


to tell him about those new rose- 
trees.” 

He walked across to the door, feeling 
in his pocket for his tobacco-pouch as 
| he went, and presently we beard the 
! slight clatter of the sticks as be drew 
one from the hall-stand. 

“It’s perfectly ridiculous the wav 
Dickie fusses over that rose-garden,” 
said Joan. “ How does he think wo 
manage when lie is in Franco? ” 

There was a moment’s^p^u 80 - 

Then suddenly — “Thero it is again,” 
I said. “ Didn’t you hear it ? ” 

Joan listened. 

“That,” sho said, gazing at me 
with astonished half-incredulous eyes, 

; 1 why, that ’s Pamela laughing.” 

11. F. 

J “ Oi.d-K.stabi.istikd country Nowsagency 
i<»n Sale # with capital liorsc and oat; illness 
I cause for selling.” — Provincial Paper, 

! It looks liko a case of the last straw. 

“An intelligent prisoner of tho Gist Regi- 
ment said 

The weather has somewhat improved, and 
his turned distinctly fresh.” — Scotsman. 

We infer that the “surrender-drill 
to which German soldiers are now 
subjected includes the maxim, “ When 
asked an awkward question talk about 
the weather." 








MRS. PARTINGTON OP POTSDAM. 

[■‘In the winter of 1824 there set in a great flood . . the tide roso to an incredible height ; the waves rushed in upon 
the houses; and everything was threatened with destruction. In the midst of this sublime storm I)ame Partington, who lived 
upon tlio beach, was seen at tho door of hor liouso . . . trundling her mop, squeezing out the sea-water and vigorously pushing 
away the Atlantic Ocean . . . Tho Atlantic was roused; Mrs. Partington’s spirit was up; but I need not tell you that the con- 
test was unequal. Tho Atlantic beat Mrs. Partington.” — Sydsi: y iS'.v/n/.] 
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THE FAMILY. 

It was pouring hard and the dining- 
room was dark and cold. 

“ Only September/* remarked the 
daughter bitterly, and snapped on the 
electric light. 

They w ore mostly late that morning, 
hut finally collected round the table, 
hive persona, the father, the mother, 
the uncle, the aunt and the daughter. 

The father, opening letters, broke 
the hungry silence. “ How much coal 
do you think we’re allowed? ” lie 
a r -kod. 

The uncle settled comfortably to his 
porridge ; his coal allowance wasn't in 

The mother c)od the father, kettle in 
hand. “ \ know we shouldn’t get 
that coal/’ she said decidedly, “ / knew 
they M nevc*r allow it . If they *d 
sent wlmt you put in that paper 
you had, we ’d have luid more 
than we’d ever had in our 
lives ! ” 

The kettle clicked into it.-, 
place and the father prepared 
liis defence. “ 1 ncviT said 
how much coal wo should have. 

Of com so it you put state- 
ments ” 

“ My doar,” said the mother, 

“ .1 never put any statements 
anywhere. You wrote if. You 
ought to know. Of course it 
was ridiculous oven to have 
supposed.” 

1 never did,” retorted the 
father. 

I lero the daughter remarked 
with acerbity, “A nice family 
we shall he when if really is 
cold.” 

The mother placed her heavy guns. 

“ Well, suppose you tell us how much 
coal wo are allowed,” she suggested. 

The lather shot oil a tonnage so 
minute as to silence effectually any 
argument-. 

If was then that ono discovered that 
the aunt had been speaking for several 
minutes. She was repeating some- 
thing to herself in a low r tone. It 
might have been theCafeehism. “ What j wo shall have 
wo mud do,’’ she murmured, “is to | kindly Imt lirmly, 
light the study tire and put out the | meter every day.” 


in here, or go in there and all eat Germans here/* she said and folded up 
together.” ° her table-napkin; ‘‘I shall get a warm 

There was a pause. No one thought ! golf jersey.” 
the daughter worth arguing with. | And then the mother and the daughter 
Then the aunt murmured to herself, | began discussing golf jerseys with the 
<i j[ oir [} U!V u 0 uld hate it ! ” ‘ aunt in a most amiable manner. 

The uncle was a democrat, but he And the father and the uncle, warmed 
Well, 1 believe ! with porridge, argued joyfully over the 


„ '\ 

referring to the daughter, war nows. 


couldn’t resist saying, 

not because he thought so, but because! Meanwhile, in the garden, the rain 
the aunt had said that they would ; had stopped, and suddenly the lawns 
p I were bright. Thejsun had stepped out 

The mother took an edging of butter. J and flooded the morning. 

T shall begin economy from to-day,” j “ Well if the sun will shine,” mur- 
mured the father to himself; and the 


she announced. “Nlizabeth must do 
wit h one scuttle instead of three. She 
glanced scornfully round the table. 
“ It’s well enough for you all to have 
your little ideas,” she remarked, “ I 
shall have the dealing with it.” 

“ If \ on Ye going to begin economy 


whole party rose 
garden. 


and went into the 



“TO ASTTON1SIL THU WORLD. 

Mr. , speakingt at tlic Cairn Lino moot- 

in'* at Newcastle to-day, said the resul of 
America's colossal shipbuilding pro 
gramme was likely o astonish the 
world." Hreniny l\q>cr, 

Mr. Clynks’ attention is hereby 
called to the unequal distribu- 
tion of “ t.” 


Tin-: strenuous like. 

" V’SKK. Mi M , 1 .ll-T RUTS ON K OF ’EM IX SOAK WIIII.I 
ON W IV ’I UK on I KU. * 


“ Several of the ( ierni, ms dropped, 
hut the remainder rushed on until 
the} wore within fifteen years of the 
little English f jree .” — Daily 

This must have been in the 
early days of the War. 

“Mr. J. If. Thomas, M.i\, who 
lioadod tins ballet for a now parlia- 
mentary committee of tlio Trade 
Union Congress . . 

.Daily K. r press. 

Is expected to lead them a 
pretty dance. 


1 CUTS 


There once was a Madame 
i called Ti sk.w i) 

Who loved the grand folk in Who's 
Who so 

That sho made them in wax, 
Both their fronts and their backs, 
And askod no permission to do so. 


to-day,” retorted the father, “why not 
turn off the electric light ? ” He rose j 
and did so, and the tablecloth became 
a shade paler. 

“ Wo must use wood,” continued the 
mother, “and besides I already have a J 
plan 

But the aunt was again spoaking. , ,, . ... 

(l ri , , i* . > i * , „ % i M I i of her enemies suppose before the demon which 

;‘Gas I res she observed, “ Will I) « inip( . 11( , (l her to this insane adAcnture is exer- 

lmpossihle, but hay-boxes , Times. 

1 interrupted^ her. “ A\hat \v 0 H } ho is getting a good deal of exer- 

do, he observed 1 c .j S(3 ; us ^ l)0W — talking backwards, 
is to rear! our gas- ; 


Although Germany is suffering, she will 
! doubtless suiter a great deal more than many 


to 


kitchen after lunch. No more gas tires 
to dress by ; and we must wear warm 
clothes. It doesn’t matte!- if you wear 
warm clothes, but we shan’t he able to 
have all the tires we’ve luid. I never 
have had a tiro in my bedroom, except 
when 1 was ill. And t hen under protest,” 
sho added and bent over her bread-aud- 
marmalade. 

The daughter set her cup down de- 
cidedly. “It ’s perfectly simple,” she re- 
marked. “ We must, living the servants 


The aunt took a piece of bread. 
“ Yes, I suppose so,” she said, and 
added, “it you can read a gas-meter. I 
never could. 1 suppose they count the 
heating and lighting in one.” 

The uncle cleared his throat authori- 
tatively, “ 1 wish you would try and get 
it into your head, my dear,” ho ob- 
served, “ that they are not counted as 
one.” 

But the aunt was not listening. 
“Anyhow it’s better than having the 


An adventurous youngster of C rediton 
Took some pate dc foisgras and spread 
it on 

A chocolate biscuit, 

And said, “ Yes, I ’ll risk it ; ” 

On his tomb is the date that he said 
it on. 

Telegram from Mr. Dams to the Alj> 
Highest : “ Hear you are gnashing and 
grinding your teeth. Will my work 
stand ?— Davis.” 



CP; 



Scene. - Damaged Chateau m r ranee, 

Kutflishman. “Hut, u\nu it all, M’siku, how d* you m\n\ok to i»l\y with thk.sk b\lls? All thk same coloib and no sror.” 
Frenchman . “Oh, zat kks all iught, yes. You get to know zkm by zk sh \i»e." 


PHILOSOPHY FOR ADVERTISERS. 

j. 

4 Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty, ’’sings j 
tho poet, 

4 And that is all wo need to know.” 
Wo know it. 

Keep beautiful and lovers true you ’ll 
find ; 

Use Pogglo’s Powder and deceive man- 
kind. 

ir. 

“ llow low, bow little aro the proud, 
How indigont the great,” 

Whom chronic lack of cash has bowed 
Down from their high estate. 

But lot Fitzclarenco bring content, 

For he can ease their moan 

By lending cash at five per cent. 

On note of hand alone. 


“ Ever let the fancy roam ; 
Pleasure never is at homo.” 

Do not sit and mope with Alice ; 
Come and see our Picture Palace. 


Doubt not, 0 Man, the band of Provi- 
dence 

Because thou art not able to explain 


The evils of the world, nor wonder 
whence | 

We draw our sad inheritance of pain. 1 

Consider rather how the gods provide ' 
A natural relief for every ill ; i 

Tho nettle and the dock-leaf side by side, j 
The Christmas dinner and tho Pink- 1 
ney Pill. 

v. 

In opposites attraction lies, ’Lis said ; 
Since Ho is dark a blonde lie’ll want. 

to wed ; • 

Then try Nobcll’s Peroxide for Thine j 
hair; i 

For ever will Ho love and Thou he fair. : 

* i 

vi. ^ i 
Tis not for youthful bloods to quaff 

Our *• very special ” Port, 

A brand that makes the butler laugh 
And connoisseurs to snort. 

But for your wealthy aunt ’twill make 
A drink to suit her ago ; 

Minds innocent and quiet take 
It for a “ Hermitage.” 


Achievement’s never equal to 
Tho pleasure of pursuit ; 

We long because it ’s something new 
To taste exotic fruit. 


A subtlo joy in lifo and art 
From in) stories we gain; 

We worship with a joyful heart 
That which we can’t explain. 

Enough. Where ignorance is bliss 
Tis folly to he wise ; 

So come and try our Sausages, 

Explore our Babbit-pics. 

“ Captain and corporal of tho same corps 
iNrw Zealanders) st. Hiding together in the 
pulpit and sharing the same hvinn-hook in 
the singing, were noticed at llersham, near 
WaHon on-Tluines.” Fvenimj Kars. 

Bather a noticeable position. 

1 “Scotland Yard states it is proposed to 
apph for order for interment of PiLvinolT and 
his staff .” — Lirerpool Feho. 

But we are glad to learn that this 
drastic proposal was not carried out. 
It would have been a grave mistake. 

An Irish Sinn Fein paper is greatly 
annoyed at the recruiting activities of 
Captain Stephen (Iwynn, M.P. Ad- 
mitting that he is a grandson of 
William Smith O’Bhien, tho Irish 
patriot, it linds consolation in tho fact 
that ho is only 44 a grandson by 
marriage.” 
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•Oji, yi:k, ALvj ;h, wi: iim> a pdsii iimi. m n down nil. ui;. 


stone’s iirst intention, evidently, had 
been to call this character ‘ Mirthstone,’ 
or glad stone, but his publishers objected 
to the device as too transparent, and 
so we find him replying in these words : 

1 Very well ; then Murdstone let it 
be.’ But the most ingenious device 
| of (Gladstone’s, perhaps, was liis use 
of his initials in the case of 1 the lite- 
rary man with a wooden leg,’ Silas 
W’fujj. Here boldly wo have the initials 
in full in their regular order, W.E.G., 
with an extra 0 for good measure/ 

The .Professor then alluded to the 
subject of the Ivy Green cipher, which 
lie bad the honour of discovering in the 
rick irich Papers, 41 Scholars had long 
been puz/.Pd by tho insertion of a 
poem of three stanzas in this book. 
The ostensible excuse for its introduc- 
tion was its recitation at an evening 
party at Manor Kami, Dingley Dell, by 
the aged clergyman of tho place, name 
not given, who posed as its author. 
Hut the poem has no connection with 
tho story. Why, then, students formerly 
wondered, was it interpolated in this 
first long story of Dickens? ” By way 
of au.jwcr Professor Linkhorn wrote 
the first five lines on the blackboard : 

“ Oh, a dainty plant is tho Ivy green, 
Tli:it nvepelh o'er ruins old 1 

Of right ehoiee food arc his meals T ween, 
In 1 1 is col l so lone and cold. 

Tho wall must ho crumbled, the stum* 
ticca) cd . . .” 

The Professor then requested his audi- 
tors to take their pencils and write 
down the lirst letter of the first line’s 


‘ WHATEVER DO Klf MI’.W UY ‘I'OSil,’ lil,ll\IH 
‘Don’t know / Il’s seam; mu *mmsii’! 


last word, tho second let tor of the 
second line’s last word, the third letter 


WHO WROTE DICKENS? 
Front," The Daily Meteor,” April 1/2218. 

Tim large number of aeroplanes 
parked on tho roof of the Charles 
Chaplin Literary Institute last evening 
tostiliod to tho widespread popular 
interest in tho (ihidstonian theory. Kor 
more than two hours the audience 
listened with unabated attention to 
Professor Thoophilus Linkhorn, whoso 
latest discoveries have shed so much 
light on the Dickens-Gladstone con- 
troversy. “ Kor many years/’ he said, 
“students of Dickens had felt that tho 
famous novels could not have sprung 
from the mind of tho humble, unedu- 
cated employee of a blacking factory, 
but the question was, Who did write 
them? Then came the President of 
Bryan P Diversity with his theory of 
Gladstonian authorship. Gladstone, 
ho was able to show, was a contem- 
porary of Dickens, who flourished in 
tho reign of Queen Victoria, some 
years before the world war which re- 
sulted in tho obliteration of Germany. 
Ho was a statesman, a scholar and a 


| writer of serious philosophical works. 
His ollice of Prime Minister imposed 
on hi In the necessity of a consistently 
1 dignified demeanour, with which the 
role of a writer of sensational fiction 
would scarcely accord. So ho devised 
the plan of writing tho novels and 
persuading the rising young reporter, 
Chaui.es Dickens, to stand sponsor for 
Ids efforts. 

“ It was a fascinating theory/* con- 
tinued Protestor Linkhorn, “ but some- 
thing more than speculation seemed io 
he required. This was supplied most 
fortunately by tin original research 
undertaken recent lv by the faculty of 
the Chi Chaplin Literary Institute, 
founded by tip celebrated twentieth- 
century actor md savant who be- 
queathed an immense fund for historico- 
litcrary investigation. Thus we have 
the solution <_ f the mysterious ‘ Murd- 
stone let i or written to Chapman and 
Hall, the publishers, concerning the 
use of the name for one of tho charac- 
ters in Da ad Coppcrjicld. This letter 
had been carefully preserved in the 
St. Andrew Carnegie Library. Glau- 


' of the third line’s third word from the 
, last (a not uncommon variant in ciphers 
of this character), and the fourth letter 
of tho fourth line’s last Avoid. These 
four letters spell “ Glad.” Then ho in- 
vited his hearers to glance along the 
next lino for the word to form the 
| second syllable of a proper name. The 
next to tho last word is “ stone.” 

Tho noiso from the electric applause 
machine, operated by thought waves 
from the audience, demonstrated virtu- 
ally unanimous acceptance of tho 
Professor’s theory, and not a fow per- 
sons resolved to perform a tardy act of 
justice by having their editions ^ 
Dickens rebound and the name 
Gladstone substituted as author 
letters of gold. 

The Irreducible Minimum. 

“ The wages payable for employment h| 
summer of male workmen in agriculture shall 
l)o not less than wages at the following 
minimum rates, that is to say : For niam 
workmen of 14 and under 15 years of age, 145* 
f< r 54 years.”— Cambrian News. 

Just over three-pence per annum ; it 
can’t bo called excessive. 
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“The eyes of the men in the B*E*F* are upon you” 
“Our soldiers are building their hopes star=high” 

Stirring Call to British Business Men to 

ORGANIZE 

A call to action by a British Soldier in France 

This stirring summons to business men mas written in the t rem Jus by an observant British soldier after 
the inspiration of reading our last propaganda page with Mr. Hughes's great speech on organisation 


T O what, at this moment, arc the thoughts and hopes 
of the vast B.E.F. turned, and turning ever more 
ardently? It is “ Blighty" — the Land of Promise 

Our soldiers are building their hopes star-high ; but they 
are intensely aware that their future happiness and pros- 
perity, as well as their country’s good, depend upon the 
will with which the commercial and industrial leaders, 
employers and business men in every craft and trade, 
organize for the future 

It has taken four years of war to realize two palpable essen- 
tials of success — Organized Preparation and Co-ordinate 
Kftbrt Is it conceivable that in the economic field these 
two living, determining factors are being treated carelessly, 
handled with numb fingers, by British Businessmen? Is 
it conceivable that this country will get four years of econ- 
omic stalemate — in which to discover the true way out ? 

The German is a persevering, relentless, methodical foe, 
tiielessly and feverishly preparing to rise from even the 
ashes of military defeat to rule the world 

1 iut it is not what Germany is preparing to do; it is what 
Britain is doing and means to do that matters now See 
what the Empire has to make good — treasure of unthink- 
able dimensions, the wreckage of homes and careers, the 
wastage of commercial power and industrial productiveness 
How hopelessly futile to assail such great new problems 


like these with out-of-date ideas and fumbling methods or 
to think that by working harder and at less profit the 
leeway will he made up Time, energy and material can 
only be utilized with maximum effect by systematic means 
of direction and control There must he in every business 
house a strong plan in which every detail is clearly 
mapped out and correlated 

And, as the Empire is first in the sum total of all its 
citizens, their work, their commerce, their economics, thus 
it is that the duty of regeneration and efficient organization 
devolves alike on the great commercial corporation and 
the small trading house, and on all that lies in between 

No business man and no firm is exempt : none may escape 
this duty with impunity 

Prepare — Organize — Co-Ordinate! While the Empire’s 
guns are blazing the wav to victory, while her .Soldier 
Citizens are “standing to,” your thoughts and your hours 
should be filled with these three supreme imperatives It 
is up to you to justify the Empire’s trust in you to make 
Peace victorious, to realize the inherent power that is in 
your business, to cut new channels for the tributaries of 
its strength, so that it flows irresistibly like a river” 

Therefore Prepare — Organizey-Co-ordinate your busi- 
ness systems to make for efficiency, for efficiency will 
rule the world in commerce 



Organizing for Efficiency 
means going to 



If you are interested in organization , call at the nearest K J Showroom , 
as owing to War difficulties it is impossible for K & j Representatives to 
visit every Commercial House 


London 22 St Andrew St Holborn Circus EC j 


Hikmingham 20 Temple Sheet 
Ok dii i-' 5 Church Street 
Leeds 82 Albion Street 
Li.k-esifr 19 & 20 Corridor Chamben 
Market Plate 

Taveri'ool. 30 Castle Sheet 
Head Urrinc K Sr J ir«»A? 
lUomwiih 


Man< iikstkr 7 Plat kf liars Stint 
Newcastle St Nicholas Squat e 
( Opposite C athcdml) 

Sheffield 28 Change Alley 
Swansea 3 5 Coat Street 
13 k 1 east Scottish Piovidcnf llnildiugs 
Doitegall Squat e 
Glasgow /6<5 liuchanan Street 
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J OY ! The “ Dccca ” survives. Ama/in^ ! 

Incredible! But there it is. What a piece 
of luck. 

You see, they rely on the “Derca” lor 
musical entertainment. They have their 
Musical ('omedy nights, their Symphony 
Concerts, their Ballad ('oneerts, their 
Pianoforte and Violin Recitals. The 
stars of the musical world and of the 
theatrical wo* Id are ever at their 
command. 

The powerful tone of the “ Decra " and its 
clear. md natural reproduction ery- 
one observing its small si/e and portability. 
All makes and si/es of needle records can 
he used on the ‘‘ Derca,” which is ready to 
play iminedialelv opened. Self contained, 
no case needed, no loose parts to tfrt h^t. 

DECCA 

THE PORTABLE GRAMOPHONE. 


Compressed Eiliie 

£8 15 s. Od. 


In r .rather Cloth 

£7 15 .. Od. 

Of 1 Lit loilt., Aimv <111.1 Nn >• Sforr-.. Wlnli-li>\ Si , Uiiilfi< ,-, . I 
c.s .uul Mu ; Dealns. Illustrated Folder, .tmJ mum* 
a|>|>li( .itiou In (In- Mamif.u tiircr., - 

THK DKCCA CO., 30, WORSHIP ST., LONDON, F..(\ 

(I’tupriftors: MAKNI’I 1 SAMUEL A. SONS, fa. I l 


Solid Cuwludf* 

£12 12 s. Od. 

in. i ;i ‘ >. .mil .ill Ira 
iir.mst ailLMit, fin 





When the time arrives 

for the resumption of normal 
business you will want a Car 
which is in 

Class A. 

1 

1 

Secure a place now on the 
Humber Priority List and 
avoid disappointment later on. 


Humber Limited, Coventry. 

! 

i 



Dirty Weather 

C F.f )TI It’S iMirn m dn ty wr.ithri soon 
link Milird and stuprlr-.s. Send 
Muir roats .uni suits to Arlnllr htrro 
ulvn thrv lose thru stnai loess 

Ai'hilh' Sn rr skilfully remove • all st mu 
trull! rlnthuitf expel tl> tailm -|>i esses ih<* 
p.umrnl- semis them |i.t< k as liesh and 
sin. nils c leased as it niHti 1 new . Arhille 
Si •lie s ives pocket and appearance 

IP; if. - f'r»> /i///v/M/i - d liooklt‘1 fi7n"i h c'iVi'j I't n is, 
i.tstof IftiOh hi“<, (Uhl J'ltlfli llhll \ I'/ I'll! .Si'M'/uS 

AcMlfe Sots k <? 

If rad Ottue: 

Hackney Wick, London, E. 9 I 

Tele ph.oiir h.ast (4 lin.-sk 

^ 1 ; 46 \ HruncLfi timl A^vnln cwrywhe 





MADE IN A U. DKf.Itri-N 
FOR A I I. IM ' lv’ I ’OS ICS 

A Pencil of Uniform Excellence, 


" KAN DA II A K 1 ’em ils arc 
smooth, durahli". and a pleasure 
r to use One ‘ Kandahar ' Pencil 
will outlast a dozen ordinary pencils 

“KANDAHAR” PENCIL8 

are British Made by 

6E0R6E ROWNEY & CO. 

CSrAllLlSHM) 1789 . 

.each 3/6 per do/. From all Stationers. 



4*4 4*4 4J4 4*4 4*4 4*4 4*4 4J4 4*4 4*4 4*4 4*4 *.*4 4 * 4 4 * 4 4 * 4 4*4 4 * 4 4 * 4 4 * 4 4*4 4 * 4 4 * 4 4 * 4 4 * 4 4 * 4 ♦$» 4 ^ 4 4 * 4 4 ^ 4 4 * 4 4*4 ►*♦ 4*4 

I SPINK® SON L\ d 

DIAMOND MERCHANTS 


Established 1112. 

FINE JEWELS 

Purchased for CASH or VALUED. 


Also ANTIQUE SILVER, MINIATURES 
GOLD or ENAMEL BOXES etc. & other 
ITEMS of ANTIQUARIAN INTEREST 


❖*•51 


Jewels or Plate can be safely sent per registered post insured ^ 

17® 1 8 PICCADILLY, LONDON, W. 1. 


Business Motors of all sorts and conditions, 
from light Delivery Vans to ponderous Trans- 
port Lorries, give maximum mobility at 
lowest cost per mile when equipped with 



19, NEWMAN STREET, OXFORD STREET* W. 1 
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TRAGEDY IN MILITARY LIFE. 

Disappearance op Two Famous 
Sisters. 

11 1 don't like it a bit,” he said, 
“after all these years.” And his great 
honest round face seemed to dwindle. 

“ Why not ? ” I inquired. “ There ’s 
no indignity in it. Other nations have 
done it for years — our ally France, for 
example.” 

“ No,” said my grandfather’s clock — 
for it was he with whom l was talking 
— “ 1 don’t like it. I like the old ways. 

1 hate novelty. And I tell you there are 
others who are furious about it as well.” 

“ Who ? ” I asked. 

“The two Emmas,” lie replied. 

“ Thoy 're rabid.” 

“The tw T o Emmas 1” I ropoated — 
thinking naturally first of Violet Lor- 
atne of Binghampton and wondering 
who the other could he. Not Nelson’s 1 
Lady Hamilton ? Not the Emma who 
years ago was told to “ whoa ” ? 

“ Wlio are these ladies?” 1 asked 
again. 

“ Tho two Emmas,” replied my 
grandfather’s clock, “ are * Ack Emma ’ j 
(also known as ‘ Auntie Meridian ’) and ! 
1 Pip Emma,’ tho slang for which is 1 
‘ Post Meridian,’ who, if this twenty-four 1 
hour system becomes universal, will j 
simply ho done in. Their occupation ! 
will bo gone. Like other old soldiers ! 
they’ll fade away. Isn’t that a dis- 
aster? We never like it, you know,! 
when wo ’re superannuated, shelved, ! 
lidded; and that’s what’s happening, 
to those poor girls ! “ j 

“ Well,” was all T could say, “ if ' 
needs bo they must. These arc change- 
able times.” 

“Exactly what I complain of,” re- 
torted my grandfather’s clock. “ But 
why make innovations gratuitously? 
For centuries wo have had a.m. and ' 
i\M., twelve o’clock noon and twelve j 
o’clock midnight. Why suddenly abol- 1 
ish the old sensible rule? It isn’t as 
if Dora was concerned.” 

“ You never know,” I replied, “ where 
Dora is concerned. Maybe it’s her j 
doing entirely.” I 

“ if so,” said the fclock, “ it ’s sheer ; 
unreasonableness. Puro feminine jeal- 
ousy of the two Emmas. No, there ’s I 
no sense in it. And look how it will j 
ujieet life. Five - o’clock tea - - what j 
meaning will that have now? You | 
will have to talk about seventeen o’clock j 
tea. Invitations to lunch at half-past | 
one, old style, will now run, 4 Meet me 
at the Fritz at double-O-thirty,’ like a j 
telephone number. It’s a hard thing; 
when the time of day resembles tele- j 
phono numbers ! ” 

He was very cross, as I could tell by 
his quivoring hands. 


THE FARMER AND THE 



Third \Vri:k. 


“ And think of the good seasoned 
phrases that will go,” ho pursued. 
“ 4 Like one o* clock ’ vanishes for ever. ' 
There ’s no one o’clock now ; thero ’s 
only double - 0 - one - 0 or one - three 
double-0.” 

44 Yon take it too seriously,” I said. 
44 You 'll bo no worse oil personally. 
You 11 simply go on ticking away just 
as usual. It’s wo who will have to 
learn the new way.” 

44 And it s the absolute death of mid- 
night,” my grandfather’s clock went 
on. 44 Midnight, strictly speaking, under 
this new and absurd rule is 0* double-0-0. 
But no one is to use it. They have got 
to say cither 2.359, which is one minute 
before, or O-double-O-ono, which is one 
minute after. Just think of a world 


NEW FARM-LABOURER. 



Fourth Wkhk. 


without a midnight — the old witching 
hour when one (lay died and another 
day was horn, and things happened. 
What will ghosts do? ” 

Again his hands shook. 

44 And those two poor desolate sisters,” 
he resumed — “ thoso homeless Emmas 
— t can’t bear to think of them turned 
out into the cold.” 

I did all T could to cheer him hut in 
vain. 

“I’ve heard all you’ve urged,” he 
remarked, “ and I eomo back to what 
I said at first : I don’t like it. I shall 
join the fashion and go on strike.” 

And he did. It was six o’clock in the 
afternoon, and ho struck eighteen steady 
implacable strokes beyond tho power 
even of Mr. Gomuers to conciliate. 
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BUNNY’S BURDEN. 

Harvest, 1918. 

Or .all the rude rustic’s detostablejiabits 

There is nono that 1 know moro deserving of scorn 
Than his barbarous custom of chasing us rabbits 
Who liido in that last little strip of the corn. 

Ah ! many’s the mix-up and many the melee 
In which I liavo played an invidious part, 

With farmer and ploughman and sheaf and shillelagh 
All adding a beat to the beat of my heart : 

Though in those days, I own, with a soupron of cunning 
And a flavour of luck ono might often got clear, 

Tor a farmer’s a fool to a rabbit at running, 

And a ploughman ’s as slow as a barrel of boor. 

But to-day wo must face a moro ominous question 
In solving the problem of how to get out, 

Tor the whole harvest field is a soothing congestion 
Of brains academic and tricks of the scout. 

All the talent is hero— all the groat and the lesser, 

The proud and the humble, the stout and the slim, 
The Second Torm hoy and tho aged professor, 

Grade Three and the hero in want of a limb. 

Trom all sides they gathor, tho saint and the sinner, 

Tho child from his cradle, the grandfather grey, 

And nono hut would gladly havo rabbit, for dinner, 

That is, if it happened to fall in his way. 

And eaeli now arrival has brought a now terror; 

You move, and a constable holds up his hand ; 

Those hoys out of school, they can run, and no error, 
And who has an eye like the girl on the land? 

The art of pursuit is reduced to a scicnco 

When coolness and culture combine to pursue; 
Schoolmaster and scout in unholy alliance 
Are handed to boat us -so what can we do? 

Instead of dull yokels with crossings and wrangles 
And ruminant rustics on faltering feet, 

We’ve mathematicians appraising the angles 

And telling where runner and rabbit should meet. 

With a staff so adroit and an army so thorough 
I fear wo are lighting a losing campaign, 

Believe me if ever 1 got to my burrow 

There’s nought will induce mo to leavo it again. 

W. 11. (). 

“BIRTHS. 

Box September 8, at 5, Aubrey Street, the wife of Killeman \Y. A. 
Box (Nellie Lloyd), of a son (both well). 

(’ox- --September Id, at 4J. Nieuiuler Hoad, to the wife of Kdg.ii* (V. 
Cox (of Sierra Leone, Wed Africa), a son (Flossie Aekerley). 1 ’ ^ 

Jjiirrpool I'ost and Mercury. 

When a similar concatenation appeared in an Antipodean 
paper a few months ago we remarked, “ And Box and Cox 
are satisfied.” But apparently they weren’t. 

A propos of the engagement of LTinee Ruitrkcht ok 
Bavaria to Prineoss Antonia ok Ijuxkmmukj : — 

“ But when ono reflects that the bride does not number 19 summers 
and that her betrothed is about . r »0, and a widower with a son to 
Ux)t, one must assume that lu\o itself cannot sene as an excuse for 
this 11111111100.” — Daily Mail. 1 ll>1 

Possibly tho bride-elcct calculates that as the Prince has 
a son to boot sbo may escape kicking. 


A COCOA MYSTERY. 

*« At five minutes to eleven,” said Lisbeth dramatically, 
“ I put Sister’s cup of cocoa on that table and went back to 
the kitchon to get her a couple of biscuits. I returned at 
two minutes to tho hour to find the cup empty. Who stole 
Sister’s cocoa ? ” 

News of the theft spread through our V.A.D. hospital 
rapidly, for hitherto Sister’s eloven-o’clock cocoa had been 
sacred. The staff pleaded not guilty, and Lisbeth, who is a 
major or something similarly gigantic in tho Girl Guides, 
announced her intention of discovering tho culprit no 
matter what tho cost in time, and as Lisbeth has three 
badges for Observation, Penetration and Perseverance, we 
admitted that she must he our Sherlock Holmes whilst we 
acted as her Watsons. 

“ If the staff is innocent then it is obvious that tho thief 
is ono of tho patients,” she said, rolling her eyes in order to 
impress upon her audience the fact that she was thinking 
deeply. “I will make inquiries amongst the men.” 

Who stolo Sister’s cocoa? Lisbeth’s slogan echoed 
through tho hospital until wo began to ropoat it ourselves 
mechanically. As I had to do tho detective’s hospital work 
as woli as my own I was anxious for hor speedy triumph, 
but it was only five minutes before we were due to stop 
work for tho day that Lisboth, bubbling over with excite- 
ment, whispered to mo that tho stout littlo man whose bed 
was nearest the door was tho thief. 

“ I ’m sure thore ’s a cocoa stain on his sleeve,” she said ; 
“ I want you to come with mo when I denounce him to his 
faco. IIo only arrived tin's morning and wo must be firm.” 

The suspect was sitting alone in tho somewhat attenuated 
conservatory whon Lisbeth and I enterod, and he rose to his 
feet uneasily when ho saw us. Emboldened by his con- 
fusion Lisbeth came to tho point with embarrassing prompt- 
ness and candour. 

“ I beliovo you stole Sister's cocoa,” she said soverely. 

He looked down at his boots and then up at us. 

“Well, wot if I did?”, ho asked defiantly. “You 
shouldn’t havo loft if whore ’d I ’d he sure to see it.” 

“But you get plonty to oat and drink,” said Lisboth, 
“and ” 

“ Drink? ” ho said scornfully, “D’ye mean that you think 
I *d drink cocoa ? ” Ilis faco became purple. “ I hate cocoa 
— 1 ’vo hated it all my life. The sight of it drivos me 
crazy, ft was bad enough afore I joined iho army, hut 

since then ” Ho pressed his hands to his faco and 

groaned. “ When I see a cup of cocoa I lose me head. I 
want to dance on it with both feet.” 

“Bui why?” 

“Haven't I got tho host of reasons?” he cried, and 1 
really thought his wounds must have affected his head. 
“ You don’t know what I ’vo sufferod through cocoa. Wot 
with chaps try in' to borrow money and callin’ mo stingy 
when I ’adn'fc the price of a fag for meself ; wot with 
cho;ip jokes and invitations to temperance meetin’s, I tell 
ye, Miss, tho moment 1 comes upon that cup of cocoa 1 
emptios it out of the window. I would have sont the cup 
and saucer after it but .1 felt that they hadn’t done mey;io 
harm.” 

“ I ’m on y, hut 1 must report you,” said Lisbeth magis- 
terially. “It is a very sorious offence to tamper with 
Sister s cocoa. What is your name ? ” 

The culprit’s eyes blazed defiance. 

“Cadbury, Miss,” he answorod. 

An Easy Place. 

“Housf.-Parlouhmaii) Wanted. Small house and family. Out 
every Sunday and week-day.”— Bucks Free Press. 
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Harold {to Special, v'ho has resigned). “Shall wj: have any more airraids, Father?” 

Father. "My ROY, NOW I’VE RESIGNED ASYMISti MAY HAWES" 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr . ranch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

Mil Jeffery Farnol still trends the broad highway of 
popular success. It has now brought him inevitably to the 
pleasant domain of costume-comedy, where dwells, amid 
every circumstance of the aptly picturesque, that type and 
pattern of all such heroines, Oar Admirable Betty (Sampson 
Ijow). Roally, I Wither wonder if I need give you any 
more of her story than its title. We find the fair dame in 
act to rojuvonate by flirtation one Major John D'Arcy, her 
neighbour, a retired -soldier, who, having renounced the sex 
in lavour of literary composition, very naturally finds the 
leading lady looking over his garden wall in the second 
chapter. Shall 1 add that, for purposes of broad-comedy 
relief, the Major has a soldier servant, so that while the 
master is courting in the parlour . . . ? Mr. Farnol has 
even been so complete as to endow his heroino with a 
fugitive brother, of striking family resemblance to herself, 
who (fulfilling thereby his almost painfully obvious duty) 
first embraces his sister in such clandestine style as to 
porsuado the eavesdropping hero that ho is supplanted, 
and then, falling back upon the family likeness — but no, I 
refuse to imagine that there exists any reader so dull as not 
to have anticipated the purpose of that. You will by now 
have gathered that the admirability of Betty urges her no- 
where beyond the confines of tho expected; but since this 
was (I suppose) her author’s intention I have only to 
felicitate him upon a heroine whose profoundly trustworthy 
character should, and doubtless will, endear her to a 
thousand libraries. . 


Mr. Stanley G . Fnlton is an American millionaire. 
Ho is sick and tired of his money and appears to have 


exhausted all the usual methods of spending it. Moreover 
lie is fifty-two years old and a bachelor and does not know 
to whom he can leave Ins riches, having only three rela- 
tions (cousins) in the world, and knowing nothing of them 
beyond tho mere fact of their existence in tho township of 
Ilillerton. The matter presses, for tho millionaire’s diges- 
tion is so far gone that he is reduced to one dietetic biscuit 
a day. What is lie to do? Happy thought! Ho will 
arrange to convey to each of tho cousins one hundred 
thousand dollars and will himself go and live at Ilillerton 
in disguise — beard, blue spectacles and name of John Smith 
— in order to watch how the cousins behave when the 
golden shower descends upon them. His ostensible reason 
for being in Ilillerton is the compilation of a history of the 
Blaisdell family, to which tho millionaire and tho cousins 
belong. Mr. Fulton himself disappears into tho South 
American jungle, and in duo time the money gots to work. 
This is tho scheme of Oh, Money ! Money ! (Constable), 
and in working it out K lean ok H. Porter shows consider- 
able skill in placing her characters and a nice sense of fun. 
Indeed she creates quite a Dickens atmosphere, and in 
particular introduces her readers to Poor Maggie , who has 
to devote herself to an extraordinarily disagreeable father. 
In fact she is an American replica of Little Dorrit . Even- 
tually Poor Maggie , though she is no relative of tho Blais - 
dells, wins tho gros lot, tho millionaire himself. I can 
truthfully add that this story is thoroughly wholesome and 
ingenuous, and in saying this my strong intention is not to 
depreciate but to praise. 

It would be interesting to know at what date in the 
world's history the comedy of mistaken identity first made 
its appearance. Probably, I fancy, as soon as thcro were 
sufficient inhabitants to provide two confusably alike. And 
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,s tho same old situation has over since been pursuing its | thought remarkable in wearing a black frock-coat in heavy 
triumphant course down the ages, my respect is the greater 
for Mr. II. de Verb Stacpoole, who has shown how fresh 

and entertaining a plot it can furnish even now in artistic . T • ,, . 

hands. Briefly, I bail The Man Who Lost Himself (IhjTcmx- brought together stories of the Navy sixty years ago that 
son) as ono of tho best resemblance-books I have met. I make one expect at every turn to meet a gam our immortal 
know exactly what I personally want in a tale of this kind. Midshipman Easy. 


weather at sea. Admiral Sir Cyprian Bridge is one of 
them — not that he ever did such things himself— and in 
tho earlier pages of Sonic Recollections (Murray) he has 

' rios of the Navy sixty years ago that 

ivory turn to meet again our immortal 
Indeed who else can the unknown 
officer have been who at a masked ball tied the devil's tail 
to the bannisters with such dire results, or who taught an 
Australian native his only English speech— “It's wrong 
to swear " — full in the face of an irate second mate ? By 
good enough, perhaps; though I should have preferred 'a most modest autobiographical thread Admiral Bridge 
Royalty, if Zend a had not, I supposo, rendered this im- leads to later chapters full of the romance and glamour of 
possible). Anyhow, what I most admired about the present the Pacific. He claims to hold a record by reason of tho 
version was its air of convincing logic, even now and then number of islands on which he has landed, and he has 
its dash of serious psychology, which lifted the whole thing ! seized every chance of new experience, from mountaineering 
so high that it became almost credible. Perhaps Mr. | with Dr. Chalmers to dancing or did he only witness? — ■ 
Stacpoole’ b hero succeeds a shade too easily; hut his , a native corroboree. Through the whole book, disconnected 
triumphs, in reversing tho follies of tho man whose place land unequal though it may ho, there is a dash of tho salt — 
ho has taken, are excellent fun. As you know, however, ; perhaps it is tho quiet tallness of some of the yarns that 
there are always two i 


A poor but ingenious hero (Mr. Stacpoole gives me an 
American stranded at tho Savoy Hotel with an unpayable 
bill) mistaken for a twin image of small ability but un- 
limited wealth and social prestige (hero wo get an Karl ; 

I should have 


are 

groat tests for this par- ; 
ticular intrigue— what 
to do with the heroine, 
and how to end it. , 
Without spoiling your 
enjoyment by any pre- 
mature revelation L can 
assure you that it is 
precisely in his treat- 
ment of these two pro- 
blems that Mr. Stac- 
poole has consolidated 
a very notable success. 



Ptofessor (.surprised irlule buthim/ bij a picnic part ij, suddenly inspired). 
\\v \y ! I’m a dkyao.” 


The Remembered Kiss | 

(Holder and Stouuh- I 
ton), by Bury Ayres, ! 
is the feuillotonic bis- j 
fcory of Lorna Peterson , 1 
a sentimental little idiot j 
(l may have got this | 
wrong) who meets her | 

Patrick (a very hand- 
some spendthrift Irish 

gentleman and something of a Sinn Reiner in the matter of | war. Nevertheless Mr. Dawson 

love) in her aunt’s house during a thunderstorm. Ho caiue in losing battle, and tho value of this bo’ok lies largely in 
the Raffles manner, hut less well drowsed and more furtively, the way in which he describes the change in his feelings 
to stoal her aunt s diamonds. He remained to steal only a from opposition to acquiescence, and from acquiescence 
kiss from Roma. This I think was the remembered kiss, to whole-hearted agreement. Jt was, in short, a just 
rhoro wore others, bor Jjonia s aunt made a will whereby war, and it was the duty of his sons to take part in it. It 
sjio was to have half a fortune if she married a certain Mr. is unnecessary to tell those who know Mr. Dawson’s work 

so I 
inclined to 

publishing such an extremely intimate 
book. But, at any rate, it is a fine tribute to his sons, and 


does it — that makes it 
j sure of a welcome from 
I every boy, young or 
. old, who would like to 
bo a sailor. 

Mr. W. J. Dawson, in 
The Father of a Soldier 
(Lane), lays his heart 
I upon tho tablo, and to 
| dissect it is not alto- 
gether a pleasant opera 
; tion. Quite frankly ho 

■ teHs us how in 1914 ho 
j fought vigorously to 
I persuade himself that 

the War was no con- 

■ cern of his sons. In 
England such a tight 
would have ended al- 
most as soon as it be- 

! gan, but tho Dawsons 
j were living in America, 
land in thoso days 
1 America was far from 
knew that his was a 


[joiujhland, and he the other hall. Naturally, .1//*. Lonyhland that both in stylo and psychology this confession (if 
OU ^ ama * ,e . ul burglar, and naturally he may call it) is blameless. Where I feel a little incline 

didn t remember her or the kiss either, being a busty kisser, fall foul of him is in publishing such an extremely inti 


and naturally each assumed the other to he after the monov 
in a marriage of great convenience. Lorna having un- 
wittingly betrayed tho secret of her heart under the inllu- 
ence of a blow on tho head from some falling stage scenery, 

Patrick falls really in love. And all is well until Lorna 
discovers that sho has made the unpardonable betrayal and 
assumes that Patrick is play-acting, and behaves* like a 

perfect little cat. Do people in real life awl love miml so So now you know how messages are scent, 
very much when they unwittingly betray the secrets of their 

hearts? But then this doesn’t protend to be real life. A Prima-Facie Excuse. 


i- especially to Mr. Coningsby Dawson. 

“Nkw British Observation Balloon. 

Tho observers operate from a ear suspended by ropes from tho 
balloon, and communicate with tho ground by telephone, flags, or 
heliotropes.”- Canadian Paper. 


Some of our sailors still remember, it seems, the good old 
days when the Captain of a man-of-war could havn all^tbo „ . • „ - ---- 

shin’s l>ovs caned dailv nn l l . R- os,e ver Y Dad with facqacho do not Punish her as It was quite 

snips hoys caned daily on genoml principles and was not by axident Rosie was at home with her face.” 


Hotter received by a School Attendance Officer : — 

* Dear Sir, — Tho Reasion Rosie dident come to school on friday 
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r^u a on / adi a tenor, is now a cook in the U.S. Army, 

CHARIVARIA. says The Daily Chronicle . His infcer- 

“ In what particular manner,” writes pretation of "Dixieland” is said to be 
Colonel Bepington, “ the War Cabinet peculiarly pathetic, 
should meet the vital need of armies 


away by saying that ho was a burglar 
going oil duty. 


in France is their business and not 
mine/* Our mistake, of course. 

" Acre Occupied.” A dear old lady, 
after reading this headline, writes to 
say that in such a sweeping victory 
she had expected more ground to bo 
captured from the Turks. 

:k 

Dr. Cattery, of New York, is of tho 
opinion that we should all live much 
longer if wo ate one meal a day 
instead of throe. As a young 
man of twenty ho adopted this 
plan and has lived ever since. 

The important secret treaty j 
between the Kaiser and Allah 1 
which was found in General 
Liman von Sanders’ baggago 
is now declared to bo a forgery. 

Smart society, writes a cor- 
respondent, is busy trying to 
probe the identity of the anony- 
mous nobleman who has in- : 
structcd Messrs. Christie to 
sell by auction a superb set of i 
six perfectly matched Cox’s ! 

Oranges. ... • 

“There is little likelihood,”: 
says a Dublin paper, “ of the , 
business of tho Irish party being ; 
disposed of in one day.” In 
some quarters it is thought that 
election-day (if, and when, it 
comes) will dispose of it nicely. 

Whilo motoring in Constant- 
inople Enver 13ey collided with 
an electric tram. Soon after, 
by a strange coincidence, something tholler’s pamphlet, llalj’ Hours 
bumped into his friend D.iemil Pasha, the Trowel . ... 


Mr. G. K. Chesterton, we are told, 
is in Ireland studying local conditions. 
There is a rumour that The Daily 
Mirror has secured tho exclusive 
rights to all photographs showing 
An oscaped German arrested in the j Mr. Chesterton riding in a jaunting- 
early hours of tho morning at Wands- i car. 
worth is said to have given the game 


Tho Director of the Paris Opera 
House announces that ho has secured 
tho world’s greatest actor. Several of 
the world’s greatest actors now in 
London have written to say that they 


“ A supply of excellent fuel,” writes 
somebody in The Daihf Mail, “could 
bo obtained by grubbing up tho stumps know nothing of this engagement, 
of trees which have been cut down.” 

For full directions see tho Fuel Con- 



" It is tho young men — holers, stone- 
! headers, rippers — who must be 
| sent back if you want more 
| coal,” writes “Colliery Mana- 
1 ger.” He seems to want the 
j whole army. ... ... 


j With reference to the state- 
ment that tho wedding of Mr. 
1 George Graves was a quiet 
affair, it now appears that Mr. 
; Graves had offered to go quietly. 

I The authorities aro warning 
the public against tho bogus 
coal-inspector, whilo several rail- 
. way-strikers are said to he mas- 
querading as decent Englishmen. 

i * •!< 

/ 5,4 

: A bargee is reported to have 

earned over £700 last year. It 
! works out at nearly 1 swear, 
j * ( # 

| A chicken with four legs has 
just been killed at Aylsham. But 
surely it wasn’t the chicken’s 
fault. ... * 


“I 

iLKF, 


TELL YE R, CHUM, THERE AIN’T NEVER BEEN A WAR 
THIS ONE— NOT EVEN IN HISTORY.” 


'ith 


A rumour was current in tho 
j City last week to the effect that 
( a man living at Stoke Newington 
1 had just completed the filling- 
in of his coal-rationing form. 


A Turkish soldier, it is reported, has 
been sighted ou tho road to Damascus, j 
Ho was disguised as a gazelle. 

Wine-drinkers in tho Upper Bliine 
valley, according to the Gorman Press, 
have struck against the high prices 
charged for their favourite beverage. 
Simultaneously we aro informed that 
Count Beventlow has abandoned his 
daily draught of blood on the ground 
of expense. ... ... 


Twenty - five thousand butterflies 
have been destroyed by Dover school- 
children, Many more were driven 
down out of control. 


A Dublin woman lias been sent to 
prison for pouring paraffin oil over her 
husband. We are pleased to note that 
the authorities take a very serious viow 
of tho matter, especially with paraffin 
at such a price. * * 

Writing in the TiUjlichc llundschau 
a correspondent points out that Ad- 
miral Scheer is personally acquainted 
with the Fleet. Wo have always main- 
tained that this is an advantage for 
any admiral. * 


Cluis Custodiet P 

an L.G.G, Education Office 


“ Varnished wall-paper,” says a home 
journal, “ can be cleaned by washing it 
with soap-and- water.” This is much 
w better than peeling it off and sending 

Mr. John McCormack, the famous it to the laundry. 


♦ * 


From 
circular : — 

“A stamped addressed envelope to whom 
tickots are to be sent should bo attached to 
this form.” 

There was a young man from Portli- 
cawl 

Who appeared to know nothing at all ; 
Ho was weak in his wits, 

And was subject to fits — 

Ho ’s a Minister now in Whitehall. 

“In answer to a judyman, witness said the 
! dog was in the other sitting-room fastened to 
| the furniture .” — Daily Dispatch. 

Every punchman who has been asked 
denies having lashed Toby to the 
furniture* 


VOL. CLV, 
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WILLIAM’S JUNIOR PARTNERS. 

The Sultan of Turkey 

(/o Fi:nnu:, who is on a visit from Vienna to his own capital). 
T cannot say liow pleased I am to think 
That you will soon ho once moro in the pink. 
Believe mo, I was absolutely stunned 
By the report that you were moribund. 

What will the Holy Compact do, 1 said, 

]f one so bravo should join the Mighty Dead? 

How will Vienna bear the awful drought 
Tf such a fount of joy should peter out? 

But, when I heard that you were out of pain 
And taking nourishment, l breathed again. 

Allah revives the gaiety of nations, 

Dor which accept, my true felicitations! 

Fur die. 

1 thank you. I am still among the quick, 

But, as regards my soul, am deadly sick. 

It is indeed a cruel blow of fate 

That lack of strength (1 ’vo lost a lot of weight) 

Precludes my being on the spot to curb 

The rude ambitions of the rampant Sorb: 

That, should the British fon extend the area 
Of their intrusion into my Bulgaria, 

I must regretfully curtail my visit; - 
Not very pleasant for a monarch, is it? 

I curse the chance that will not let me wield 
The sword of C.kh\k on the stricken field, 

And through my convalescent nose 1 neigh, 

Like to a wounded war-horse, for the fray. 

Sultan. 

You have my sympathy. 1 too would fain 
Have done a tilt on Armageddon’s plain, 

And spurred my camel on to cut tho cordon 
That gives my men the jumps each side the Jordan 
But, as a Sultan, hero I have to stick, 

Being, by tradition, permanently “sick.’’ 

Yet there aro consolations for a crock 
In seeing Bn v Kit take this nasty knock 
Enver, tho loathed, who did the dirty deal 
That put my Faithful under William’s heel. 

Fkhdik. 

You shock mo. Junior Partners can’t afford 
To speak so loosely of tho All-High Lord. 

Have you considered what he’s like to say 
About my troops and yours who run away? 

Sultan. 

A tig for Wii.lt am! We who run may read 
How fast ho also lately ran at need ; 

May road betweon tho Linos how hard lie’s pressed— 
Siegfried and Bo/hm, Kriemhild and the rest, 

The wholo damned catalogue of Wagner’s King, 
Waiting the final curtain’s fall next Spring. 

Don t let tho Prussian Eagle scare you, 

I laugh inside at that decrepit bird: 

His tail is docked; bis eye is waxing dim; 

He can’t think worse of mo than I uf him. 0. S 

From an official advertisement : — - 


mistakes of the war. 

Rapperley had been home but a fortnight before, and it 
was with sorno surprise therefore that, as I moved along tho 
towpath, I became aware of his khaki-clad figure in its 
accustomed place upon a fallen tree. The butt of his rod 
rested upon tho liver-hank at his feet ; his float lay peace- 
fully upon tho bosom of the stream ; while Rapperley, gazing 
contemplatively across the grey waters, pulled at an ancient 
and very foul pipe. I sat myself beside him, for the risk of 
frightening away a fish was inconsiderable, and a\yaited his 
comments. I had not long to wait. 

“ Thcro \s been a lot o’ big mistakes in this war/* lie said. 

“There have,” said I. 

“ Big mistakes,” he repeated. “ On both sides, mind you ; 
not only on our side. Tho Huns have made big mistakes 
too. Tho War itself was their biggest one, of course. And, 
second to that, this bore frightfulness. If they hadn’t boon 
frightful they’d like as not have won before now.” Ho 
shook his head wisely. “ These Pacifist blokes might have 
succeeded in kidding tbc people that the Hun was a perfect 
little gentleman, and wo ’d have had a peace — them to keep 
Antwerp in exchange for returning all the Gorman waiters 
to us, or something o’ that sort. 'Stead o’ which,” ho 
laughed quietly, his eye on the float, “you wait, Frilzy, 
old man ; you shall have a peaco all right, don’t you worry. 

“ But we ’vo made big mistakes, of course,” ho resumed 
after a minute. “Not so big as that, hut big. If wo 
hadn’t made one only yesterday I shouldn’t ho sitting here 
at this very minute. You see, Sir, I went sick yostorday 
morning with a slight indisposition. Pains in the insido; 
sort o’ cold. * M. and D,* says the Doctor — medicine and 
duty ; pops it down on his sheet, and out I goes. About 
an hour afterwards, when my inside was feeling comfort- 
able!* and I was just wondering how \ could get out of the 
medicine, 1 was sent for to tho Orderly Room. 

You’ve leave for three weeks, and boro’s your pass,’ 
says tho »Sorgoant-Major. 

“I didn’t say a word; just looked at him stupid-like and 
came over all of a perspiration. Then ho turns round to 
look at something and I sees tho M.O.’s sheot lying on tho 
desk. Tho top name was that of a bloke what was just out 
of hospital and was marked for three weeks’ leave. Thon 
came my name, and I secs that my ‘ M. and D.’ lookod as 
if it had slipped down tho paper, and there was a bit of a 
flourish which might have been took for a bracket joining 
me in with tho three weeks’ leave. 

“ ‘ This is a very peculiar affair/ thinks I ; and then 
the Sergeant-Major says, ‘Tho train goes at 11.15/ and 1 
was outside and making for my quarters at the double.” 

Rapperley took up his rod and had re-baited his hook 
before ho spoke again. 

“ As soon as wo were in tho train I sees clearly that I 
must stay out my three weeks’ pass. As 1 says to this 
hospital bloke, ‘If 1 go hack before my time it'll show up 
the Sergeant-Major or tho M.O. and got ’em into trouble.’ ” 

“ Yes,” I said. “ But if you had pointed it out at 
the time. ...” 

A slow smile spread itself over Rapperley ’s features. 

“ There ’s been some big mistakes made in this war, as 
I was saying, 8ir,” lie said ; “ but me pointing it out at the 
time ain’t one of them." 


“ Wii K iir am ilio (lovernor-Cionoral in (Vvmic.il is of opinion iiu.i “Some evil disposed person, recently, illegally entered the dwelling 
Yellow Bar Soap can bo utilised in connection with the prosecution • V f OUS ? — during his absence and stole from thence One 

of the present war . . .” — Times of India. < Hundred lounds sterling (which he had socrotod in his bcd-inattress) 

wr t. • • t , . ,, 1 and othor articles of value. To date tho thief is unknown* What a 

cannot imagine how his hxcelloncy finds time to think l° ss! He has our sympathy.”— West African Vapor. 
out theso things. mi • A j J 

Iliis condonation of crime distresses us. 
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YOUR MONEY 

CAN HELP TO VICTORY 

By investing 
every pound 
you have on 
deposit 

in 



N ATIONAL War Bonds pay 5 per cent, interest each year (£5 on 
every £100), and after 5, 7, or 10 years (whichever you select when 
buying them) you will get all your capital back, with an added bonus at 
the rate of £2, £3, or £5 respectively for every £100 invested. If you 
buy registered Bonds no Income Tax is deducted. You enter the 
amount of your dividend on your annual return of interest and pay tax 
on it only at the appropriate rate. , 
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YOU CAN BUY 5 PER CENT. NATIONAL WAR BONDS 


- from any Bank in values of £5 
or any multiple of £3 up to £50, 
and afterwards in multiples of 
£50 up to any amount. 

—from any Stockbroker in values 
of £50 and multiples of £50 up 
to any amount. 


— from any Money Order Post 
Office in values of £5 and mul- 
tiples of £5 up to any amount. 

Y ou can sell your Bonds at 
any time. Your Banker will 
supply you with further parti- 
culars. 


■ 


bu f ;i>nt nr M " PL'SCIi Wednesday, October * ml , 1918. 

mmammummmmmmmmmm 


M H H ■ i ■ 



hether you have £5 
or £5,000 available 
your duty is to lend your 
Country all you can. 

It is undoubtedly the ri^ht and pat- 
riotic thimi to do at this critical hour. 

mi nr 



Send your Banker or Stockbroker 

THIS FORTvl TO DAY 
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APPLICATION FORM FOR NATIONAL WAR BONDS 

To (Bank) 

orMe88r8 - (Stockbroker) 

I hereby request you to apply for £ 5 per cent, ten year National War Bonds. 

( Strike out or e of :he»e) «'>d to cha rge my acc ount accordingly 
for which sum 1 enclose cheque. 

Name 

Address 


,v: 

h 

& 




Date 


Bradbury, Agnew & Co., Ltd., Print**i«, London. 
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THE ABSENT-MINDED OFFICER AND THE COWS THAT “EYES LEFTED.” 


LETTERS OF A BOY SCOUT. 

V. 

Djiah Unclm, — I wish you could 
come horo as I aiu at present under 
a cloud with no pocket money. You 
see the pater had seen in the paper 
about rolling clay and coal dust into 
balls about the size of a baby’s head 
and saving coal, which is silly" because 
baby’s heads aro all sizes. Our garden 
is all clay which is good for roses, and 
our coal is all dust, which the pater 
says is good for the coal merchant. 
So ho asked if our petrol could come 
round and do war work by making clay 
and coal dust balls, and if wo made 
enough ho would buy a second-hand 
bugel for the petrol. 

So Bellitt said wo must take it on, 
as his motto is “ Get money for the 
petrol honestly if you can but by work- 
ing if you can’t." Wo made hundreds 
of clay balls about the size of a fat 
baby’s bead, and Bellitt was sitting oil 
the wall and saw an orand hoy idoling 
in wartimo which made him so angry 
that ho throw three balls at him. And 
the Grand boy lost bis temper and got 
more idol boys and they threw stones 
and in self-defense wo had to use all 


the clay balls. It was a great light, 
but the pater says it will take my 
( pocket money for two years to pay for 
| windows broken at present prices, bc- 
j sides the top bat which belonged to an 
j old gentleman who saw the tight and 
; ran up saying “ Is there not enough 
I blood-shed on the battlefield?" and 
misteriously got four clay balls on his 
hat and used awful language like a 
conshientious objector. 

Bellitt luis an idea about moberlising 
us all in a hurry. One of us runs to all 
our bouses, rings the bell three times, 
and without waiting for an answer 
goes olf. And last night Unwin’s paler 
met me in their garden and said that 
ho had been looking for bell runaways 
for weeks, and without listening boxed 
iny ears which was an insult to Scout 
uniform. Bellitt says that out of con- 
sideration for Unwin’s feelings be will 
do nothing at present, but when the 
j invasion comes Unwin’s pater will be 
j lo he massaerced. Only wo don’t 
I tell Unwin this because of family afec- 
I tion though he hasn't much for lie said 
to me “ Our old man \h a holy terror.” 

I went hack to school on Monday 
but I cannot fix my mind on work 
because 1 am trubbled about pocket 


| money, not boing able to give to hos- 
j pitals for wounded lieros like yourself, 
or missions. What would you do j 
under the circs ? Bellitt says that you 
ought to register your reply boeause 
so many valuable letters got lost in j 
fcho post. 

Belfitt says that the horrid shadow 
of peace is storking over tho land, but 
1 have not seen it myself. I hope not 
j for your sake for if the war goes on 
[ and you got a wound in your other 
leg it might shorten both the same 
and keep you from getting lame. 

Your loving Nephew, Jim. 


A Strong* Combination. 

“ The sugar shortage and tho shortage of 
sugar have combined to bring about ail in- 
creased interest in bee-keeping.” 

Kirkin tilloch Herald . 

“I am not thinking now of such gallant, 
though costly, operations as were recently 
carried out at Zeebrugge and Ostond. They 
were very spectacular, but you remember 
that Raying of Napoleon’s — ‘ G'cst magnijigue, 
mals cr n'est pas la guerre , ,, 

Mr. JJoTTO'tiLE y in “ The Sunday Pictorial. 

Followed, as you remember equally 
well, by bis notorious epigram, “ leni, 
vidi , vici .” 
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MENTAL INDIGESTION. 

By GEORGE HENRY 


1 GOT into a railway carriage the other morning just in time 
to hear the commencement of one of those rip-snorting 
arguments that do so much to liven up an otherwise 
somnolent line. 

The subject — well, I don’t think one need draw the reader 
into it. It really doesn’t matter. What concerned one at this 
time, and still concerns one now, was the intellectual aspect of 
this warfare of words. 

Brown started off with a long tirade. lie spilled facts and 
figures that did not seem to me to hear mature consideration. 
He eloquently voiced some epigrammatic phrases that some- 
how seemed to have a ring of familiarity. 

Jones responded in like manner and, curiously enough, his 
alleged facts and figures, as also his epigrammatic phrases, 
also gave one the impression of being old familiar friends. 

The argument waxed fast and furious, now and again fading 
out to mere ineptitude as each man got out of his depth. . . . 

Afterwards, when I had time to think it all over, I came to 
the startling realisation that neither Brown nor Jones was 
voicing his own thoughts. Now I came to think of it, I 
remembered that Brown was carrying a copy of the “ Daily 
Snort,” while Jones was a reader of the “ Morning Rumble.” 
Little wonder that some of those epigrammatic slogans sounded 
well-worn. It also explained why the argument had occasion- 
ally degenerated in futile spluttering when the two men got 
into realms. of thought which had not been explored for them 
by their favourite journalists. 

I have coined a term for their mental state — “ Mental Indi- 
gestion.” 

There is a close analogy between the mind and the body in 
this respect. If you overload the stomach and neglect to take 
sufficient exercise, sooner or later you will find that the 
stomach does its work inefficiently. You feel torpid and 
“heavy” and quite a number of unpleasant symptoms are the 
final result. It is just the same with the mind. Kill your 
mind with facts and neglect to exercise it and you will get 
mental indigestion. And then, like the chronic dyspeptic, you 
fly for succour to artificial aid. 

'file dyspeptic pours stuff out of bottles into his stomach — 
stuff that artificially digests his food for him. 

The sufferer from “mental indigestion” gets ready-made 
intellectual digestion by letting somebody else form his opinions 
for him. His daily paper performs the same function as the 
dyspeptics’ “dope.” 

Now, if there is one thing above all others that the experi- 
ence of the last four years has taught us, it is the necessity for 
every individual to think for himself— to consider every aspect 
of every question, individual or national, that crops up ; and to 
form a mature, unbiassed opinion upon it. 

1 venture to assert that if every man and woman of the 
nation formed his or her opinion on these lines, we should he 
within measurable distance of a real Utopia. 

Kurther, if every man read one-quarter of the amount he 
usually reads and thoroughly digested that quarter the indi- 
vidual and the nation would be the better for it. 

Over and over again the nation has been stampeded into 
chaotic action merely by the constant repetition of some super- 
ficially ingenious parrot-cry which, if it had been the subject 
cf careful reflection, would have received the contempt of 
indifference. 

Right thinking means right action. I would like to see that 
S( ->und, sane axiom blazoned in heavy type beneath the title of 
every newspaper, magazine and journal in the country as a 
reminder to all men that every individual is free to blaze his 
ewn trail in the vast empire of the mind. 

As it is, mental indigestion is a very prevalent disorder. It 
cops not confine itself to any one class — there’s quite as much 
evidence of mental indigestion at Westminster as there is in 
A\ igan. 


But, thank goodness, every man is not so afflicted. Within 
the 1 ast three years a silent but overwhelming revolution of 
thought has been going on in our midst. There is a vast army 
of men and women in existence to-day who have learned the 
laws of thought, have realised the powers that were in them, 
have been taught that every individual is capable of efficient 
intellectual effort on his or her own behalf. 

And saying this l have reached the point where this article 
is elevated to the dignity of advertisement ; for these men and 
women are Pelmanists. 

To me it seems that the greatest value of Pelmanism is in 
its ability to show all men how to throw off the intellectual 
torpidity and brain sloth that comes of mental indigestion. 

I know men who before Pelmanism came to them would 
have been utterly at a loss to express their opinions on any 
subject. They had never sufficiently considered a subject to 
form an opinion and, consequently, lacked the confidence to 
try. Now, because they have been led to examine into their 
o\vn thought processes they find it a matter of ease to take any 
subject, separate and classify its components or deduct an 
opinion from a set of circumstances. Instead of taking for 
granted all that they are told, they go about the world with 
eyes and ears alert and, from their observations, they create 
ideas for themselves. And in this wise are they nearer the 
truth than the “ mental dyspeptic ” can ever hope to be. 

I have just been privileged to read an essay on Pelmanism 
written by a well-known lady of title, who is a student of the 
system. She says : — 

“ Next to absence of thought, slipshod and confused thought is 
raw pant among us. People take their opinions from newspapers, from 
rumour, from their neighbours, anywhere except from the informed 
recesses of their own minds. Pelmanism strikes at the root of two 
great national defects — mental sloth and fear of efficiency. It reveals 
to every student that Ite has in him the power to think for himself , to 
control and govern his life. ...” 

If this were all that Pelmanism did — and in point of fact it 
is but a tithe of the benefit that results from its study — if it 
were all, I repeat, Pelmanism would yet be the greatest 
educational force— the most powerful influence for good — that 
this generation has seen. 

The time is coming when, even more than in the present, 
right thinking will be. a vital necessity if we are to rebuild a 
stately social order from the ruins that now confront us, and in 
that time the Pelmanists — now adding to their numbers by 
thousands every week —will play a great part in the great efforts 
which must be made to arrive at the fruition of great ideals. 


What Truth says : — 

“The first point which emerges in a survey of the present 
position of the Pelman Institute is . . . that recognition is 
being more and more accorded to its educational activities by 
men and women interested in the improvement of the intel- 
lectual fibre of the nation and the resultant increase in national, 
efficiency. The judgment passed by Truth has been upheld 
by every judge who has examined tne facts foi himself, and, 
be it added, by a jury of unexampled magnitude, which has 
come to the same conclusion through personal experience.” 

“ Mind and Memory ” (in which the Pelman course is fully described, 
with a Synopsis of the lessons) will be sent, gratis and post free, together 
with a /till reprint o/" Truth's famous Report on the Pelman System 
and a form entitling readers of Punch to the complete Course for 
one-third less than the usual fees, on application to the Pelman Institute , 
i Pelman House, Bloomsbury Street, London, W.C.i. 

Overseas Addresses: 46-48, Market Street, Melbourne; 15, Toronto 
Street, Toronto; Club Arcade , Durban. 
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POOLING 

INSURANCE 


FOR SELECTED RISKS 

N ON -MUTUAL except in respect of Profits, 
which are distributed Annually amongst the 
Policy-Holders. 

Under this Scheme are given : 



jQyntxfc 

t80O 


“The Pool 

Comprehensive Family 
Policy ” 

at 4/6%. Covering amongst other 
risks Fire, Burglary and War. 

“The Pool 

Comprehensive Shop- 
keepers’ Policy ” 

Which similarly covers all risks to the 
shopkeeper at rates according to trade, but 
always lower than obtainable elsewheie. 

ONE {I&l 

The Licenses & General 
Insurance Co., Ltd. 

24, Moorgate Street, London, E.C.2, 



— is made softer, silkier, brighter still after a 
shampoo with Colleen Shampoo Powder. 

Made entirely from pure vegetable oils and 
plant ash, Colleen Wet Shampoo Powders gently 
and effectively clean the hair and scalp, bringing 
a nourishing flow of blood to the hair roots, 
thus stimulating the hair to growth and beauty. 

M C CI in ton’s 



olleen 

Shampoo di> 


Others of lil (Clinton's principal lines are : Colleen Soap , in tablets; 
Colleen Toilet Cream , in pots and tubes; Denial Cream , in tubes; 
Shaving Soap, in sticks; and Shaving Cream , in pots or tubes. 

McCLINTON’S, Ltd. (Di pt. KB.), DONACHMORE, IRELAND. 


Employer t ! Don't pity a Disabled Man— Find him a Job . 


HE BEST /d CIGAR SOLD IN 

THIS COUNTRY 

An altogether 
fascinating cigar, 
possessing a delightful- 
ly smooth Havana flavour. 

Made lor the most part from 
the choicest Vuelta Aba jo Piller 
T< bacco, and always sold in per- 
fect condition. 

CARASADA’ 

Petit Corona 



\Ve receive more REPEAT ordeis for 
Carasada l tit Coronas than for any other 
:igar— a proof of real and lasting merit. 

66/- pe lOO, 50 for 28 6 

Sami lc bos uf 5 Cl fur 3'6 Ip >st free m 



Actual 
SIZE 


WARD-ROOM ME88E8 ON H.M. SHIPS ' 

can ordar a minimum quantity of 200 Carasada 
Petit Coronas at a oost of AS, providing ordsr 
la accompanied by Form 64 We can send you a 
Form M If your M&ss Tobacco Caterer hasn’t 
a supply. 


Select your Carpets 
before you Furnish. 


TRELOAR and SONS 


deal exclusively in Floor Coverings, and offer 
exceptional advantages to customers in conse- 
quence. They desire to place before those about 
to furnish the most reliable information regard- 
ing every kind of Carpet or other Floor Covering 


Cheviot 

Tweed 

Shetland 

Kerval 

Brussels 

Axminster 

Indian 

Wilton 


Carpets, 

Carpets, 

Carpets, 

Carpets, 

Carpets, 

Carpets, 

Carpets, 

Carpets, 


British made Turkey Carpets, 

“ Duroleum,” a remarkable Floor Covering, 
Linoleum, printed and plain, all qualities. 


Purchasers may rely upon getting the very best 
quality of every kind of Carpet or Floor Covering if 
they wish for it — hut the less expensive grades are 
also kept in stock, and prices can be quoted. 


TRELOAR and SONS, 

68, 69, 70, Ludgate Hill, E.C.4. 

Telephones 6651 nnd 9821 Central. 


■Mllli 
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THE ROMANCE OF PLACE-NAMES. 

f“ Many of the names now given to places 
in the battle-area will survivo the war " (Daily 
Papery This should givo a groat chanco to 
the Picardy Poet of the future.] 

The leafy glades of “ Maida Vale ” 

Are bright with bursting may, 

And daffodils and violets pale 
Bedew “ The Milky Way ; " 

There's perfect peace in “Regent 
Street," 

In “ Ilolborn " mral charm, 

But nowhere smells the Spring so sweet 
As down by “ Stinking Farm." 

And as I rode through “Dead Cow 
Lane," 

Beneath the dungeon keep 
Of “ Wobbly House" that tops the plain, 
I saw a maiden peep ; 

Her glance was like the dappled doe’s ; 

She blushed with shy alarm, 

As pink as any Ram bier- rose 
That climbs at “ Stinking Farm." 

0 maiden, if it bo my fate 
To win so great a boon, 

At “ Hell-lire Corner" I will wait 
Beneath the silver moon ; 

1 ’ll swear no maid but thee I know 
As softly arm-in-arm 

Along tho “ Blarney Road " we go 
That leads to “ Stinking Farm." 

And we will wander, O my Queen, 

By many a mossy nook, 

Where limpid waters How between 
The banks of “ Beery Brook "; 

In “ Purgatory " wo will roam 
Where blow the hreozes warm, 

If thou wilt come and make thy home, 
0 sweet, at “ Stinking Farm." 



IN THE NEAR FUTURE. 

Scene I. 

The departure platform of the Unirer.se 
Aerial Omnibus Company, Unlimited, 

Porter, Any more for Cairo, Capo of 
Good Hopo or Australia ? 

Fussy Gentleman, Hero, I say, is 
this right for Archangel ? 

Porter . Archangel, Nova Zeinbla, 
Spitsbergen— No. 5 platform. 

Fussy Gent, (to his Wife). There now, 
didn’t I toll you? [ They hurry off. 

Lady Passenger. Where do I book 
for Timbuctoo ? 

Porter. Marseilles, Algiers, Timbuc- 
too, Sierra Leone, Cape Coast Castle, 
No. 7 platform. Start at 0 v.m. 

Scene II. 

Interior of the U.A. Omnibus 
“ Hurricane 

Small Boy (to his Father). Papa, what 
country is that which we are passing 
over ? 

Papa. Oh, Holland or Austria or 


Taxi driver (ivho has received bare legal fare , to Lady Muiul, on munitions). “ *E. 
.vr’s this? Calls vkhski.p a gentleman, do veii?'’ 


'EiUfl, 


Bulgaria or one of those places ; don’t 
bother. 

Conductor. Fares, please. 

Doubtful Gentleman . I hope this is 
right for South America? 

Conductor. Wrong bus, Sir. This is 
the Africa and Australia bus. 

Doubtful Gentleman. Dear, dear, and 
my wife and family are expecting me 
at Rio Janeiro. 

Conductor. Sorry, Sir. Better change 
at Cairo. Take the first “ Stars and 
Stripes" to New York, then change 
into a “ Brazil Nut ’’for Rio Janeiro. 
The “ Stars and Stripes " start every 
four hours from Shepheard’s Hotel. 

Stout Gentleman. Where do wo 
lunch ? 

Conductor . First lunch served at 
Cairo, second at Khartoum. 

Lady. Where do I change for Yoko- 
hama? 

Conductor. Change at Cairo, Lady. 
Take a “ Cyclone " to Hong Kong, then 
change into a “Typhoon " for Japan. 


Commercial Gent. How do I get to 
Tasmania ? I want Hobart. 

Conductor. Change at Melbourne into 
a “ South Pole." Takes an hour or so. 

Commercial Gent. What — a whole 
hour to do three hundred and lift y 
miles! I call it shameful. 1 shall write 
to the papers. 

Our Great Minds. 

Mi*. Lowth, at Unity House: — 

“ Speaking personally, i cannot hazard a 
ruosk at what may <.ceii£. Jt scorns to m»* 
that tho only thing that can end the strike is 
the rot urn of the mon to woik.” 

J, ceiling Standard. 

“In a South Loudon draper's shop every 
bargain day the proprietor advertises his prices 
| in cash. Shoes that sell for *A)s. or have 
notes to the amount protruding from the top 
of bin show window shoos. Thou shilling 
blouses flaunt a 10s. non*.*’ 

New /calami Paper. 

| We seem to have heard something like 
tli is before. 
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THE MUD LARKS. 

The Bosch having lately clone a re- 
treat — “ strategic retirement/’ “ tactical 
adjustment,” “elastic evasion,” or what- 
ever Ludendorff is calling it this week 
— in plain words the Bosch, having 
gloriously trotted backwards oil a cer- 
tain slice of France, Albert Edward and 
1 found oursolvcs attached to a Corps 
II. Q. operating in a wilderness of grass- 
grown fields, ruined villages and smok- 
ing chateaux. 

One evening Albert Edward loitered 
up to the hen-house I was occupying at 
the time and chatted to mo through the 
wires as I. shaved. 

“But up seventeen hares and ten 
covey of partridges visiting outpost to- 
day — take my advice and scrap that 
moustacho while you’re about it, it 
must be a heavy drain on your system- - 
and twenty hares and four covey riding 
home. Do you find lathering the ears 
improves their growth, or what? ” 

“The country is crawling with game,” 
said T, ignoring his personalities, “ and 
hero wo are hanging body and soul to- 
gether on bully and dog biscuit.” 

“ Exactly,” said Albert Edward, “and 
in the meanwhile the festive lupin 
broods and breeds. 1 las if ever occurred 
to you that, if something isn’t done 
soon, we’ll have Australia’s sad story 
over again here in Picardy? (lise the 
rabbits a chance and in no time they 'll 
have eaten off all the crops in Franco. 
Why, on the Burra I ’ve seen — ” 

“ One moment,” said 1 ; “if 1 listen 
to your South Australian rabbit story 
again you ’vo got to listen to my South 
African locust yarn ; it 's only fair.” 

“Oh, shut up,” Albert. Edward 
growled; “can’t you understand this 
question is deadly serious? ” 

“Best put the Tanks on to ’em then,” 
I suggested ; “they ’d enjoy themselves, 
and the Waterloo Cup wouldn’t be in 
it — Captain Monkey-Wrench’s brindled 
whippet, ‘ Sardine Tin/ (> to 4 ; Major 
Spanner's ‘Big Iron/ 7 to 2; even 
money the field.” 

“ Your humour is a trifle strained,” 
said Albert Edward; “if nou’io not 
careful you’ll crack a joke at the ex- \ 
penso of a tendon one of these days.” j 
“ Look hm\” said 1, wiping the blood • 
off my safety- raaor, “ you ’re evidently j 
struggling to give expression to somo j 
heavy brain wave; out with it.” | 

“ What about a pack of barriers? ”j 
said Albert Edward. “There must bo; 
swarms of sportive tykes about, faithful I 
Fidos that havo stuck to the dear old ! 
homestead through thick and thin, also' 
refugoo animals that follow the sweet- 1 
scented infantry cookers. I ’vo got my ! 
old hunting-horn ; you ’vo got your old 
crop ; between tho two wo ought to be 


able to mobilize ’em a bit and put the 
wind up these darn bares. I ’m going 
to try anyway. I may say I look on it 
as a duty.” 

“ Looked on in that light it ’s a sacred 
duty,” said 1 ; “and — er — incidentally 
we might reap a haunch of hare out of it 
now and again, mightn’t we?” 

“ Incidentally, yes,” said Albert Ed- 
ward, “ and a trifle of sport into tho 
bargain — incidentally.” 

So wo set about collecting a pack 
there and then by offering our servants 
five francs per likely dog and no ques- 
tions asked. 

No questions were asked, but 1 have 
a strong suspicion that our gentlemen 
were up all night and that there were 
dark deeds done in the dead of it, for 
tho very next evening my groom and 
countryman presented us with a bill for 
forty-five francs. 

The dogs, he informed us, were 
kennelled “in a little shmall place the 
like of an ice-house ” at the northern 
extremity of the clnUeau grounds, and 
that “annyway a blind man himself 
couldn’t miss them wid the screcchin’ 
an’ hollerin’ they arc afthcr raisin’ be 
dint of the centinemint.” 

I bad an appointment with the 
Q. Staff (to explain why I had indented 
for sixty-four horse rations while only 
possessing thirty-two horses, tho excuse 
that they all enjoyed very healthy ap- 
petites apparently not sufficing), so 
Albert Edward went forth to inspect 
the pack alone. 

J le came into Moss very late, looking 
hot and dishevelled. 

“ My word, they ’ve looted a blooming 
menagerie,” he panted in my car; 
“ still, couldn’t expect to pick Bytchley 
puppies off every bush, I suppose.” 

“ What have they got, actually?” 1 
inquired. 

“ Tw o couple of Belgian light-draught 
dogs you know, the kind they hitch 
on fo any load too heavy for a horse 
— an asthmatic beagle, an anannic 
blood! louud, a domesticated wolf, an 
unfrocked poodle, and a sort of drop- 
sical pug.” 

“ Wluit on earth is the pug for?” 1 
asked. 

“ Luck,” said Albert Edward. “ Your 
henchman says ‘l hem kind of little 
dogs do he bringing yo luck,’ and hacks 
it up with a very convincing yarn of 
an uncle of his in Bally-something who 
had a lucky dog — ‘as like this wan 
hoie as two spits, except maybe for 
tho least little curliness of the tail ’ 
— which provided complete immunity 
from ghosts, witches’ evil and ingrow- 
ing toe-nails. 1 thought it cheap at 
live francs.” 

“But, good Lord, that lot’ll never 
hunt hares,” I protested. 


“Won’t they?” said Albert Edward 
grimly. “With the only meal they’ll 
ever see prancing along in front of 
them, and you and mo prancing along 
behind scourging ’em with scorpions, 
I rather fancy thoy will. By tho way, 
I know you won’t mind, but I’ve had 
to shift your bod out under the chest- 
nut-tree; .it 's really quite a good troo 
as trees go.” 

“ But why can’t I stop, in my hen- 
houso?” I objected. 

“ Because 1 ’ve just moved tho pack 
there,” said lie. 

“ But why ? ” 1 went on. “ What ’s 
tho matter with the ice-house? ” 

“That’s just it,” ho hissed in my 
car ; “ it isn’t an ice-house - never was ; 
it ’s the Do Valcourt family vault.” 

The noxt day being propitious, we 
decided to hold our first meet that 
evening, and issued a few invitations. 
Tho Veterinary Bloke and tho Field 
Cashier promised to show up, likewise 
the Badro, once tho sacredness of our 
cause had been explained to him. 

At noon “stables” Albert Edward re- 
ported the pack in lino fottlo. “ Kicking 
lip a fearful din and look desperate 
enough to hunt a holy angel,” said lie. 
“ At live o’clock, mo lad, Hark for- 
rard ! Tally-ho i and Oddsboddikins ! ” 

However at 4.45 i\m., just as I was 
mounting, he appeared in my lines 
wearing slacks and a very downcast 
expression. 

“ Wash-out,” lie growled ; “ they ’vo 
been fed and are now lying about, 
blown up and dead to the world.” 

“But wiio the devil fed them?” I 
thundered. 

“ They fed themselves,” said Albert 
Edward. “They ato the blooming 
lucky dog at half-past four.” 

| Wo therefore postponed tho hunt 
I until the morrow; hut cannibalism (so 
| cannibals assuro me), once indulged in, 

| becomes as absorbing as morphia or 
jig-saws, and at two-fifteen the next 
’ alternoon my groom reported tho beagle 
to havo gone tho way of the pug, 
and the pack once inure dead to the 
world. 

There was nothing for it hut to post- 
pone the show yet again, and tie up 
each hound separately as a precaution 
against further orgies. 

However it seemed to have become 
| a habit with them, for the moment 
Ihov were unleashed on the evening of 
the third day they turned as one dog 
upon the poodle. 

I wiped tho bloodhound’s nose for 
him with a deft swipe of my whip lash, 
and Albert Edward’s chargor anchored 
tho domesticated wolf by treading 
firmly on its tail, all of which served 
to give the fugitive a few seconds’ start; 
and then a wave of mad dog dashed 
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between our horses' legs and was on 
his trail screaming for gore. 

The poodle heard the scream and 
did not dally, bub got him hence with 
promptitude and agility. Ho streaked 
across the orchard, leading by five 
lengths ; but the good going across the 
park reduced his advantage, llodivod 
through the fence hard pressed and, 
with the bloodhound’s hot breath 
singeing liis tail-feathers, leaped into 
the back of a largo farm-cart which 
happened, providentially for him, to be 
meandering down the broad highway. 

In the shafts of the cart was a sleepy 
fat Porcheron mare. On the seat was 
a ponderous farmeress, upholstered in 
respectable black and crowned with a 
bead bonnet. They were probably 
making a sentimental excursion to the 
ruins of their farm. I know not ; bub 
I do know that the fab mare was sud- 
denly shocked out of a pleasant drowse 
to find herself the centre of a frenzied 
pack of wolves, bloodhounds and other 
dog-hooligans, and, not liking the look 
of things, promptly bolted. 

Albert Edward and I dropped over 
the low hedge to see the cart disappear- 
ing down the road in a whirl of dust 
pursued by our vociferous harriers. 


The fat farmeress, her bonnet wob- 
bling over one car, was tugging man- 
fully at the reins and howling to Saint 
Lazarus of Artois to put on the brakes. 
Over tho tail-board protruded the head 
of tho poodle, yelping derision at his 
baftiod enemies. 

People will tell you Perchorons can- 
not gallop; can’t thoy? 13elieve mo 
that grey nmro flitted like a startled 
gazelle. At all events she was too good 
for our pack, whom we came upon a 
mile distant, lying on their backs in a 
ditch, too exhausted to do anything 
but put their tongues out at us, while 
far away wo could sec a small cloud of 
dust careering on towards tho horizon. 

“God help the Traflic Controlman 
at the next corner,” Albert Edward 
mused ; “ he ’ll never know what struck 
him. Well, that was pretty cheery 
while it lasted, what ? To see that 
purler tho Padre took over the garden- 
wall was alono worth tho money.” 

“ Oh, well, I suppose we’d host herd 
these perishers home to kennels while 
they ’re still too weak to protest. Come 
on.” 

“And in the meanwhile the festive 
lap in breeds and breeds,” said Albert' 
Edward . Patland e r . 


THINGS YOU OUGHT TO KNOW. 

{After “ Snappy Bits") 

If all the matches in tho world were 
placed one on top of the other in Hyde 
| Park they would bo very useful. 

| Striped grey trousers will never hag 
j at the knees till they have been worn. 

Cabbages can be kept free from cater- 
pillars if tho caterpillars are first of all 
well soaked in coal-tar. 

To remove freckles on the face when 
pressed for time uso a safety razor, lb 
is much quicker than sandpaper. 

A piece of camphor placed in a box 
with furs will keep burglars from biting 
them. 

Tho annoyance caused by tho habit 
of blushing can bo almost entirely pre- 
vented by smearing tho face with burnt 
cork. 

llacing men are now generally agreed 
that tho vacuum cleaner is practically 
useless for picking up winners. 

“ C« kntlefeqple taking house. Vicar’s aim L 
will houHckecp and furnish same moderate! \ ; 
or widow’s daughter teaches .” — Irish I'apcr . 

It sounds a little like Ollendorff. 





Dorfor. “And continm: thk milk dikt fdu yh— shall \vk ray— A tr 

And All' BY TIIK WAY, Yor Mil IDT LKT MK 11ANK YOl It A1I MKA'l COUPONS.” 


■YKS, KMPllATK.’ \L1A* I’OH A NOTH Kit FORTNIGHT AT LKAST. 


REJECTED ADDRESSES. 

Of all tho suggestions which have 
boon made from time to time l>y pooplo 
for the increase of tlio Revenue at the 
expense of otlior people, not one would 
have more far-reaching effects than the 
proposed tax upon all houses which are 
known by a name. At lirst sight this 
may appear, especially to those whose 
houses have always been known by a 
numhei*, a defensible, even a justifiable 
imposition. Hut on further considera- 
tion it will be realised that the scheme 
is doomed to failure from the start, for 
every owner of a bouse known by a 
name will drop the name and substitute 
a number at. the lirst note of warning. 

The case where No. til, (Had stone 
Road, has t iken to itself the title “The 
Polyanthuses,” to which No. 1:2 has, 
replied with “ Tho Sanguinarias,” is i 
simplo enough ; they will revert to their ! 
original numbers and soon forget their! 
short-lived glory. But other cases will ! 
be more complex, and we may antici- 
pate something like the following: 

H.M. tho Kino held an Investiture 
at No. J, Constitution Hill, this morn- 
ing, afterwards proceeding by train to 
No. 75a, Tho llill, Windsor. Wo un- 
derstand that tho terminus from which ! 
the Royal train started will in future! 


ho known as No. 141, Praed Street, the 
directors of the G.W.R. having decided 
against paying the new r tax. 

The Post Office authorities state 
that the building formerly known as 
St. James’s Palace will now bo No. ()(>, 
1 ’all Mall, and not 90, St. J ames’s Street, 
as originally stated. 

The Duke of Portland is expected 
to return to-morrow from Scotland to 
No. 2, Welbeek Drive, Dukeries. (No. 1 
is tho lodge). 

Tho Patagonian Ambassador is spend- 
ing the week end with Sir Norman and 
Dady Ploodstone at thoir beautiful 
country seat, No. 17, Bottle Dane, Eit- 
tlebury, Beds. 

Messrs. Giddier and Giddier will 
sell by auction, on Monday next, tho 
handsome Tudor Mansion, No. 1ST, 
TluClowpath, Henley-on-Thames, con- 
taining J 1 bedrooms, 2 billiard-rooms, 
d dining-rooms, 12 bath-rooms (h & c), 
etc., etc. - 

“To Field-Marshal Sir Douglas IIah., ia>m 
(tenoral Pershing. 

1 Mease extend to all ranks of that splendid 
Army the affectionate regards of the young 
American Army, and nssuro them that we 
shall battle on by their side until permanent 
peace is assured to the w rld-ends.” 

Daily Telegraph. 

Certainly any settlement to be final 
must include the Poles. 


A MATTER OP COURSE. 

1 HU) a motor-car in Angloterro 

Before the War — such joyful days of 
bliss ; 

One could drive then (the roads were 
perfect there) 
in 
a 

(load 

straight 

lino 

like 

this. 

But when I came out here, down at 
the Base, 

Tho English paths and lanes I used 

! to miss ; 

| O’er bumpy roads my motor-bike would 
race 

In 

a 

wobb b' course 

bbe this. 

Then wo went up the lino, my bike 
and I 

(The road in parts like unto some 
abyss), 

Until a German shell came hurtling by 
And mixed • 

1/3 

e l, P ... 









Prosperous Irish Fanner. “ And what about the War, your RIVERRXCE? Do ye think it nviuo hould? ’ 


T1IE HOME CODE. 

I was talking with an American on 
tho subject of initials. 

It is, by tho way, very easy to talk with 
Americans just now. You find your- 
self sitting next to them in all kinds of 
places, and probably they want to know 
something about London, and you in- 
form them, or misinform them, as tho 
case may bo, and somo kind of com- 
panionship springs up. 

I met one of those strangers at Stam- 
ford Bridge not long ago — a tall grave 
man in khaki- -and ho told mo all 
about baseball and its mysteries, looking 
at mo tho while through great round 
yellow spectacles with horn or tortoise- 
shell rims. But for him I should havo 
been utterly perploxod ; but his deep 
level tonos gradually converted chaos 
into order and I came away with some- 
thing like admiration for tho possi- 
bilities of a game which until then I 
had been inclined to suspect. Next 
summer, when he has won the War, 
ho is going to Lord’s with me, and I am 
to om bark upon the perilous enterprise 
of trying to prove to him the merits of 
cricket. 


The funny thing about those Ameri- 
cans is that they arc not funny. They 
don’t make jokos or want jokes made 
to them. They don’t talk as they talk 
in books. They don’t say “ waal” 
or “ stranger.” They never “guess.” 
They display no excitement — not oven 
when you praise their amazing and 
glorious writer, 0. IIenky. Everything 
is taken as matter of course. Whether 
all Americans are like this, or only 
those who are now with us, intent on 
winning the War, I cannot say. 

But to return to my othor American, 
who talked about initials. Ho began 
by asking mo wluit those mysterious 
letters outside Claridgo’s mean : T.F.H. 
I told him. Then — (oh, you don’t know 
either ? They mean Taxi , Four-wheeler, 
Hansom, and are illuminated according 
to requirement) — then he wanted to 
know what the word “Mice” after an 
engineer’s name meant, and I told him, 
Member of tho Institute of Civil En- 
gineers ; and “ Bam ” after a singer's — 
Royal Academy of Music ; and all kinds 
of other combinations of initials which 
had struck his eye in programmes, 
newspapers and so forth, most of which 
I could explicate. 


And then lie offered a poser of his 
own, from the other side of tho Atlantic. 

“ What,” he asked, “ would you say 
that MJ.K. and F.H.B. stand for?” 

I gave it up instantly, or even sooner. 

“ They ’ro our homo code,” lie said, 
“ and 1 ’ll give you a little help by say- 
ing that thoy’re used only when we 
havo company — folks to dinner and 
so on.” 

But still I couldn’t seo any light. 

“ Well,” he continued, “when there ’s 
a party going on and the supplies run 
a bit short, mother whispers to the 
others, or lets them know, so as tho 
visitors don’t hear, the letters F.II.B. 
That means 1 Family holds back,’ and 
Nvc behave accordingly. But if a new 
jdish comes in and, while we're all 
wondering if wo dare havo a go at it, 
she says, ‘ M.I.K.’ we let ourselves 
loose, because that means ‘More in 
kitchen.’ 

“It \s a great country ! ” I said. 

I le agreed with me. 


“ Dead Turks caught in the retreat tell of 
the harassing effect of the guns near the 
coast.” — Observer . 

So dead men do tell tales after all. 
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THE CONVERTED EPICURE. 

When I recall tlio ancient days of quiet, 
Of plenty and of unrestricted diet, 

1 think with shame of all the whole- 
some food 

I blindly and fastidiously eschewed. 

Viands that once I squeamishly ab- 
horred 

Nowfind a cordial welcome at my hoard ; 
And vegetables, once condemned as 
hateful, 

Now furnish mo with many a well- 
hoapcd plateful. 

Schooled by adversity in broader views 
No more I delicately pick and choose, 
Hut gladly take with a submissive hand 
All that is offered, whether fresh or 
canned. 

Lapped in luxurious sybaritic habits 
Of old T used to draw the line at rabbits; 
Against all kinds of pork I once rebelled, 
And liver (help!) iti high abhorrence 
held. 

Rabbits ! O scarce but palatable bunny 
You have become as sweet as heather 
honey ; 

And pork, in almost any shape or guise, 
Finds favour in my educated eyes. 

Without the vestige of a qualm or 
quiver 

L view the coming of a plate of liver ; 
With nerve unflinching on my fork I 
spike it, 

And what is more, I positively like it. 

So in the humbler and t ho coarser fishes 
I find material for salubrious dishes, 
No longer out of prejudice refraining 
From the gay mackerel, oily blit sus- 
taining. 

No longer my reluctant palate feels 
An ill-advised antipathy to cels, 

Since Desijorouuh’s electrifying plea 
From foolish delicacy sot mo free. 



Orderly Officer (in rook). ‘*(rOOD Lord, MW, YOU MUST KEEP YOUR POTS AND PANS 
l' LEAN Ell — T 11 H ELIES ARE ALL OVER THEM. Do YOU KNOW Tll\T USE l'LY COULD KILL A 
l i ESEltAL ? " 


Again, I deemed it once a sacrilege 
To see some homoly vulgar sorts of 
veg.— 

Parsnips and turnips, swedes and butter 
beans — 

Served as a substitute for nobler greens. 

But this intolerance 1 have abjured, 
Converted, though not absolutely cured; 
The parsnip still I cordially detest, 

But gladly “give it” as a stodger 
“ best.” 

And anyhow it wore a crying sin 
To grouse, when we reflect upon Berlin, 
Depicted in its grinding hunger-pangs 
By him who drew or crownod the 
Kaiser’s fangs. 

American valour altoroth not ; it is 
the law of the Meades and Persuings. 


AT CROSS-PURPOSES. 

Scene: Paddington Station. 

Prim Lady (who 1ms been mnkituj 
purchases at a j 'foal -show , to hookimj-l 
office clerk). I ’ve got two kids with mo. | 
Do T buy tickets for them here ? I 

Clerk (surprised at slaiuj proceed iwj ! 
from such austere lij)s). Yes ; half-price 
if they To under twelve. | 

Prim Lad if. Oh , tlioy 're under twelve 
all right. Please give mo one ticket 
and two halves for Slough. 

[Clerk does so. 
Prim Lady. How will the kids travel ? 
Not with mo, I hope. 

Clerk (astonished at such a leant of 
maternal solicitude). That is just as 
you wish, so long as thero’s someone 
to look aftor thorn. 


Prim Lady. I was thinking the guard’s 
van would he the best place. 

Clerk (rcrisiny all his dews as to 
womanly tenderness). No children are 
allowed in the guard’s van. 

Prim Lady. Childien! I’ve no 
children. I mean kids little goals. 

Clerk (after a few moments for silent 
prayer , with refections on the di remit a 
and scope of the Enytish lanjuayc). 
Then why didn’t you say so? 

[Refunds money and directs her to 
another < juichet , where kids are 
exempted from any amhijuity. 

“ Sir Douglas Haig had h»ng boon a.-,ki 
for those reserves in order that lie ni ght train 
them at the font .” — Daily l\qt:r. 

No doubt with a view to their baptism 
of lire. 
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BEHIND THE SCENES. 

When I read in these columns the 


’ad to make 
again. She 


44 Some bad blood between them ? ” j all the scenery and designed and made 
I asked. all the dresses, 

44 Only the best blood,” he replied j 44 By the way, ’Enery, 
other week of the tragic end of Romeo, absently as he picked up the moated 1 Violet’s frock all over 

the Red Cross Flea, my thoughts went castle. 44 llarold a all right, but the wouldn’t wear it.” 
back at once to llarold and William — j rank and file — they need very careful The Professor clicked his tongue, 

not the 1066 gentlemen, but two mem- ' handling. Tact ? You want tons of it in “ What a life !” he said wearily, and 

hers of a troupe of educated fleas with the profession. How Arthur Collins 
whoso proprietor and his good lady I and De Coukville and these people 
had the pleasure of an interview before keep their reason I don’t know.” 
tho War had become permanently 

established. It was after watching when you put ’Avoid on the box and 
“ Tho Miniaturo Thespians,” a talented William between the shafts there ’d he 
company including 44 Harold, tho most unpleasantness.” 

highly gifted and perfectly trained flea 4 ‘ We could hardly have reversed the 
in tho world ” (I quote tho advertise- roles,” said the Professor. 44 llarold 
merit), that I got into conversation pulling tho coach impossible!” 
with Professor and Mrs. Hopper 

' . Ae. 


it 


scanned the table for a pair of foils 
and a windmill. Then, beginning to 
brood over Harold again — “ I hope it 
* Well,” said Mrs. Hopper, “I knew | won t mean an operation,” he said. 

You remember Cecil’s case, Miriam ?” 
“The victim of his own vaulting 
ambition,” observed Mrs. Hopper. 
Jumped off the stage ? ” I queried. 
Oh, no,” said the Professor. 44 No, 
was when appendicitis was so 
i fashionable. All the best people 
j were having it, and Cecil — he 
i was playing heavy lead with us 
at the time — had it for an ad- 
’ vert. Of course you can ima- 
gine tho extreme delicacy of tho 
| operation, and just when it had 
been performed the magnifier 
got mislaid and — most distress- 
ing ! — we, or, saved the appendix 
and threw away Cecil.” 

A young man interrupted 
here, and l caught a whisporod 
eference to somo photos for The 
Daily Scratch. 

44 Oh, those! We sent them 
; hack,” said the Professor. “ Not 
, the right expression.” And he 
j turned again to myself. 

44 Pressmen worry the life out 
| of us, but we mustn’t complain,” 
lie said; 44 wo £et some capital 
notices. Tho critics, though, 
novor see Harold at his best. 
First night in a fresh town he 
| goes all to pieces. Tho artistic 
I tomperament, you know — all 
nerves ! Fell oil the gondola in 
Manchester and w ? as nearly 
drowned in tho Grand Canal. 
William looked awfully sulky 
‘A super could have pulled tho ; when we fished him out.” 
couel * * Oh, I wouldn’t say that,” protested 

“ I don't know. It wants strength j Mrs. Hopper, 
and William ’s very strong. All muscle j “ Oh, but he did. You always stick 


as they clearod away the stage 
properties. 

Mrs. Hopper was a thin soul- 
ful woman with yellow hair and 
a hoarse voice ; the Professor i 
was stout and volatile ; now on 
tho hoights, now in the depths. 

His present air of dejection — 
for ho had dropped his mask of 
animation as tho audience 
drifted away — -1 at first put down 
to reaction after tho show; but 
the cause lay deeper. Harold, 
the star flea, was out of the bill. 

A fit of whitnsios the Professor 
would have thought little about 
(he was too familiar with tho 
artistic temperament), but here 
was something more serious. 

The doctor had hinted at appen- 
dicitis. 

Lacking Harold tho show had 
fallen short of tho Profossor’s 
ideals, and even when his wife, 
phrasing her remark, I thought, 
rather happily, fissured him that 
tho whole performance had 
“gone off without a ’itch,” lie 
refused to bo comforted. 

44 If anything happens to I far- 
old,” said tho Professor gloomily, “it 
will 1)0 a calamity to the Stage. J t will 
bo felt wherever dramatic genius is ap- 
preciated.” 

Mrs. Hopper somewhat deprecated 
her husband’s enthusiasm over llarold, 
but admitted tho latter’s strung hold 
over tho public. Practically unknown 
but a short year ago be had then, it 
seems, “ jumped into fame at a bound,” 
his subsequent career proving an almost 
unbroken succession of triumph#. 

“ He is one in a thousand— -a million,” 

said the Professor. 41 \\ lfcli Harold's Known, aim, poiisnmg ms niagniner, w, 1MUUU 0 «, w „„„ *. 

name in the bid we play to capacity,” the Professor hunted about for Harold’s no ono to touch him. No one ! That 
and narrowing Ins oyes ho peered about astrakl an coat, which the understudy back-fall — what? That flying leap to 
jQi tho stage-coach. Suddenly a dark had been wearing. the heroine's assistance, eh, my dear ? 

thought crossed his mind. ^ 1 turned to Mrs. Hopper and asked That masterly wrist-stroke in the duel ! 

“ I hope thoro ’s been no foul play,” if she helped with the training; but And then his bow when ho takes a call!’ 
ho muttored. 44 William *s mortal jealous j her husband said No, adding with par- Tho Professor gazed ecstatically into 
of Harold.” lonablc pride, however, that she painted | space 



A1<U mist X<i(fhtnnu\ “If I W 08 YOU, 21ATJS, I’D BUILI 
ni l TLE COOP ItOUM) IT. YOU CAN GUESS WOT ’i) 'AITEN 
THE OLE Jam CoNTUf'iI.LKIl CLAPPED EYES ON IT.” 


and no brains.'' 

He turned to me with sudden elation. 
41 You ought to see Harold drive,” he 
iraid ; “ he handles the ribbons superbly, 
he does indeed. Upon my soul, it 
calls to mind the old coaching days.” 

“ You ’re lost in ’Avoid,” said Mrs. 
Hopper. 

“He’s the draw, my dear, and you 
know it,” mid, polishing his magnifier, 


up for William, bub ho did. Now 
William — ho 's never nervous. Great 

bull-necked, glowering, lethargic ” 

“’Enery!” 

44 Well, I see him at rehearsals, my 
dear ; you don’t know him. Harold 
eirs on tho othor side. Too sensitive; 
too highly strung. And yet, when ho 
gets the house with him! By Jove! 
then lie’s at the top of his form there’s 

i j i i •„ XT 1 rpkofr 
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Dudleys 

Eau de Cologne 

Represents the perfection of quality in this most indispensable of 
Toilet Requisites. 

There is no other make possessing the genuine Eau de Cologne quality 
and the clean delicate fragrance which distinguishes” YARDLEYS”and 
makes this famous brand so valuable in sickness and so delightful in health 

Apart from its charm as a spray and For Red Cross purposes its fine quality 
handkerchief Perfume it is delightful as a makes it invaluable. It gives comfort and 
Toilet Water for the Hand Basin or Bath, relief to the Wounded and Sick, who delight 
as a cooling restorative Lotion in sickness, in its cool, refreshing and soothing properties 
and as a Mouth Wash, etc. and in the beauty of its aroma. 


The Original Package 

contains half-a-dozen 4 oz. 
bottles tastefully packed 
in case .... Price 26/6 


PRICES . 

4 oz. bottles . . 

6 oz. bottles . . 
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Original 
Package 


OF ALL HIGH-CLASS CJIKMISTS AND STORKS AND FROM 

8 New Bond Street , London W % 

Perfumery and bine Soap Makers since .5^? 
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"Direct from the MALVERN HILLS to your Table." 

BURROW’S 

celebrated *- 

Malvern Waters n 


Bottled only at the 
historic S'r. Ann’s 
String, Mai.vrrn. 


BRITISH 


TIII£ HF.ST. 


Sold everywhere. If any difficulty in obtain* 
ing, write W. Ik J. BURROW, Ltd., The 
Springs, Mai vi rn, or Advertising Department, 
0 lifts i Victoria Street, London, K.C. 4 , 
lor name of nearest Retailer, and Booklet, 
“Thk Springs op Malvern." 


Send cheque or postal 
order tor 7/6 tor sample 
dozen bottles, dchveted 
tree to any London 
address. 2/- per dozen 
refunded on empty 
bottles returned. 


>C 

who values a clean, healthy 
skin should use only 


(t 


SAPON Soaps 

Entirely different from all other Soaps. 

A Nurse at one of the principal Military Hospitals, 
after thoroughly testing “ Sapon ” Tar Soap, writes ; 

" It is really wonderiul how it cleans up skin trouble, especially 
eczema.” 

An Officer writes: 

My father. Major , sent me a cake of your Soap, which I 

find nicer to use than any I have ever tried. My skin is abnormally 
bad— so bad, in fact, that my last Medical Board refused to pass 
me for service abroad again. I cannot tell you what relief your 
Soap has brought me, even in the use of a single tablet.” 

The above aie vohuitai y testimonials which speak for themselves. 

The 01 initials may he seen at the Office of the Company. 

4d. per Tablet 

SAPON SOAPS, LIMITED 

SAPON HOUSE, LONDON BRIDGE. E.C. 4 

The increasing demand for “ Sapon ” Soap by the troops 
at home and abroad prevents us from executing orders k ^ 

from the public with promptitude. Our difficulty will, If 

u>e are sure, be appreciated and understood by our 

customers, and their patience is solicited. ^ ^ 
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Children 


SYALTlNf 


IX For children who are out-growing 
X their strength, or whose bodily or 
mental development is retarded, 

“Ovaltine” sho.ild be the daily 
beverage, and should supersede 
cocoa or harmful tea or col lee. Its 

high food value, combined with the ease and complete- 
ness with which it is digested and absorbed, make it 
the ideal food for building-up brain, nerve and body. 

" Ovaltine" is piep.ued from M ill. Milk and l-’ggs, only the vilaii/. ng 
mil reconstructive elements of which are retained in a highly coneentt ate 
form in just the proportions required to build up and iortily the system. 


_^TgNJCJOOD BLVIRACE 

Outlets up Bpsin,Tlervc and Oody 

“ Ov.iliine U also invaluable for strenuous woikcrs. 
It makes a delightful beverage, and is tiken with or 
In tween meals, iusti .id <>t tea, roll re or roeo.i, having 
the advantage that little or no sugar is required. 

, Merely stir the crisp, golden gi .mules 

into hot milk or milk and w.mr-; 
little condensed milk may be substi- 
tuted if flesh milk is not obtainable. 

Sold by all Chemists and Stores 

at 1/6, 2/6 and 4/6 

A. WANDKR, Ltd.. 

213, Co veto s St., London, 
tVerJts. l-.c.l 

King's T r,: 


SAXONE 

(Rc|d. Trade Mark) 

The Officer’s Service Boot. 

F OR comfort and durability 

Saxone Boots are mi- ^HjL 

equalled. They are made of v -vWl 

tile very best quality materials $|g|gb fm* 
obtainable, and every pair is ISHbI 
ail example of the finest work- 
mansliip. Saxone Boots need H';'; 
no “breakin^-in” — they can ‘ 

be worn with case and coni- WSm.'- '-.wl 
fort from the very fir.^t. Call 
at any of the Saxone .Stores 
and inspect the Service Boots JS! 


The R • ti’ 1 it Ton Field S tv ce 
B'rf't ill 11 •> tt A t cd is SI vie 0U.2, 
price P3 - Th ; s is a S :i nma 
b.»«>t. We also hive Style OlfiJ, 
of Brown Od Oi.iiu Cn'f, with 
p'aiu vamp, 

Pigskin Legging* in all sizes I 
and styles — 23!- and JO ! - 




Saxone Boots are Built for Service 

Sold only by Saxone Shoe Co. IJd.. at 5 & 6 Coventry Street, 
London, W.l; 231 liegent Street. London, W. f: 56 * 57 Strand* 
London, W.C. 2; and all large towns . 
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Corporal of Sanitary Section {looking after departing General Officer). “It’s a’ veima wkkl to say we’ve spent a heap o' time 
AN’ USED A IjOT O’ ILE AN’ THAT WE HA VENA KXTAIRMINATED THE MOSQUITOES YET; BUT I’M THENKIN’ HE’S USED A HEAP O' AMMU- 
NEETION HIMSEL’ AN’ HU’S NO KILT A’ THE ENEMY YET.” 


“You’re losb in ’Arold,” said Mrs. 
Hopper. “You just talk as if ho was 
Martin ’Arvey.” 

The Professor put a couple of pro- 
perty-cases into his waistcoat-pockct. 
“Harold," he said with quiet satisfac- 
tion, “ can do things that Harvey can’t.” 

I ventured the opinion that Harold’s 
understudy had acquitted himself well, 
and Mrs. Hopper seemed pleased. 
“He’s a very quick study,” she said. 
“1 always think lie ’s more — oh, what ’s 
that word? — more absorbent than even 
'Arold ’imself.” 

“Bigger flea,” said the Professor. 
“ Oh, Claudo did very well. Ho *d have 
done even bettor if Constance had 
played up to him properly. I expect her 
thoughts wore elsewhere, poor thing.” 

“ I was mad over the drama as a 
young girl,” said Mrs. Hopper. “The 
glamour of the footlights ’as turned 
many a young ’ead.” 

“It never turned Harold’s,” said the 
Professor. “ He knows his worth, of 
course — be a fool if he didn’t — but 
there’s. no bounce about him. Not in 
that way.” He sighed. “I know I 
wish ho was back. He lifts the whole 
show along with him. What’s that 
trial scene without Harold’s dominating 


personality ? And his pose on tho gon- 
dola — what? Where’s ho got tliatj 
Venetian touch from ? I 'vc no Italian 
blood in my veins. Remarkable ! A 
gentleman told me only last week how 
vividly the whole scene revived mem- 
ories of foreign travel in his mind. And 
yet — marvellous, isn’t it ? — just lleas — 
nothing but lleas ! ” 

“Do landladies,” I asked, “object to 
your company — to your company’s 
company at all? ” 

“ Not as a rule ; very orderly troupe, 
ours. Also 1 may say that hero and 
there in our globc-trottings wo liavo 
pickod up one or two rather promising 
recruits.” 

“That’s what I tell my ’usband,” 
said Mrs. Hopper. “There’s plenty 
more where ’Arold camo from.” 

•“Untrained,” said the Professor. 
“ Harold has the technique of the stage 

at ids fing— at his — er And then, 

my dear, his presence ! his deportment ! 
Ids physique! I do liopc they won’t 
have to cut any of him away.” 

He drummed the table despondently, 
but cheered up as another aspect of 
Harold’s genius flashed before his mind. 
“He’s had some tempting oilers for 
tho films,” he said. “I may release 


him for a picture or two some day ; he 
would be at homo on the shoot — on 
the — er — what d’ you call it? — screen.” 

“ (jJood in comedy ? ” I asked. 

“Oh, fine— fine! Tickles the people 
immensely.” He looked anxiously at 
his watch. “ I ’m expecting the doctor’s 
diagnosis any time now,” he went on. j 
“Ho took Harold away with him. I 
didn’t go. I should only have worked 
myself into a state and possibly upset 
tho patient.” 

I was sorry to leave beforo news of 
tho distinguished invalid arrived, but, 
shaking hands with Professor and Mrs. 
Hopper, I expressed my sincere hope 
that the stage would not be deprived 
of such an ornament. At the door a 
breathless messenger hastened past mo 
to the Professor’s side. I turned and 
watched anxiously tho effect of his re- 
port. The Professor was transfigured 
with joy. 

“ It ’s all right ! It ’s all right ! ” lie 
called after mo. “ Not appendicitis at 
all. Indigestion. Back on the boards 
to-morrow.” 

I wont away distinctly choered by 
the news, but I could not help wonder- 
ing how William would take it. Good 
news is seldom good nows foreverybody. 
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THE OUTLAW. 

When Uio first warship wakened to feel the life-blood stir, 
The seas, of ago -long wisdom, laid this command on her 
And on her kind for ever: “ 13e whatsoe’er her might, 

A ship shall light with others as she would have them 
I'M 1 ' 1 ; 

And, guarding thus our honour, when the stern light is 
past 

That brings her to the haven which all must mako at last, 
Wo pledge her way and welcome when she comes her soul 
to yield, 

And foes shall moot in friendship and all their wounds ho 
healed.” 

So year hy year thereafter, from battle, storm and shoal, 
Safe to the promised haven tlio sea sent in her toll, 

Aged and worn with service, gallant in youth and fame, 
But all with names untarnished— and last a U-boat came. 
But the tides that sweep tlio fairway to speed them or 
delay 

Demand for each a sponsor to prove her right of way ; 

So sho waited without in anger and peered through tlio 
golden mists 

At the taper masts uprising from the old sea-duellists. 

And the message came to the lirjenl that lies hy the 
Cordclinr, 

“ Does any speak for a U-boat to prove that the light was 
fair?” 

But they spoke of an old-time conflict, from a fight off 
. Brest they came, 

When the battle stayed in wonder as the two went up in 
llame ; 

And since they fought wit h honour, as each was a knightly 
foe, 

So came they home together four hundred years ago. 

And the waters paused for answer, listening North and 
South, 

But no one spoke for tins U-boat that lay at tlio harbour 
mouth. 

And the call sped up the haven, borne in on the flowing tide, 
Till the echo reached the l cii'jrttr that is moored at the 
Jinutsirick's side, 

For so they had fought together with never an inch 
between — - 

“ Does any speak for a U-boat to show that her hands are 
clean ? ” 

But they spoke of a light from morning hard fought till 
afternoon 

With tattered Hags, hut stainless, on a bygone First of .luno. 
And the tide swept on in silence to the creek where the 
frigates are, 

.For no one spoke for the l 7 -boat that lay at the harbour bar. 

And the challenge came to the inlet where the IJouhomnic 
11 ic hard waits 

At peace with the old Sent jus that she fought for tlio new- 
born States, 

When the captains called the hoarders and tho decks were 
red and swept — 

“Docs any speak for a U-boat to say that the Law was 
kept ? ” 

But they spoke of nought hut freedom, and, speaking, told 
tho tide 

Tho story of their colours that lloated side by side, 

And tho herald tide was answered, slackened and turned 
about 

To carry word to the U-boat that lay unseen without. 


And tho ebb stream came to tho oiling, crying, “ My task is 
done ; v 

There is no way or welcome;” and baro her forth alone 
Far and away to seaward, no gleam of hopo ahead, 

Doomed to sail as an outlaw till tho sea gives up her dead ; 
To make no light or landfall, with never a sail in sight, 
Whero tho days but dawn to darken as the days she tuVncd 
to night, 

And never a sound to silence tho cry that haunts her there, 
“ Does any speak for a U-boat to prove that the fight was 
fair ? ” 

K. W. H. S. D. 

I had supposed that I was dozing in my favourite arm- 
chair in the library at home, hut 1 think I must have boon 
mistaken. At any rate there I was, standing in a square 
of houses, eight of them all told, and each of them lit with 
a great light. Outside of these houses, but within the 
radiance of the light, stood some who appeared to he 
priests and priestesses of a cult which was, 1 thought, so 
old as to he almost new again. And each one was intoning 
words which sounded clear to me as I listened with ears 
intent to catch their meaning. “Here,” they said, “is 
noble work for all who care to join us. Merchandise we 
buy and deal with according to the needs of brave and 
gallant men. Our wares are a tribute of gratitude to the 
glory that lias spent itself on our behalf, and the heroism 
that has accomplished its task and now lios stricken and 
waiting to bo succoured. Good wages too wo give in pay- 
ment, for they who work hero shall take from us a slice of 
their own forgotten youth as payment for their help.” 

“ Theso ho strange words,” 1 said to one who stood at 
my side, “and easy in the saying. Yot how can man or 
woman receive hack what has perished and gone?” 

“ Av,” ho answered me, “it does sound strange, hut it is 
true all tlio same. Those who spend then* time and labour 
with us take no payment in coin of the realm, hut are made 
happier, and so younger, by tho tasks they achieve.” 

“(km 1 enter in,” I asked, “and see wlnit is going for- 
ward within these eight houses? ” 

“Enter in,” he said, “ and he right welcome, and you will see 
how suffering can bo alleviated and wounds made bearable.” 

And so I entered, or thought I oil tore 1, for at that mo- 
ment a gong gave a brazen sound, and 1 found myself back 
in tho armchair in which I started. 

Now I don’t want my readers to be under any misappre- 
hension. This is frankly an appeal on behalf of the 
Kensington War Hospital Supply Dep6t, which is, fortu- 
nately, a solid fact, hut. which suffers, like many another 
association, from a desire to enlarge its usefulness, and for 
that purpose to increase tho funds at its disposal. This 
work is so good that merely to state it is, I am sure, to 
open purses and to draw pens to choque-books. In one 
or other of its numerous departments it manufactures 
surgical appliances of all sorts, such as splints, crutches, 
bandages and hundreds of other things of the same nature. 

The appeals for help from hospitals in Franco, Belgium, 
Italy, Hast Africa, Mesopotamia, Rouinania, Greece, and 
from homes for tlio wounded in this country, are constant 
and urgent, and in order to comply with oven the most 
pressing requests money is urgently needed. 

Readers of Punch , I am sure, would not willingly suffer 
any diminution in theso splendid efforts. All are cordially 
invitod to seo tho work for themselves, and the Secretary of 
the K. W.H.S.D., whose address is at Kensington Square, W., 
will gladly furnish all information to those who may ask 
for it. You are invited to give twice by giving quickly. Thus 
you too will earn a slice of youth. R. 0. L. 




Hynterical Storekeeper. "Dirkckerly I see 'im Mavis' 'is motor tiirouou my siioi’-windku I could tell 'i: was one o’ these 

'ere JOY-1UDF.R8.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks .) 

If from its title you have supposed that Joan and Peter 
(Cassell) would restore to you Mr. II. G. Wells, the 
incomparable tale-tollor, rather than the podagoguo of recent 
years, you may experience some disappointment to find 
him again in cap and gown, with, moreovor, a very service- 
able cane for use on any occasion that appears to call for it. 
In other words, Joan and Peter is one moro examplo of the 
romance hortatory which Mr. Wells has chosen as the 
medium for impressing his philosophy upon a world that 
must still be cajoled with some pretence of a story. II is 
theme this time is education, as illustrated by tho diverse 
and experimental upbringing of two young people during 
the last ono-and-twenty years. At first, indeed, I fancied 
that tho mere human interost of Joan and Peter , as 
engagingly real children, and tho fun of laughing at their 
futile (and in one case farcical) aunts, wero going to cause 
Mr. Wells to forget his mission. Those wero the chapters 
of tho christening, when Joan , confusing the ceremony 
with the fate of certain kittens, loudly proclaimed lior 
wish to bo 41 kep’ ; ” and of tho abduction. Later however 
Mr. Wells got talking . . . and to this extent tended to 
neglect my roused interost in his protagonists. Still he 
contrives to give, as it were incidentally, $omo admirable 
picturos of English social life from the Diamond Jubilee to 
the Match Famine. And once, towards the end, the story 
recovers itself with a love-scene that is as direct and vital 
as anything Mr. Wells, or indeed anyone else, has written 


in this kind. Certainly Joan and Peter , didactic, emotional, 
sentimental (below tho surface) and occasionally inspired 
by too obvious an avoidance of the trammels of good taste, 
remains a book that must he road. 

The Village Wife's Lament (Seckek), by Mr. Maurice 
Hewlett, is impressive rather for its theme than for any 
particular power or beauty in tho tolling. Tho plan of it is 
simple, a story of country love and happiness ruined by tho 
world tragedy; tho passionate question with which so 
many thousands of bewildered minds have boon tormented : 
Why should these things be? Mr. Hewlett seems dis- 
turbed by a fear lest bo shall bo thought to have put ideas 
into tho mouth of his peasant for which she could never 
actually have found expression. In a rather superfluous 
noto ho defends himself from this suggestion. “ If I know 
anything of villago pooplo I know that they shape their 
lives according to Nature, and are outraged to the root of 
their boing by tho frustration of Nature's laws.” Tho justi- 
fication was hardly needed. No one objects to the heroino 
of a poem thinking and talking poetry — so long as it is 
good. There are passages of dignity and rhythmic charm 
in the Lament , but there are also not a few that strike me 
as monstrously unworthy. “ Where you see nil," for 
example, is a line that surely no poob should have given 
either to a village wife or anyone else. I would have rather 
found Mr. Hewlett apologizing for such lapses than for 
excess of thought in a work whose mannor falls hero 
considerably below the demands of tho matter and of liis 
own art. 
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If you want to got at once at the heart of certain remints- cated above, Mr. Cobh’s personages find a considerable deal 
conces of the trenches, entitled Private Peal (Hutchinson), to say, and say it with a convincing and thoroughly human 
I give you page 156, lino 27 and on : “ We had seen atro- effect ; with, in fact, just that pleasant vapidity which in 
cities on the Belgians the day before. Wo had seen young real life is so characteristic of the conversation of other 
girls who were mutilated and horribly maltreated. Wo had people. And this of course is precisely the reason for their 

been gassed. We had seen our comrades die in awful popularity. 

horror. We had seen our sergeants crucified and wo were ’ .. .. . . 

outnumbered ton to one. . . . We remained the victors What a thing it must be for schoolboys to live m these 
of Ypres. Canadians— Canadians— that ’s all ! ” Yes, I spacious days and have such books of adventure to road as 
suppose that is what thoy wero and are — Canadians, just the happily-namod Plane Pales from the Skies (Cassell), 
that and nothing more. But that’s good enough. I by “Wing Adjutant.” Was there ever a knight from 
remembor standing at the time referred to in another Boland to Bayard who had such honour in the lists as 
trench, a mile or two to the right of thorn, observing at several score of youngsters who as like as not were in the 
u.. : i:„.. mIm. oi'tI K o baiihIo art nf vnars UPO ? “ \VlNG ADJUTANT puts 


Country. Mr. Peat pats 
himself and his fellow- \ 

Canadians happily on the 
back and as much as 
sa^s ‘I think, after all , 1 
that we deserved that j 
honour.” But mark you, 
he only thinks ; he never \ 
seems quite sure. For my 
part I heartily welcomed j 
the last chapter, written - 
by the lady who after- 
wards became his wife, 
which went straight to 
the point. I like Mr. 

Peat’s breezy stylo; I like ! 

his nnininnn. attitude, ad- . , , 


his opinions, attitude, ad 
vico, descriptions, anec- ; 
dotes ; and I very much 
like Mr. Peat. I sec 1 
no need whatever for all 1 
that buck-stick business ! 
on tho outside cover, and j 
I trust that nobody will I 
allow himself to ho put off by it, 





night the curious, even picturesque reflection in tho shy, sixth a couple or so of years ago ? - 

and trusting that this sort of thing gave pleasure to those on no literary airs (so challenges no captious critic) ; ho tolls 
who were in tho midst of it. And, indeed, it appears to his plain true tales in length appropriate for the articles 
have done if Mr. Harold It. Peat is anything to go by. of which this book is a selection, and diddles the Censor by 
You might suppose, on reading his modest account of it, giving no names or dates. I hke the yarn of the bored 
that it was a rare privilege and a barely deserved pleasure Squadron Commander who visited a reluctant enemy aero- 
to go through hell and tarry long on the journey for the Old dromo and dropped a bomb which didn t explode ; because 

~ - - - - ” — in fact it was a pair of 

infantry boots to which 
was attached this poig- 
nant message: “If you 
won’t come up hove and 
light herewith one pair 
of boots for work on tho 
ground. Pilots — for the 
use of.” But the hook is 
filled with sterner stuff 
than that, and guaranteed 
to make anyone fool giddy 
— and very humble and 

,/,/• • ii' roni1 - 

The Law of the (Lin 
(Chapman and Hall) is 
concerned with the Hot 
| altogether pleasant subject 
of revenge. But when I 
tell you that tho author 
is Mr. Eidgwell Cullum 
you will know that among 
tho many hard cases to 
which he introduces us are also one or two white men and 
a girl of beauty and courage beyond reproach. That is Mr. 

While Guy was in France (Stanley Paul) is another of Cullum’s way, and I have not a word to say against it. 
those gentle romances of which Mr. Thomas Conn has already Hero in tho first chapter we meet a young cattleman, with 
produced a list that one might call formidable, if tho term just two dollars between him and starvation, who under- 
were not so out of keeping with this wri tor’s woll- mannered takes, at the instigation of a half-brood and one Ironsides , 
art. I dare say I need hardly explain that while Guy was “ to run a hunch of beeves ” (stolen) to tho slaughter-yards 
in France tho other characters stayed in or about London, at Fort Rodney. He is arrested by the Canadian police, 
took tea with each other and talked enough to fill every tried and sentenced, and, after spending eight years in a 
chapter with a sufficiency of easy-to-read dialogue. The penitentiary, manages to escape. His sole idea is to get 
chief talkors were Cynthia (engaged to Guy) and Oliver , level with Ironsides, and very cleverly he sets to work to 
and thoir theme was for the most part the infant whom square accounts. The picture of the raining town of 
Cynthia's dead brother was supposed to have left un- Sunrise is excellently drawn, and once more Mr. Cullum 
provided for. Whereas really both tho child and its shows that in his own field ho has no rivals to fear, 
unmarried mother wero the concorns of Oliver ; upon hear- 

S tl w„ at Tf lly ? tall : cd “r u r r r ; •• ****** **» ** o£ ****** <** a* 

By this time Guy had been so foitunato as to get out of game wa^ up, and that thoy had pinned their colours to tho wrong 
franco, with a wound that healed just in time for tho happy horse. "—Times. 

ending of which I never remember Mr. Cobb to have dis- “Lover of Animals” writes to ask whether the cruel 
appointed his many admirers. I ’m afraid that I have been practice alluded to prevails in English racing circles, 
guilty of telling you the plot, but if you have, in common and begs Mr, Punch to throw his powerful influence into 
with a very large public, what I may call the Cobb habit the scale and so give the quietus to such a method of 
you will certainly wish to know not only the bare facts of barbarism. Surely, he says, the colours could equally 
what happened while Guy was in France, but the com- well be tied to, or indeed painted on, the horse— right or 
ments of the author and every ono concerned. As I indi- wrong. 


Hero. 

SIMPLY RUINlKt 


ON THE SHORE OF THE HELLESPONT. 
Lkandek pear, I wish you hadn’t brought Fido. 


He is 


MY NEW FROCK. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

No indication that Bulgaria would 
surrender unconditionally appeared in 
the papers the week before. A groat 
scoop this for Bulgaria. 


♦ * 

❖ 


“ Great George Street ” to “ Washing- 
ton Street.” On the suggestion that this 
might arouse international jealousy the 
Councillors agreed to give the name 
“Robey Avenue” to an adjoining 
thoroughfaro. ... 


It is unofficially reported that the 
Berlin- Sofia railway was cut by Ser 


A Newcastle youth was sent to prison 
last week for stealing alcoholic liquor 


which clashed into a drapor’s shop- 
window the other day it is donied that 
the shopkeepor remarked, “ Thank you, 
but wo have not yet started fires.” 

ijt 

Pressure is being brought to boar on 
the Government to control candies and 
soap. In some quarters it is urged 
that onco the Irish cheese industry is 


bian cavalry only six hours south of j worth ono hundred and sixty-eight i well established the situation will right 


Ferdie. 

“The whereabouts of King Ferdi- 
nand," says a morning paper, “ is still 
a great secret.” Our information is 
that he is in a bit of a hole. 

A German paper refers to Bulgaria 
as “ a pail of iniquity.” The trouble is, 
of course, that Germany is 
now outside the pail. 

We are informed that 
Turkey is about to point 
out that if the Allies per- 
sist in capturing any moro 
of her armies it will not 
be her fault if there is no j 
more war left in the East. 

The Gorman Metals 
Confiscation Department 
has removed tho brass 
boot - scrapers from the 
Reichstag building. Gov- 
ernment officials will con- ! 
tinuo to wipo their hoots j 
on tho Members as here- i 
tofore. ... ... | 

“ 1 have many friends in 
the Entente countries,” 
said the Crown Prince 
rocently. As a matter of 
fact we seem to begetting 
them at the rate of about twenty- 
five thousand a week. 

Tho boy that fell from tho gallery of 
a Scottish theatre to the pit happily 
sustained only slight injuries, and there 
is no truth in tho report that the 
manager charged him another shilling. 


pounds. If is defence was that 
thought the bottle was empty. 


lie I itself automatically. 


Priority certificates for focding-stufTs 
for calves have been extended until 
Nov. 17. Great satisfaction is ex- 
pressed by those West End restaura- 
teurs who make a speciality of catering 
for tli is class of customer. 



Puz 


led Income-Tax Offi* 

RAND AN OFFICIAL ONE? ” 

Munition Kate. “I dukno about official .* Ale I knows is as when 
'K COMF.S TO OUR 'OUSE WE CALLS T IE POLICE AND THEY CHUCKS *IM OUT.” 


ial. And ts the separation from your iius- 


It is rumoured that a Conscientious 
Objector in Ireland has just been 
arrested for illegal drilling. 

A Chicago man who was supposed 
to have been executed for murder in 
1889 has just turned up at his home. 

I His friends are sanguine 
that his return will ren- 
der the execution hull and 
void. ... s; . 

Evidence was given in 
a police court last week 
that a Norwogian told a 
London policeman to 
mind his own business. 
It is only fair to tho po- 
liceman to say that our 
visitor was not on strike at 
the time. ... .. 


A contemporary roporls 
' that a Manchester boy was 
| recently taken seriously ill 
i through eating too much 
i cake. Smith Minor de- 
1 dares that this is ridicu- 
1 lous. Tho real reason was 
that (hero was not enough 
! hoy. 


All scientists are agreed, 
The Actors’ Association lias protested j says a contemporary, that there is 
against the designation of chorus-girls something wrong with a red-headed 


It is 


a 

the 


colour of 


as actrossas. Technically they should | man. Of course, 
come under the heading of supper- j his hair. ... 

numeraires. 

“Should We Hang People? ” asks a 
Dublin grave-diggers have gone weekly paper headline. Certainly not 
strike for more pay. Pending a settle- j unless they have commit-tod murder, 
mont the remains of tho Nationalist! 


Red Guards at Moscow have passed 
a resolution in favour of an armed re- 
volt. They will have only themselves 
to blame if this continual bickering 
loads to bloodshed. 

Sir Ernest Siiacklkton has been 
appointed a Major, with special duties. 
A sinister rumour is abroad to the 
effect that these include a lecture on 
“ IIow to sustain life in low tempera- 
tures.’ 1 * * 

* 

The Cork Corporation has changed 
the name of one of its streets from 


Party may have to bo embalmed. 

Vulcanised footwear is on exhibition 
at the Holborn Town Hall. A con- 
current report alleges that a distin- 
guished Berlin professor has designed 

a ferro-concrote trousor. 

* * 

* 

No credit is given to the rumour that 
the recent firing of a haystack in Surrey 
was due to the careless use of an auto- 
matic pipe-lighter. The theory, of 
course, is absurd. 

With reference to the fire-engine 


A lady’s dross caught fire the oilier 
day through a lighted match thrown 
from a tramcar in Blackfriars Road. It 
is not known whore tho man obtained 
tho match. 

Commercial Candour. 

‘'For Sale, 50 year-old White Leghorns, 
through moult .” — Lancashire Post. 

“Dr. G. Campbell Morgan has, it is stated, 
accepted an invitation to occupy the pulpit 
at Highbury Quadrant Church for at least a 
year .” — Overseas Daily Mail . 

We fear tho strain will be too groat. 
Nothing is said about an evening off. 


VOL. CLV. 
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LOYAL FERDIE. 

A further communication from the Sultan. 

[“Full of tho greatest loyalty towards our Allies, my Government 
has no other aim than to discharge our duty to the country and give 
it and our bravo troops an opportunity of attaining an honourable 
peace.” —Extract from speech reported (in a telegram from Sofia) to 
hare been read in King Ferdinand's name at the opening of an extra- 
ordinary session of the Sobranje.] 

Ferdie, liow fast events havo moved of late — 

As fast, in fact, as your battalions sprinted ! 
Almost my last week’s lines wero out of date 
Boforo tho stuff was printed. 

And now this farewell poem which I sin# — 

I’vo no idea to which of your addresses, 

Home or away, I ought to send tho thing, 

So rash are rumour's guesses. 

Sofia sounds unlikely. Tis a spot 
Where local sentiment is apt to vary ; 

For autocrats it sounds a shade too hot 
And most unsanitary. 

Bather I judge that whore your money is, 

Safe for tho time from imminent Gehenna, 

Thero too Your Nosincss lias followed — viz. 

Tho purlieus of Vienna. 

Unless you ’vo joined, benoath a neutral sky, 

And on some eligible Alp located, 

That Homo for Exilod Kings which our ally, 

Tixo, inaugurated. 

Well, you have chucked tho Holy War, and wo, 

Wo must fight on without your kind assistance, 
While from your fox’s earth right loyally 
You cheer us^in tho distance. 

For to that tale no ear of mine I ’ll lend — 

That you, with colours changing like the opal, 
For tuppence would attack your poor old friend 
And go for Adrianople. 

’Tis falso. Our Ferdik’s heart is true as steel. 

Have you not sworn that, though compelled to sever 
Your War-engagements (for your country’s weal), 
Your word’s as good as over. 

Mysoif I can’t keep up a faith so fair; 

These tyrants of Potsdam — too much they task us; 
Clearly tho limit must he drawn somewhere ; 

I draw it at Damascus. 

So don’t bo much surprised if some line day, 

To save my skin and partly too to spite ’em, 

I talk of Peace, prepared to give away 
One very useful item, 

Tho Dardanelles, with William’s Orient route, 
Waiving my old monopoly of transit, 

And risk tho wrath of his All-heaviost hoot. 

Ferdie, I think I ’ll chance it. 0. S. 

REPRISALS, 

Ellis is a bit of an ass. Chance threw mo across his 
path, and ho kicked mo as I lay. You shall hear about it. 

Ho would probably never havo had tho chance but for a 
certain Competent Authority, who decided that wo had 
formed fours long enough in the chrysalis stage of our re- 
spective O.T.C.’s. In tho sunshine of that Competent 
Authority’s smile we emerged one day together as tho 


porfect insect and wore attached as Second-Lieutenants to 
tho Officers’ Squad at , never mind where. 

Tho Officers’ Squad was two strong, Ellis and I. Wo 
had a Sergeant all to ourselves to train us in tho mystery 
which tho initiated call “detail.” Sometimes I was the O.C. 
Squad ; sometimes F was just Squad without the 0.0. 

Ellis didn’t play tho game. When ho was 0.0. Squad 
ho didn’t give a thought to viy feelings, but' used to make 
mo mark time for hours on end. I said, “ Ellis, I will 
make you pay for this hy-and-by.” 1 didn’t say it out loud, 
of course, because when you aro Squad you can’t say things 
like that to O.C. anything. But I know my time would 
co mo. 

It did ; tho day arrived when we wero told to give the 
detail for “forming fours.” 

Havo you ever formed fours? Yes? Then you won’t 
have to ho told that tho place to make for when falling 
in is an odd number place, because all the complicated parts 
of tho figure aro reserved for the even numbers. To quote 
from that monument of English literature, “Infantry Train- 
ing, 1914 ” : “ Odd numbers aro called Bight Filos.” That 's 
because they stand still and can’t go wrong. 

I was O.C. squad ; Ellis wasn’t. Ellis fell in with tho 
suspicion of a smile on his ugly face. 

I oxplained in the grand old words of “Infantry Train- 
ing” what is oxpecled of a British soldier when called 
upon to form fours. When 1 had recovered from tho 
pardonable emotion that my words aroused 1 thundered 
out, “ Squad ! For-r-m — four-rs ! ” 

Ellis stood like a statue, excopt that a smile of triumph 
lurked at tho corners of his cruel mouth. 

“ ’Alf a mo\ Sir,” interrupted the Sergeant. “ You 
’aveti’t numbered your squad yet.” 

I ground my teeth as 1 gave the required order : “ Squad ! 
Nuinbor!” 

“ One,” said Ellis. 

“For-r-m — four-rs!” I shrieked. 

Ellis stood still and grinned. 

Then tho idea struck mo. 

II Number One,” 1 said kindly, “change places with 
Number Two. Squad! Form— fours! Bight! Left — turn! 
Form — fours ! Form — two-deop ! Form — fours ! About — 
turn ! ” 

You should havo seen that ass Ellis’ faco after a quarter- 
of-an-hour’s forming fours. 

Then wo proceeded to “Jerks” — Physical Training some 
people call it. It begins with a selection of tortures known 
as “ Livening-up ” exercises. Our P.T. instructor selected 
one at random, just to show us how to do it. 

“Class! ’Tchun! Livening-up exercise! Double over 
and touch those beeches and fall in hero. Go ! ” 

Off wo went and touched tho beech-trees in question. 
When wo got hack tho Sergeant said, “Mr. Ellis, Sir. 
Fall out in front.” 

Ellis obeyed. Thero was murder in his eye. I could 
see ho was devising some devilish trick. Just then I caught 
sight of something red which bobbed slowly along the 
road beyond tho trees. It was tho dear old Brigadier out 
lor a walk. 

Then the awful thing happened. A voice which I knew 
to bo Ellis’s said, “ Livoning-up exercise. Double over 
and touch those breeches and fall in here. Go! ” 

I am a conscientious man. Tho British officer must 
learn to obey before bo can command. I was longing for 
my turn to command. I obeyed. 

* * * # * * * 

The Brigadier took it very well considering. Ellis and I 
aro now in a Labour Battalion. I said he was an ass, 
didn’t I ? 
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BOOBY-TRAPS. 

The lino that the Bosch had held for 
many months was reported as evacu- 
ated. Bike buds upon t ho trees at the 
advent of spring, patrols bui>t forth j 
from all along our line, propelled by 
a fusillade of paper from behind. 
“Touch” must bo maintained. 

The Ilun had gone. Yes, all those 
vague and shadowy districts known to 
us merely as targets or map references, 
the sight of which had only been vouch 
safed us by the use of telescopes and air 
photographs, wero ours again to rum 
at will. 

Corps Headquarters dc-pal died a 
platoon of Staff Officers representing 
goodness knows how many thousands' 
of pounds a year. Huthlcssiy they llung ! 
asido tho task of sitting 'in ollices and j 
correcting one another’s niistuki s ; this j 
was tho time for action. All means ot 
conveyance — Bolls-Boyees, side-ears, 
box-cars, bicycles, French carts and, 1 
was almost going to add, bath-chairs - 
were impressed to spood them. Kverv- 
body was delighted. Only tho Sappers 
groaned. To thorn would fall the task 
of searching for Ilun booby-traps and 
reporting “O.K.” (to bo followed shortly 


by a loud explosion and tho message* 
“Cancel O.K. ’). 

“Como on,” said Pongo, tho strong 
silent man of the Intelligence who only 
stops talking when ho has a catch in 
his breath — on, (Jr. 3 ; don’t 

waste your time in the ofheo wiring to 
Army Headquarters, 4 Ref. (j. 606, for 
L/CpI. •). Topluun read L/Cpl. J. Pop- 
ham.’ Come and seo tho War.” 

“ Joy-riding ? ’* 

“Joy-riding? 1 ’m going to find out 
if those really were Bosch ammunition 
dumps at 0. 36 J>. 08 or only Haws on 
the photograph. Orderly! Order-loo! 
(lo round to my billet and fetch my 
' attle-hnwler, and get a move on.” 

“1 ('..n't go,” I said, “there ’s no- i 
body left in the whole Corps I Toad- j 
(]t:aileis; f *m Corps Commander at | 
present without pay or allowance-.” 

“Nomcnse. Put, tho Ag icultural 
Oilicer in charge; tho Staff should he 
intcrehangeahle — it is written so in tho 
Stalf Manual.” 

And what a sight the country was 
when wo arrived ! fake poppies bloom* 
jing in tho stricken cornfield, Staffs of 
jail kinds v?i nt bol bing hither and 
| thither, stepping high over loose wires 
‘in ease these should ho attached to 


things which go up in a pull of blue 
smoko. 

We mot tho Corps Commander in 
tho square of a famous town, recon- 
quered hut a few hours before. “ Look 
at tho wreck they ’ve made of my old 
chateau,” he said. 

The famous square had been laid in 
ruins, and everybody from the whole 
countryside seemed to have collected 
there to tell one another so. Different 
branches of tho same Staff who had 
not met for years foregathered and 
pointed out their old billets amongst 
the ( h'biis . A parly of Sappers began 
to dig. 

“Ah, and what are you doing, Cor- 
}oral?” nskod tho Staff with their 
never ending eheorircss. 

“ Suspected delay -action mine here, 
Sii ; one went up down the road not 
long ago.” 

“Quite so, quite so.” Tho Staff 
move d on busily, and presently found 
themselves taking a cross country cut 
to save time. 

“ Look 1 ” cried Tongo, “do you soe ? 
They were ammunition dumps after 
all,” and ho planted himself trium- 
phantly at G. 36 B. 08. “ And look at 

those Hares — Bosch flares. I wonder 





J?U NC H, OB TliK LONDON CHARIV A RI. — Ootoheb 0 , 1918 . 

Poor Russia! 


S OCIALISM is a great promiser, but a very poor performer. 

There is nothing new in this statement, but what is new (and 
it is noteworthy as well as new) is that an example in very 
concrete form is before us 

Russia had a very bad type of autocracy A kind of autocracy 
that could not have endured much longer But even the bad 
kind of autocracy would have saved Russia until the War was 
won, then democracy could have gradually impressed itself through 
the Duma Instead Socialism reared its ugly head 

The damnable doctrine of equality was promulgated with the inevitable result 
that a mighty empire is in the melting-pot and millions of decent Russian 
peasants arc starving and their condition is being exploited by the Socialistic 
brutes who fatten on their misery 

LET THE WORKERS IN ALL DEMOCRATIC NATIONS 
PROFIT BY THE AWFUL EXAMPLE OF RUSSIA! 

'Lhe flaw in Socialism is that it levels down and tends to eliminate the best 


Under War conditions this may be unavoidable For example Haig & Haig 
Whisky is “ controlled in price ” down to the level of other whiskies 

If the Haig & Haig Management believed in Socialistic ideas they would bring down 
their quality to the common level 


But they do not believe in the doctrine of false equality so they will maintain 


true quality and wait for results alter the War 



I AM only a bottle. My 
Managers are not asking 
for more Home business. 
They are advertising to keep 
me in my proper place on 
the market, namely ON TOP. 


I AM exported in this bottle. 
Some export markets are yet 
without Agents. Correspon- 
dence is invited with high- 
class merchants abroad where 
I am not now on sale. 




Maid &HaidMve Stars 

ScatsWdisky 

Head Office, 57 Southwark Street, London S.E. 1 
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THE “WORTHINGTON” 

Settee, covered in 

15:0 


A most comfortable 
cretonne, with loose X*OQ 
cushions .... 


The Economy of Quality. 

SETTEES 

at Waring & Gillow’s. 

T il K Settee illustrated is a 
typical example of the value 
that Waring & Gillow offer. 
It is distinctive in design and 
comfortable in use. The virtues 
of a Settee of this nature reside 
chiefly in its interior workmanship. 
Submit this Settee to the test of 
wear, and the thoroughness of its 
construction and the fine quality 
of the material used will at once 
become apparent. 


We invite your inspection 
of our stock of Easy Chairs 
and Settees. 


ftRING&GlLLO 

^arnis^ers &^)ecorators ioXrfttfieJijqy. 




164-180 OXFORD STREET, LONDON, 

Telephone: Museum 5000. 








Steam Waggon 


' | "HE more service you can render at a time the greater 
** your nett profits. The Sentinel Steam Waggon is 
built to give the maximum of service with the minimum of 
time, labour and expense, so that it is the profitable waggon. 

1 he Sentinel Boiler is specially designed to deal efficiently 
with coke — which is the cheapest and cleanest fuel obtainable. 

The * Sentinel’ Waggon Works, Ltd., n 
Shrewsbury. 

NOTE.— Only one driver is required. # 
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Conducting Officer {to visitor , having come successfully through town which is being shelled), “By Jove, I didn't NOTICE YOL'R HAT 
WAS DONE. I’M* VERY SORRY. WlIY DIDN’T YOU TEED MK? We ’ED TURN RACK." 

Visitor. “Not at add. I wouldn’t think op giving you the trouble. I’ve cot plenty oe hats more, in pact, than I. 

CAN DO WITH.” 


if they To ns good as ours. Better, by j 
Jove," lie went on as bo lit one; “no 
smoke at all. Hero T another. I won- 
der what this is? What the devil’s the 
matter with it, it won’t light " — bang! — 
“ 00 !" 

Curiosity was satisfied. Luckily 
nobody was hurt, but I borrowed bis 
matches and forgot to give them back. 

Further on we got another reminder 
of the Great War. “Quito all right," 
we heard one machine-gunner say to 
the officer to whom ho was banding 
over his three-walled billet, “not at all 
a bad place. Don’t touch that old tin 
bath, by the way, there seems to be a 
bit of wire attached to the bottom ; and, 
while I think of it, wo don’t quite like 
the look of that vase on the mantel- 
piece." 

“Oh, otherwise all right?" asked 
the tenant, and took possession without 
another word. 

“ That ’s a fine dug-out," said Pongo 
as we rounded a corner of a sunken 
road ; “ I wonder if that ’s beon searched 
for documents." Ho tried the door. 
It was shut fast. Ho was about to tug 
at it when I yelled out sharply and 
pulled him back. Thero was some 
thing about the place which arousfed 
my suspicions. 1 remembered what 
had liappenod to my sergeant when ho 


had pulled at a door like that during 
the Bosch retreat cm the Somme. Very 
gingerly wo peeped through a small 
hole in the door and our blood really 
did run cold. Thero was a wire run- 
ning from the latch into the dug-out 
below. The wire was taut. 

For a long time wo looked at it so 
hard that it \s a wonder it didn’t go off. 

“ What are wo going to do about 
it ? " said Pongo at last. “ We can’t 
lea\;o it liko that for some poor unsus- 
pecting blighter. Bettor chalk up a 
warning on the door and leave it for 
the Sappers." 

“ Chalk? " We surveyed the chalkless 
waste. It was a silly suggestion. 

“I wonder how the thing works," 
said Pongo, sniffing at it. “By -love, 
it opens inwards. 1 see, as soon as 
tho wire is relaxed up goes the whole 
caboodle. Better leave it — what ? " 

Of courso we didn’t leave it. It 
fascinated us. We threw small stones 
at it, then lumps of earth, then larger j 
lumps, bricks, duds. Beal I y we worked 
liko Trojans, but the door remained 
shut fast. 

“ Idiots we are ! ” cried Pongo. 
“Haven’t wo got revolvers? Let’s 
shoot tho lock oil ! " | 

Hoiv rasj/. Why hadn’t we thought 
of it before? Taking up our stand at 


! about twenty paces distant, Broncho 
Bill and Cowboy Pete blazed away. 
We tried shooting with the right hand, 
with tho loft hand, both bands, crooked 
arm, straight arm, standing, kneeling 
and in the prone position over a sand- 
bag rest. Oh, it wasn’t that we didn’t 
hit it; we hit it often — tho door, l 
mean, but the latch part of it was the 
difficulty. 

As tho last round rieoebetted off a 
stone wo reluctantly gave it up as a 
bad job, and after a moment’s survey 
of our handiwork turned away in 
disgust. 

Suddenly an old nigged Scotsman, 
carrying bis kilt over his arm, came 
out of 11 10 dug out and saluted us 
smartly. 

“ I hear-r d a knocking," said bo. 
“ Will ye bo wanting somebody, Sir ? ’’ 

We would not. We bad just called, 
in passing, to see if the family was at 
Lome. And wo passed. L. 

Between the Lights. 

A dear and conscientious old lady 
who is strictly obeying the following 
instructions in the paper: “Blinds 
must bo drawn at (i l’.M. Lighting up 
time, G.ll writes to ask us to 

advise her as to the host way of spend- 
ing this brief interval of darkness, 
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THE INSTANTANEOUS RANK -ADJUSTER. 

The other clay, on my arrival from 
France, my relatives decided that I 
must have a now tunic and soil the old 
one in aid of local charities. Having 
realised my remaining securities anti 
taken Mr. Cox into my confidence, I 
approached my tailor and jfiit myself 
in his hands. My tailor isn’t the man 
lie used to he, hut only his grandfather ; 
the autocrat who designed my outfit in 
pre-war days being now a Temporary 
Second Lieutenant Acting Colonel of 
tho ()/7th Tweedshires. To this fact 
wo owe, as will he seen, one of tho 
greatest military inventions of the age. 

Tho old gentleman, now a little de- 
crepit, shook his head when he saw my 
clothes, while at tho same time a glow 
of more than usual interest illumined 
his ancient eyes. lie inclines to he 
talkative, hut never foolishly. 

“Yes,” he said, “you’re a little 
stouter than when we last had the 
pleasure of lifting you, Sir - doubtless 
tho fooding at the Front. You ’ll re- 
quire one or two more wound-stripes 
and cltevrons.no doubt ? Medal ribbons? 
VYe have some very nice Y.C. ribbon in 
just now, Sir; but most gentlemen pre- 
fer this variegated effect in purple and 
white. What about badges of rank ? 
You ’ro not quite sure what to wear? 
1 oxpocted as much. Now, Sir, you ’ve 
corno to us most opportunely. Do you 
realise what has done most injury to 
the garment you very rightly propose 
to discard? Not mere wear and tear; 
not enemy action; not even batmen. 
Where has if suffered most? Not at 
the elbows ; not in tho pockets. No, 
Sir — the she vex have gone. And why 
have the sleeves gone, leaving the bust 
and torso comparatively sound? The 
trained eye can see ; it is because of 
the constant, changes of the insignia of 
rank. 1 note here traces of incessant 
variation -a history of promotions and 
reversions as distressing to the sar- 
torial eye as it is, I doubt not, dis- 
tressing to the straight-forward mili- 
tary mind. 

“Now', Sir, Mr. George, my grandson, 
who, when ho wrote on Monday, was 
commanding his Battalion and wearing 
the badges of a Lieutenant-Colonel, lias 
for long wrestled with tho same problems 
as yourself, spoiling tunic after tunic in 
his efforts always to carry tho correct 
badges of rank. He has now, however, 
during a briof rest, evolved tho Instan- 
taneous ltank-Adjuster. It necessitates, 
1 must oxplain, the wearing of badges 
on the shoulders and not the sleeves. 
Here is a specimen. Very simple, as 
you see, consisting of an endless strap 
for both shoulders, each strap hearing, 
in correct succession, badges of all com- 


missioned ranks from Second-Lieu ton ant 
to Field-Marshal. The strap runs round 
this inconspicuous aluminium roller 
which is inserted in tho deltoid hem — 
where tho top of tho sleeve joins tho 
shoulder- and round a similar roller 
beneath the superior lapel. From 
there it is led by a clever arrangement 
behind the clavicular panel — or, speak- 
ing as a layman, flic back of the coat — 
and round a third roller secured diagon- 
ally to the dorsal gusset, which you 
probably know as tho scam running 
down the spine, Sir. 

“ Let us presume that you are once 
again a happy innocent lad, a Second 
Lieutenant, proud of the Kino’s com- 
mission and of the gentlemanly yet 
serviceable outfit provided by us at 
moderate terms. Quo morning your 
Battalion unfortunately sutlers casual- 
ties and you find yourself an Acting 
Captain. No unpicking; no sewing; 
no boring holes in your shoulder-strap 
with a bayonet. You apply this tiny j 
key (supplied in duplicate with every 
Adjuster) to the dorsal roller and re- 
volve it until the necessary arrange- 
ment of constellations appears on the 
exposed portion of tho shoulder-strap. 
Next day you are wounded and sent 
home ; you recover and return to 
France. Again no unpicking; no sow' 
ing. A few tin ns of tho key make 
you once more a Second Lieutenant, 
your tunic none the worse for these 
vicissitudes. 

“Again, let us say you are going on 
leave such tilings do happen— and for 
personal reasons do not desire to bo 
detailed as O.C. Storm Pans, or for any 
other duty. You adjust the key, revolve j 
the roller until the shoulder-strap dis- 
plays whatever badge observation has ; 
taught you ensures immunity from j 
R.T.O.’s, and go aboard unjostled am' 
unmolested. 

“Many other occasions will aris.o in 
military life on which the Instantaneous 
Adjuster will be invaluable. My grand- 
son the Colonel goes so far as to suggest 
that busy officers in doubt as to their 
standing may avail themselves of its 
adjustability to wear the badge of a dif- 
ferent rank on each shoulder. 

“If the War Ollioe decide to authorise 
badges showing w hether rank is sub- 
stantive, temporary, acting, honorary, 
presumptive, executive or passive, and, 
if coming under several of these head- 
ings, which, and in each case whether 
with or without pay, allowances, over- 
time, bonuses and free insuranco, we 
shall put on the market an elaborator « 
attachment to the Adjuster, In the j 
meantime may I lit your new tunic 
with ono of the simpler type? ” 

Wouldn’t you have said “ Yes ” ? 

I did. 


RUMINATI0N8. 

( Reflections of a soldier on hearing that 
certain of our more fanatical politicians advo- 
cate the abolition of the Army rum ration.] 

The Power that, bringing man to birth, 
Ordained for each his proper place, 
Fixed for each one his weight and girth, 
His wealth, his rank, his club, his 
race, 

Religion, way of thinking, 

Confirmed in all men from the first 
A frequently recurrent thirst, 

With means and will for drinking. 

Barley was made for those who brow 
Tho boor that slakes the ‘Briton’s 
meal ; 

The apple’s rose and russet hue 
Was fashioned mainly to conceal 
Tho cider juice within it; 

Beer, cider— both will cool the throat, 
But if wo had to take a vote 
We think the beer would win it. 

Here’s to the luscious wines that foam 
Around tho feet of laughing girls, 
Paicrnian loved of ancient Romo, 

The crusted ports of belted carls, 
Sweet wines of Samarcand, 

The slurry stooped in Spanish sun, 
Tho hock that swells the swollen Hun, 
Tokay and Emu brand. 

There are strange drinks for those who 
choose 

To suck their liquor through a straw, 
Such potions as tho Sammies use 
And lesser breeds without the law — 
Peers, Publicans and Sheenios — 

Dopes that the Colonels at tho Iiitz 
Seek when on leave from strafing 
Fritz, 

Manhattans and Martinis. 

And wo who, keeping nightly watch 
'n Plunders’ living grave abide, 

Toast him who deals us out tho Scotch, 
And, at the fall of eventide, 

Look shrewdly for the beaker ; 

But most of all we gladly coiuo 
To thank tho man who makes the 


Am 


rum, 

! nevor makes it weaker. 


And when at last the buglo blows 
In Potsdam for that groat parade 
When Wilhelm sees our ranks reclose 
And all his hopes of empire fade, 
Himself without a billet, 

Von Kluok will see tho water hot, 
Rlvpheciit will issue out a tot, 

And Hindenburg refill it. 


1 There is a lusl in tho war nows to-day, 
which gives an lnranny feeling to the specula- 
tive interest with which the next move in the 
great drama on the Western Front is being 
anticipated .” — Irish Paper. 

A lusl always gives us just that lnranny 
feeling. 
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THE DEMONSTRATION PLATOON. 

I am in disgrace. Bronkor, who 
commands No. 11 Platoon, is in dis- 
grace. I am in despair. Bronker is 
not. He is always in trouble of some 
sort, while I had boon mado Assistant 
Adjutant and was very much in favour 
with the C.O. until yesterday, when 
the awful thing happoned. 

I was sitting in the orderly-room 
when the C.O. came in with a lotter in 
his hand. 

“Brown,” ho said, after a smiling 
acknowledgment of my salute, “ do you 
know anything about Demonstration 
Platoons ? ” 

“Not very much, I’m afraid, Sir,” 
I replied. (Our C.O. appreciates a ju- 
dicious display of ignorance on tho part 
of his junior officers.) 

“ Well, you 11 have an opportunity 
of adding to your knowledge this after- 
noon. I ha vo a note here from the 
Commandant of the Corps School ” (we 
are out at rest a good way back from 
the lino), “inviting mo to a demonstra- 
tion to bo given this afternoon by his 
Demonstration Platoon, which is sup- 
posed to be a very good one.” 

“ Yes, Sir,” I said, as lie paused there. 

“They are going to gi\e a demon- 
stration of march discipline.” 

“ Yes, Sir,” I said. 

“And they are going to start by 
giving examples of bad march dis- 
cipline.” 

“ Yes, Sir,” I said. 

“ I am going to take you with me.” 

“ Yes, Sir, thank you,” 1 said. 

Yesterday afternoon, shortly before 
the appointed hour of 3 p.m., 1 was 
standing with the C.O. on a bank at 
the cross roads at P. ill B. 35-67 
(Sheet 159n) in accordance with the 
directions given. Almost as wo looked 
round for tho first time wo saw a body 
of men, in numbers apparently about 
the strength of a platoon, in appearance 
somewhat resembling a party of bean- 
feasters walking borne after upsetting 
their char-i\-banc in a ditch. They 
wore already near enough for tho eye 
to ascertain that the leading figure 
wore the dress of an Officer in Ilis 
Majesty’s Army. 

“ Look at those men,” said the C.O 
I looked. “Look at them straggling 
all over the road and the Platoon Com- 
mander stalking on without showing 
the slightest interest. Look at the 
officer’s servant walking in the ditch 
with a chicken in one hand and a tea- 
pot in the other. Look at that man 
with a blanket bundle slung over his 
shoulder; I suppose his equipment’s 
in that; he’s certainly not wearing 
any. And the stop— I ’ve never seen so 
many steps among so few men. I tell 



Lieut. Jtrunnnell (after his Jirt-t night “ Some irhc re in P ranee''}. ••Sheets not ovlH- 
CLEAN IN MY BHD, ORDERLY.” 

Orderly. “Can’t understand it, Sin. The l\st m\n that slept in them was a 
Major.” 


you what, Brown, L ’ve always admired 
the British soldier, hut I ’ve never 
realised before that helms the makings 
of a first-class aclor in him. F congra- 
tulate you, Colonel,” he said, turning 
to tho Commandant of the School, who 
had just come up, “on tho best show 
1 've ever seen. Your platoon is won- 
derful, and the man who trained it 
must bo a genius.” 

“ 1 ’m afraid J don’t quite follow 
you,” said tho Commandant; “I was 
just going to apologise for keeping you 
waiting because there was some mis- 
take in sending out tho orders, and my 
Demonstration Platoon won’t be here 
before 3.30.” 

By this time tho men wo had been 
watching were coming very near, and 
just as I thought I recognised tho 
officer I suddenly remembered that 
No. 11 Platoon had been ordered to 
change their billet that day, and that 
their route lay along the road wo were 
watching. 

“ But what on earth ” tho C.O. 

started, but, before lie could finish, a 


veritable, an indubitable, Bronkorturned 
his head and eyes towards the C.O. and 
oxecuted his best and most ponderous 
salute. 

1 did try to keep back that laugh— • 
my lips are still sore where I hit them 
— hut laugh 1 did light under tho eyes 
of tho C.O. He is a fine soldier, our 
C.O., but a little lacking in tho sense 
of humour. And now, though my 
havcrsiick may ho lighter without the 
Field-Marshal’s baton which, 1 fear, 
will nover repose in it again, my heart 
is heavy. ====r==== ^^ 

Another Glimpse of the Obvious. 

“Mr. G. H. Roberts, M.P., Minister for 
Labour, said the happenings of tho last 
six weeks justified them in the belief that 
peace was much Heard than it was during the 
earlier part of the year .” — Evening Paper. 


“ Brass workers and Metal Mechanics, 
Coventry Branch, held their annual iloral 
night on Saturday. Intimating the. weight 
of a large bumpkin caused much amusement 
and profit .” — Midland Paper. 

Tt was sporting of the stout bucolic to 
lend himself to tho general enjoyment. 
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• (iooDNKSK (.i:\fioirt! Wuvr’s Till': mattku?’ * Hii.lv 's wkkn and sir no; himsklf on a wasp.” 


THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

xv. 

Convi:ks\tion on Ciiaimt.k XC. 

(icnryc. Pray t oil m<\ Mamma, how 
it came about that there was a paper 
famine at the same time that the 
country was so rich in paper money? 

Mrs'. M . You have set. me a difficult 
conundrum, hut. f imagine the true 
answer to ho that the paper famine 
was only relative, and that all the paper 
used for banknotes was as nothin*' to 
that, required for unneeessar\ hooks and 
newspapers. 

Mary. George always asks such tire 
some questions. Please tell us some- 
thing more interesting. What, was the 
Spanish intluen/a? 1 suppose it was 
a sort of dance. 

Mrs. M. You would have done better 
to stop short at your question instead 
of betraying your ignorance by suggest- 
ing the answer, influenza, as 1 think 
I have told you in our earlier con versa, 
tions, iirst visited these shores in the 
year 1830, in the form of a catarrh 
accompanied by a tendency to fever. 
Towards the end of the century the 
Russian variety, w ith constantly chang- 
ing symptoms, became prevalent. Your 
grandfather has told mo that when he 
had it, everything he ate tasted, in his 


rude hut picturesque phrase, of “ gun- 
powder and rotten eggs.” Owing to 
the passion for abbreviation, to which 
j 1 have never succumbed, the complaint 
j was vulgarly know n as “ Hu,” and 
seemed to have died out when if was 
1 re-imported from Spain twenty )ears 
later, though some people attributed 
it to the “ hidden baud.” Mexican, 
Mesopotamian and Patagonian varieties 
j followed, hut the disease was finally 
| stamped out by the efforts of a special 
Ministry of lntluen/.a whoso head- 
quarters were at. the British Museum, 
and which employed a staff of five 
i thousand officials with a minimum 
salary of ten pounds a week. Your 
; grandfather, w ho held a high position 
in the Ministry on the strength of his 
knowledge of Oriental languages, used 
to speak of Ids appointment as the best 
'remunerated sinecure — or, as Richard 
! would say, the “softest job” — he had 
ever enjoyed. 

j Mary. Please, Mamina, arc Rancelts 
good to eat ? 

Mrs. M. Not being a cannibal, my 
dear child, I cannot say. The Rancelts 
w ore a group of people who wished to 
givo a wider scope to the Celtic Revival 
of which T told you, and the word Celt 
is by some derived from “kilt.,” the 
ancient and scanty dress of the abori- 


ginal inhabitants of Scotland and Ire- 
land. Owing to the shortage of cloth 
the proposal to make the kilt com- 
pulsory was favourably supported for a 
while, hut ultimately the integuments 
of nether man resumed their dual form. 

Mary. May I have a kilt, for a Christ- 
mas present, Mamma? 

Mrs. M. The purpose of these con- 
versations, my dear Mary, is not to 
discuss revolutionary changes in your 
wardrobe, hut to increase your know- 
ledge of history. To resume, the 
leaders of the Celtic Revival w f cre 
famous for their literary achievements. 

Richard. What did they do in the 
Great War ? 

Mrs. M. They wrote beautiful pootry, 
and went out of doors only in the tw T i- 
light. One of them, who succeeded 
in taming a leprechaun or fairy, was 
awarded the Nobel Peace Pri/.o for tin 
conspicuous services he had rendered 
to the cause of humanity. 


X-Rays. 

“ Photographs of tho Church and the Vicar 
(interior and exterior) may bo had of the 
Verger .” — Notice in a Berkshire Church. 


“ CLEAN SWEEP IN GERMANY.” 

Headline in “ Daily Express." 

A serious coal shortage, evidently. 
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THE “GOOD INTENT.” 

[The ketch Good Intent, built at Plymouth 
of. British oak one hundred and twenty -eight 
years ago, is probably the oldest British mer- 
chant vessel alloat.] 

They built hor in the oldon days, 

They built her strong, they built hor 
stout ; 

In Farmer George’s golden days 
It must have boon or thereabout. 

They knew no rush or hustle then, 
They drovo no rivots racing time; 

A sort of pleasant bustle then 
Filled up the hours from chime to 
chime. 

With caro and pains they ’d linger on 
Eacli chisel touch and mallet stroke, 
And lay a loving finger on 

Her curving sides of Devon oak. 

And so they worked, and so sho grew 
From garboard unto gunwale strake, 
And if uncommon slow she grow 
They built to last and no mistake. 

Well, finish her they did at last ; 
Sparred, rigged and fitted forth she 
wont, 

And out to sea she slid at last — 

The ketch of Plymouth, Hood Intent. 

She went — and Lord ! sho ’s going still; 

The same old sea’s beneath her bow ; 
The same old winds arc blowing still ; 
Tho same old skies behold her now. 

The Channel lights they wink at her 
(They ’vo done it at her cargoes too ! ) ; 
Tho friendly stars they blink at her 
The way they always used to do. 

Tho coast from North to South sho 
knows, 

Its tiny ports and sleepy piers ; 

From Hull to Avonmouth she knows 
She’s used 'em for a hundred years, 

Old Tdmeraire she might have seen, 
And curtseyed to tho Victory ; 

And many a ding-dong light have seen, 
For those were lively times at sea. 



c /. ^ r4 /**>**» a 

A.P.M. “\VllU‘ DO YOU MEAN HY Ai’L'KAUINO IS JH 151.10 IMI'KOI'KUI.Y DUKSBEP, WITH 
NO KELT OS?” Slth, “I’M UNDER OPEN AUltKST, Sill.” 

A.P.M. “Wir\T AllE YOU UNDKlt OPES AK 11 EST FOK ? ” 

Snh. “ Al'I'KAllINC. IS l'UULIO IM 1*1101' KULY DRESSED, WITH SO BELT OS, SlK.” 


Tho packets in their day were new, 
And many a bluff Last Indiaman — - 

She saw ’em all when they were new, 
Since first hor sailing days began. 

She saw, she waved them on their way, 
Trim brig and plunging seventy-four, 

And one and all they ’ve gone their way 
Like clouds that pass and are no 
more. 

Frigate and sloop and battleship, 

She ’s seen ’em come, sho 's seen ’em 

go, 

Led tramp and rocking cattle-ship 
And China clipper winged like snow. 

Hut still her old luck nods to her, 

And be it peace or he it war 


It doesn’t make much odds to her - 
She’s lived in rousing times before. 

The} might not count as skilled to-day 
In her old hull whoso lesson 's hid : 
“God send our shipwrights build to-day 
As honest as their grandads did! " 

C.F.S. 

“All previous records in ship finishing have 
been beaten by a marvellous performance on 
the part of men of Messrs. Workman, Clark 
and Co., Ltd., Belfast, who have completed a 
standard ship of 8,000 tons in three and three 
quarter days. Ami we also have victory now 
well oil the stocks.” 

Liverpool Evening Express. 
At this rate of progress wo shall have 
victory bofore Sunday next. 


Bon Ton. 

I* 1 Lady wishes to Aconui: from a society 
lad\ a more cultivate!) U’cknt ; Oxford tone 
particularly desired ; weekly lessons.” 

Morning Paper.] 

A lady perceived that her speech 
Was not quite what the Varsities teach; 
So si 10 called oli a duchess 
And asked, “May I puchcss 
Your Oxford tones — tuppence for 
each ? ” 

“Of 2,918 rates examined baeteriologienlly, 
two were found to he infected with plague.” 

Daily Paper. 

Wo only examine ours economical ly, 
but we find them a plaguy nuisance 
all tho same. 
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THOSE THIRTY MINUTES, j 

Thebe are many tilings to teach : 
children whicli are not now included J 
in any cuiTiculum ; and one of the first j 
is not to hang about seeing people off ] 
by train. i 

Then such episodes as this, thousands ! 
of which are being enacted on railway 
platforms every day, would no longer! 
bo possible. 

Scene : Victoria. 

The train for Brighton is in and 
already full, although half-an-hour has 
yet to go. In a first-class compartment 
intended for six are ten persons, among 
them a meek girl squeezed between 
Lieutenants who have 
lifted the padded arms j 
dividing the scats. Out- ! 
side at the window is 
the meek girl's friend, | 
an elderly woman, who 
has come to soo her off. j 
Thoy have nothing to j 
say to each other ; but 
the friend cannot tear 
herself away. The other 
passengers liato the 
sight of her. 

Elderly Woman. ' • fjfff 

Well, take care of your- " 

Meek Girl. Yes. J 

[A minute passes, 
during wh ich , as 

in all the suhsc- i a 

quent minutes , ! 
the friend beams j 
through the win - 
dote. j 


llctui of the Fi 
•f cal t hi 8 Junior 
CHI'ESK III \ TJ X ( i 


Lieutenants). Oh, no, not at nil. 

E. IK You look as if you were. 

[The Lieutenants make insincere 
efforts to release her a little. 

M. ( i . Oh, no, not at all really. 

[.1 minute passes. 
E. H r . It’s lucky wu were here 


M.G. That’s good. I shan’t be moment, to the intense relief of the other 
sorry when we’re there. i passengers. Then she comes back). The 

E. W. Bo sure to take care of your- ; train ’s frightfully full. Strange hour 
sc lf. much travelling there still is ! 


self. 

M. G. Oli, yes yes. 

E. IK Here comes a paper boy. 
You're sure )ou won’t have any- 
thing ? 

M. G. Quite, thank you. 

\ Another Interval. 

E. TK I wonder if you’ll see the 
Wilkinsons. 

M. U. I wonder. 

E. W. I shouldn’t he surprised. 

M. G. Nor should L 

E. IK Be sure to remember me to 
them if you do. 


M. (i. Oh, yes. 





dow. 



E. IK. 

Are 

you 

cramped in 

there ? 


M. G. 

(who 

cattr 

hardly In 

rathe 

for 


E. IK It's lucky nyu ny ere here 
oarly. 

M G. Yes, isn’t it? [Time passes, in a t 
E. W. 1 wonder if you’ll stop at 
Croydon. 

M. G. I wonder. 

E . IT. Probably not. I expect this 
is an express. [ More time passes. 

E. W. Shall I get you a paper? 

M. G. No, thank you. 

[Another interval. 

E. IK. ( after consulting her watch). 

Tho time’s going on. You’ll start 
soon. 

M. G. How soon ? 

E. IK. In about twenty minutes. 

No, nineteen and a- half. 


n . “Send the Commissionaire ur to me.” 

“Jin's out for Miss Smith— the new invoice clerk, Siii 


E. IK. But [ dare say you Nvon’t see 
them. 

M. G. No. 

; Another Lieutenant with a suit- 
case looks in and decides to make 
a perch there . He docs so at the 
far end. 

E. IK. (humorously). Like sardines 
in a tin. 

-V. G. ( with a laugh). Yes. 

[More time passes. 

E. IK. You’ll ho glad to be there, 
ny on’ t you ? 

M. G. Yes. 

E. W. (brightly). You’ll find the sea 
at Brighton. 

M. G. Yes, I shall. 

E. IK. Sure you have no message 
for me to take back ? 


M. G. Yes. 

[ The train begins to move. 
E. TK. Nonv you're off. Be sure to 
give them my love. 

[She walks beside the train. 
M. G. Yes. 

E. 1 K. Take care of yourself. 

M. G. Yes, oh yes. 

[After a yard or so the train stojis. 
E. IK. You weren't going, after all. 
M. G. No. 

E. IK. A false alarm. (Looks at 
her watch.) Why, it wants another 
five minutes yet. 

1 M. G. Not really ? 

E. IK. Yes. I 'll toll 
, -//?, ; them all what a full 

ij tfv / UJ : train it was. 
gi. 1 M - O. Yes, do. 

/ [More time passes. 

E. IK. There are lots 
of people who can’t get 
# Wf/r// - i seats. 

K M/ > M. G. No. 

| ^0, E. IK. Lucky wo 

| ■ ' , ' wore hero early. 

^ : M. G. Yes, wasn’t it? 

[Another minute 
4 ■ passes. 

Y E. IK. I wonder wluit 

all these people will do 
% who can’t find room. 

J , M. G. (with an ins pi - 

ration). Wait for the 
’ next perhaps. 

E. IK. Yes, very like- 
/! / ly. Yes, that 's what 

* they’ll do — wait for 

tho noxt. 

M. G. Yes. 

ice clerk , sir [Two more minutes 

1 pass . 

E. TK. (looking at her watch). Nonv 
you really Nvill he off directly. Be sure 
to give them my love. 

M. G. Yes. 

E. IK And take care of yourself. 

M. G. Oh, yes. < 

E. IK Don’t catch a cold, will you? 
M. G. Not if I can help it. 

E . IK That’s right. Yes, now you ’re 
really going. 

[<S7?e begins to keep pace with the 
moving train , waving her hand 
ami nodding brightly . 

E . IK Be sure to give them my love. 
M. G. Yes, good-bye. 

E. TK Good-bye. Sure you've got 
no messages for me ? 

M. G. No, but thank you for coming. 
E . TK. ( breathlessly , ahnost running). 


minutes. 


M. G. No. But thank you for see- Oh, that ’sail right. Hove to. Good-bye. 
in g me oil. M.G. Good-bye. 

E. TK. That ’s all right. I like see- [She would wave too , but her arms 

ing people off. (She goes away for a are pinioned by Lieut mants. 
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IN THE DAYS OF WRITING ON STONE. 

Besieged Citizen (to friend who has got hurl). “I non: it’s nothing seniors? " 

Hurt Friend. “No, THANKS. I SITAr.r. soon bk am, iuout. It was only a lump of tub propagandist UTP.HATUUH that Tin: 

F.NKMY HAS 1IK UN PKPPKUINO PS WITH THIS HAST DAY OH TWO." 


OUR OFFICIAL NOVELIST. 

As might naturally bo expected, the 
news of Mr. Arnold Bennett’s ap- 
pointment as Director of Propaganda 
has excited the liveliest interest. 
Locally perhaps tho greatest enthusi- 
asm has boon shown in Staffordshire, 
where the Mayor of Hanley is, we 
understand, promoting a movement 
to confer the Freedom of the Five 
Towns on their most famous inhabitant. 
On the other hand, gloom reigns in 
Paternoster Row. A leading publisher, 
interviewed by our representative, 
took a decidedly pessimistic view of 
the situation. “ Where,” he asked, 
“will it end, if tho State is going to 
sterilize our imaginative writers by 
harnessing them to politics ? And how 
are we going to live if our ‘ best sellers ’ 
are all to be mopped up ? John Buchan, 
Arnold Bennett— why, tiiey 11 ho com- 
mandeering Ethel M. Dell, Charles 
Garvice and the Baroness Orczy next. 
England without novels, as my prin- 
cipal reader wittily put it to me, is like 


a slum without hovels.” Here his 
emotion overcame him, and he rushed 
off to a vegetarian restaurant. 

Sir Hall Ovine said lie was prepared 
to watch the experiment in a spirit of 
benevolent neutrality. It was not true 
that ho had been asked to join tho 
literary sido of tho Department. Eng- 
land and the Isle of Man had other 
claims upon him which ho might find 
it difficult, nay impossible, to forgo. 

Mr. Lytton Sthaciiey confessed to 
being rather disconcerted by the ap- 
pointment. He had already completed 
a study of Mr. Bennett for his forth- 
coming volume on ominent Post-Vic- 
torians, and this now development, 
coupled with Mr. Bennett’s recent ap- 
pearance as an illustrator, would involve 
a drastic revision of his manuscript. 

Mr. Wells said that it was a “ gre it 
adventure,” and that he had no doubt 
Mr. Bennett would give the public 
“ what the public wants ; ” for the rest 
he had himself been doing the work un- 
officially and exhaustively for the last 
ton years. 


I Lastly, Mr. If ahold Beohte, while 
| cordially admitting Mr. Bennett’s 
i ability, expressed doubts whether he 
! was sufficiently rich in uplift and unc- 
, tion. As a phrenologist he found Mr. 
Bennett weak in those cranial develop- 
ments which indicated the possession 
of tho highest humanitarian qualities. 

According to the latest advices, Mr. 
Bennett and his staff will take up 
their quarters at tho Grand Babylon 
Hotel/ r= ^ r _ - 

An advertisement : — 

“Speak for Themselves 

’S ARTIFICIAL TEETH.” 

A tribute to. their perfect articulation. 

“Tax bachelors of either sox fifty por cent, 
of their incomes, with rebates for wife and each 
child up to four.” 

Times Kducatuiiuil Snpptem&irt'. 

Imagine the emotion with which a poor 
bachelor of either sex, saddled with tho 
incubus of a wife and four chiidron and 
crippled with the loss of half his (or 
i her) income, would apply for the kindly 
i rebate. 
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THE LIFE CERTIFICATE. 

The joke, I believe, was originated 
by a private of Hie Ii/A.M.C. just over form I bad signed, and then it was I ! 
a year ago. lie approached mo in the discovered that tho authorities had; 
darknc 
briefly 

“ This bloke ’s dead.” 


inspector you cannot collect the first declined to accept my unsupported 
instalment of your pension.” statement and insisted that the Life 

She indicated a section of tho last ! Certificate must he signed in accord - 

! ance with regulations. 

Whereupon 1 betook myself to a 

darkness, bent over ’mo, then remarked adopted and elaborated the II. A. M.C. | police-station and explained toaninspec- 
to his fellow stretcher-bearer, man’s grim joke. I found that they ! tor— who, I fear, mistook mo at first for 

still harboured grave doubts, apparently, a wandering lunatic— that the Govern- 
1 opened my oyos and assured him! about my being really alive, and re- ment were conspiring to presume n?e 
huskily hut forcibly that he was inlquircd a declaration and certificate to dead, and that I wished him to certify 
error, and he at once accepted my j that effect before they were prepared that 1 was still alivo. lie seemed 
assurances. I To did not ask me to till i to pay me any money, 

up a form and have it signed by an “This is to certify that I have seen 

officer or a magistrate; the morn fact 'the man described abov.e alivo on the | with the air of a man who disapproves 

that i could speak was sufficient evi-jdate staled against my name, that he of levity in connection with serious 

denco for his quick brain that. I was ' subscribed the declaration in my pro j subjects. 

alivo, although he did seem rather hurt sence, and that his age, height, rtc., ! Keeling that I truly lived again, I 
becanso I had contradicted him. j appear to correspond with the par- ; returned to t.lio Pensions Office, and 

Possibly he passed on the news t hat. ; ticulars shown on his Identity Cer- ' suggested to an official that tho 

tificate,” 1 read, together with the ; It. A. M.C. were carrying the joko too 


relieved when I produced tho official 
form, and he signed the Life Certificate 


I had no right to bo alive, or it may * 
bo that all the members - 
of tho 11. A. M.C. had ar- j : 
ranged the grim joke he- ; 
forehand. I only know j 
that in hospital, a few 
nights later, an K.A.M.C. 
orderly reported that J 
was dead, and some of 
tho staff scorned unflat- 
toringly disappointed at 
finding mo still alive next 
morning. 

I heard nothing fur- 
ther of tho joko until 
tho Army authorities de- 
cided they could win tho 
War without any further 
assistance from me, and 
I became ft civilian again. 

Then I discovered that 
tho grim jest had been 
elaborated into an Army 
Form during my convalescence. 

1 was invited to call at the Pensions' must 
Office, whero L filled up several forms, Relig 
in one of which, if I remember rightly, the town or district where lie attests, 
T had to give particulars as to the age, or a Magistrate, or tho Pensioners' 
sox and occupation of my grandfather, ! Regular Medical Attendant, or an Officer 



War (') itir. ‘TlIKN THERE'S THK FREEDOM OF Til E 
JWn - from I tirkf/muntl. “Wei.!., WHAT A BART IT?" 

instructions that tho Life Certificate 
he signed by “a Minister of 
ion, acting and resident within 


details as to the birthplace and maiden 
name of my wife, and information con- 


tin the Acti\e or 
Majesty's Civil 


Retired List of His 
Military (including 


far; hut ho defended the 
Department warmly, as- 
suring me that some of 
the forms had been de- 
signed by an insurance 
official. 

Then it Hashed upon 
me that perchance 1 
was doing tho K.A.M.C. 
an injustice. Insurance 
Companies, you know, 
never believe anybody is 
dead, and icfuse to pay 
I out any money until they 
! get a proper death cer- 
j tificate, and it occurred 
. to mo at once that the 
| gentleman from tho In- 
1 su ranee Company must 
i have hit upon tho happy 
idea of refusing to helievo 
■ any man was alive, or to 
pay him his pension, until he produced 
a proper Kile Certificate. 

However, whether the idea originated 
in the K.A.M.C. or in the brain of an 
i Insurance official, the joko, as far as .1 
am concerned, is now becoming somc- 
: what frayed at the edges, for the 
Pensions Office persists in working it 


corning the colour of the eyes and hair , Special Reserve, Territorial Force, Ac.) ' off on me once every three months. I 


of my daughter, together with an inti 
mate and almost indelicate descrip- 
tion of myself, and iny “distinguishing 
marks.” 

I trembled lost the charming and 
businyss-liko young lady who appeared 


or Naval Service, or by the man s 
employer,, or hv a member of the 
Police Force of, or above, the rank of 
Serjeant.” Ju a footnote the authori- 
ties added that “The Officer of II is 
Majesty’s Civil Service must bo, or (if 


i now no longer delight in watching tho 
; alarmed expression on the face of a 
country police sergeant when I ask him 
1 solemnly to declare and certify that I 
| am not dead ; even the joy of asking a 
! pompous old permanent official if his 


to be deputising for the Minister of retired) must at too date of bis retire- salary is over two hundred pounds 

Pensions should insist upon verifying' ' ' ‘ ‘‘ ’ 

tho last - mentioned particulars, and 
breathed more freely w hen she merely 
demanded to seo my discharge papers. 

“Now you must go to the nearest 
police-station,” she announced calmly 
but firmly, and I gasped. 

“ But why ? ” I stammered. “ I 
have not transgressed the law.” 


merit have been, a permanent Civil 
{Servant of the Crown on a salary of 
not less than £200 a year, and cm a 
scale rising to not less than .£300 a 
year. The Officer of tho Military or 
Naval Service must be a Commissioned 
, Officer.” 

| When I recovered from tho shock, I 
! feebly endeavoured to convince the lady 


“ Your Life Certificate, shoexplained. : that I was not a camouflaged corpse; 
‘Until you get it signed by a police! but she, imliko tho stretcher-bearer, 


j year (and adding the polite explanation 
| that if ho receives less than two luin- 
j dred ho is not a fit person to judge 
| whether or not I am alive), and tho 
cxcitcmont of inquiring of dug-out 
Colonels if thoy are commissioned 
officers, begin to pall. 

But I am haunted by the foar that 
tho Great Mind which evolved the idea 
| of tho Life Certificate may persuade the 
War Office to apply the scheme to men 
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This seeming paradox is true if your 
valet is the “ Valet ” AutoStrop Safety 
Razor, It is the only safety razor with a 
self-contained automatic stropping device, 
enabling you to renew the edge daily by 
just 10 seconds’ stropping. 

Besides saving blades, you gain in personal 
comfort, for the keen stropped blade of the 




VAULT 


M 


Safety Razor 1 


can be kept in the pink of condition. 

Instantly adjustable, and designed for easy 
cleaning, the “ Valet ” AutoStrop Safety 
Razor is as great a comfort to the busy 
civilian as to the man in naval blue or khaki. 

THE STANDARD SET consistsof heavily silver-plated self-stropping 
“ Valet ” Safety Razor, twelve genuine " Valet ” Blades, and O | / 
“Valet" strop; complete in handsome case • . . 

Of all high-class dealers throughout the world. 

The AutoStrop Salety Razor Co., Ltd., 61, New Oxford St .London, W.C.I. 

And also at New York, Paris, Milan, Sydney, Dublin, Toronto, &c. 

The word “ Valet" on Razors, Stfo/s, and Blades indicates the genuine product 
of the AutoStrop Safety Razor Co., Ltd. ,6i, AVw Qjcford Street, London , ll'.C. i. 








T TNlJl'R strenuous conditions 
^cHiiieney in every detail i.s of 
the utmost importance. Sphere 
Carters are adjusted in a 
moment and olni.ile all sagging 
of the hose, keeping them trim 
and taut at all times. Their 
.s ilient feature is their quality. 


** Thl 
Pph«r« Carter 
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1 Old Friends ■£% j 

$ 'T'llE clothes you buy to-day arc mostly of | 

0 * inferior quality to those you already possess. A c 

w If last winter’s garments are looking shapeless JMBBeVn/ l \ ?! 

a and shabby, send them to Achi lie Serre— they kA C 

« will tonic back looking as good new. , fj Q 

J5 Achille Serre will remove all spots and stains §> 

Ul from your suits and overcoats, and press away / * C 

it all creases and “baggiuess." Spend a few' |j {j / v 

u shillings with Achille Serre— and save pounds | I / , D 

C Write Jor Illustrated Booklet whith gives Prices, flHHHHff \ I / Q 

g List of Blanches, and Furtiiuhus of our Services. Mmf ' Q 

| « Achille Setrect 1 |//i \ 

1 Hackney Wick, London, E. 9 ^ | 

a ^BjpSr Telephone : K.ist 3710 (4 lines). S 

^ Branches and Agents everywhere. F 52 d 


Front all Outfitters, or 

SPHERE SUSPENDER CO., 


SATISFACTION. 

The .smoothness, uni- 
formity, and the superb 
drawing and writing 
qualities of “Venus" 
1'eiitils have nun inced 
the most uitie.il users 
that then* is no “ pencil 
just .IS good." 


hr tirade f. 6 It f Soft- 
id J, to qll (Hardest 'J, 
blend, j styles 
COfying. 


Of all Stationers, 
Stores, etc. , thl oug hout 
the w 01 Id. 


" VENUS. 
173/5, Lew 
Clapton Road, 




KHAKI SHIRTS 


ACTIVE SERVICE CONDITIONS have: proved 
f \ more conclusively Ilian ever the all round good 
/\ qualities of “AZA" Khaki Shirts. They are 
healthful and non-irritant, durable, soft and unshrink- 
able - the essential qualities to satisfaction in wear. 
They are obtainable ready-to-wear or madc to-niea^ure 
in regulation shade, and in standard and heavy weights 

Ob" HIGH-CLASS O U T V I 1 ' T I < R S . 


Should you he unahle to obtain, unite to 
the Miinufaituien tot name and addiess 
oj mod suitable Retailer. • 

Wm. Hoi i ins .Sc Co., 1 .td, (Tiade only), 
25W, Newgate St., I.oiulon, K.C. i. 


TDAY) M night j 

VVWEARl 



^MilfHdpue 


TIlq Citq 

Girl’s Smile 

I S half her charm ; a velvety complexion 
and soft, white hands supply the rest; 
nearly all smiling city girls use Oatine — they 
know. 11J and 2 3 everywhere. Ask for 

Qa?eHJJ 6 

USE IT & PROVE IT 



flPRAS 


One day, by Jiarue, J passed along 
A sheet in the town oj /I mis, 

When, suddenly, a voice sodeai 
Came floating f torn a cottage neat . 

I giew pnple\ed and stool awhile, 

To listen to litis seeming guile 
Thai gieeted the u’sults oj teat, 

In Anas. 

Soon I espied the shatteicd door 
From where the strains lame slowly Ini 
A lady with a voice so sweet, 

Methinks, I II ventme now to greet. 

I peered within, and lo! alow, 

It was a “ Oeua " (ha mo phone 
H7/U /» gave the song that I ha t lieaid 
In Anas. I ; kni-.si C. (.' r : 


Note. -- Philip Oibbs, flic War 
Conespondent, was one day walk- 
ing through a street in Arras, 
when he suddenly heard a lady 
singing. lie thought it ratlin 
odd that where so much danger 
lurked a woman should still hr 
there, singing at the top of lui 
voice. He looked through the 
door and there saw an Officer 
playing a “ Decea” Gramophone 
K. C. ( . 




THE PORTABLE GRAMOPHONE 

Self contained, needs no case, has 
no loose parts, and is ready to 
play immediately opened. A» v 
make and si/e of needle rec >rd ^ 
playable on the " Decea.” 

Of Ilarrod-, Army and Navy Stem-. 
Wliiteley’s, Sell ridge’s, Gamagi *• 
all leading Stores and Music Ue.i.ei 

I.ea her ClMli. I C mpr 

£7 15 0 I £8 15 0 

Solid Cowhide 

£12 12 U 

II unrated Felder, and nann <>f n:are 1 -‘tf 0 f * 
frei'una*i|ih ‘lit ion i to 

THEDECCACO., ('■ESBP' 
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“And what is your little grandson to be in tiie cantata, Ephraim? ’* 

“‘Fairy Prince,’ they do say, Miss! An’ ’k’ve got to ’ave different clothes for it!” 


still serving. In which case overy 
soldier will perforco, in order to pro- 
tect himself, have to carry the official 
form with him and insist upon being 
supplied with a member of the Police 
Force (of or above the rank of Sergeant), 
or an Officor (who is a Commissioned 
Officer), or a Civil Servant (whose 
salary is not less than two hundred 
pounds a year) to sign the certificate in 
case of emergency. 


Commercial Candour. 
From a match-box : — 


“Gontlomaii, Theological Oollcgo (ineligible), 
desires Lay Readership.” — Record . 

A risky appointment. 

“ Cook wantfd. — One competent to do plain 
cooking; easy position, good home; wages 
.$5000 per month, including board, lodgings, 
washing, etc .” — American Paper. 

This just shows how the cost of living 
has risen in the States. 


MORE “HOME CODE.” 

I happened to travel up to town the 
other day with an elderly lady who was 
American to the very depths of her soul, 
which was of the kind and motherly 
sort. Enter an American officer, who 
was the youngest thing on earth. Ho 
wore a cheerfully cherubic small-hoy 
expression and an empty sleeve, llow 
he got into tho United States Army I 
can’t think, hut in it he was, and the 
condition of his sleeve showed that ho 
had kept going with tho best. Tho 
two were strangers, but no doubt you 
can beliovo that they did not long re- 
main so. In about ten minutes they j 
had rakod up somo mutual acquaint- 
ances across tho pond, and by the time 
wo got to the terminus they were old 
friends. 

Ho was very shy about his battle 
experiences, and tho lady showed tho 
wisdom of tho grandmother that she 
might havo been (for all I know) by 
refraining from asking him questions 
that sho obviously would have liked to 
ask. 

When the train stopped bo tumbled 
out and got hpr a taxi, and while I 
was waiting for my own luggage I saw 
her drive off. 


“Good-bye,” she said, and, leaning 
out to sco tho last of him, sho added, 
“ and C.Y.K.” 

Glancing at the young man I found 
him blushing so furiously that all Pad- 
dington seemed suffused with a rosy 
tint. Dearly would I have liked to ask 
him the meaning of those mystic ini- 
tials that could produce such a result. 

However, tho next day I found an- 
other American and asked him. 

“C.Y.K. ?” said ho. “That stands 
for ‘Consider Yourself Kissed.’ What 
else could it be ? ” 

What indeed ? 


The “ Duration ” — Another Forecast. 

“ A splendid opportunity for Churchmen to 
do their bit in connection with Church Army 
Hut Work. Superintendents and helpers 
wanted immediately: 'wholo timo work; u-t 
over 50 years.” — 3 Ioruinj L\>st. 

A New Source of Revetiu?. 

“Tain afraid that, for tho same rc.i.-.on, I 
shall tax your patience.” 

Mr. Bosmi B.urat the (duildh ilL 


“Thieves broke into a dwelling house at 
Hutton, Essex, but all that was stolon was a 
put of jam .” — Evening News. 

To miss a put is always mortifying; 
hut to miss a put of jam in fcheso days 
is a tragedy. 


warranted 

BEST 

ENGLISH MATCHES. 


won’t 

Strike Anywhere. 
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THE SWABIAN SUMMER SCHOOL. 

(Suggested by the kindred and multifarious activities of the 
Fabians at their recent annual holiday at the seaside.) 

0 ye Muses, gently heeding 
Your disciple’s urgent pleading, 

To my aid serenely speeding from tho blest Pierian pool, 
Grant me skill that con amove 

1 may chant the wondrous story 

Of the glamour and tho glory of the Swabian Summer School. 

Far from war’s insensato striving, 

Plotting, planning and contriving. 

From the tyrannous slave-driving of tho Ministerial Ghoul ; 
Far from London’s futile clatter 
And its enervating chatter, 

Wo discussed the Tilings that Matter, at the Swabian Sum- 
mer School. 

Viz. the psychics of Stravinsky, 

Or tho uplift of Kandinsky, 

Or tho plays of Bobolinsky, or the “ curves ” of Mrs. Boole, 
Or Peruvian folk-jingles, 

Bouhow’b theory of dingles, 

Or tho turnip-cure for shingles, at the Swabian Summer 
School. 

There were present Yugo-Fabians, 
Thoosophic Astrolahians, 

Several hlamoless Bessarabians and Koreans from Seoul ; 
With a brace of Finn historians, 

Some llabindranath-Tagorians, 

And a group of Montcssorians, at the Swabian Summer 
School. 

Wo bad talks on breeding pigeons, 

On polygamous religions, 

On tho music of the Phrygians and the maimers of the mule ; 
On the esotoric meaning 
Of the Celtic art of “ keening,” 

And on vacuum spring-cleaning, at the Swabian Summer 
School. 

Wormwood Pslmw descanted gaily 
On “ Mock-Justice at Old Bailey,” 

On “The Blasphemy of Palmy," and on “ Siiakspevhe : 
Super- Fool ; " 

And produced a huge sensation 
By a daily demonstration 

Of his prowess in natation, at tho Swabian Summer School. 
To tho smart and modish Vandal 
Our attire caused quite a scandal, 

For the votaries of tho sandal never how to Fashion’s rule; 
But our garb was hygienic, 

And our chovelures Hellenic, 

Londing lustre that was scenic to tho Swabian Summer 
School. 

We had dances, too, fantastic, 

Yet by no means orgiastic, 

But Delsartean and plastic, when the nights were calm 
and cool, 

With refreshing drinks, symbolic 
Of a spiritual frolic, 

And of courso non-alcoholic, at tho Swabian Summer School. 

All delights must have an ending, 

And tho student, slowly wending 
From the scenes of his unbending, 'sought his home and 
office-stool, 

But illumined and onlightenod, 

With hia mental stature heightened 
And his astral aura brightonod, by tho Swabian Summer 
School. 


THE SURVEYOR. 

I have recently boen engaged in a controversy with an 
official who apparently spends a great part of his time in 
seeing that the taxable sheep are properly shorn for the 
bonefit of Mr. Bonau Law and his minions in the Ex- 
chequer. My official was a very zealous person, and 
apparently had the right to call himself a Surveyor of 
Taxes. Seeing what taxes are in those days, he must be 
having a busy time of it. 

Have you ever soon a Surveyor of Taxes ? No ? Nor had 
I until about ton days ago; and when I say that I saw a 
Surveyor of Taxes ton days ago I do not mean that I really 
saw him and got so near to him that I might have called 
him “old fellow,” or slapped him on tho back, or employed 
any other familiarity with him — no, I mean that ten days ago 
I becamo acutely aware of his official existence by receiving 
from him an oblong envelope On His Majesty’s Service and 
containing a letter in which Mr. Benjamin Hallow field 
drew my attention to the fact that I had committed some 
error or other in my return of Income Tax, and would I 
ploaso send in a cheque for same at tho earliest possible 
moment? If, however, I decided to appeal, I must give 
notice on or before a certain date. 

Now I may he a fool, hut I deny that I am such a fool 
as to put myself in tho hands of tho Income Tax Com- 
missioners by appealing. What chance do you think a 
non-official lias if lie once gets tied up in officials? So J 
decided to admit the error and pay lip. Still, I didn’t sec 
why 1 shouldn’t have a little joy out of the incident, and I 
decided to worry the Surveyor by writing him a rhymed 
lotter and seeing how ho would take it. Hero is my letter : 

“ Dear Sir, I have your very painful letter, and note that 
to tho State you hold me debtor in thirteen pounds, a 
pretty tidy sum, which strikes mo blind and deaf and 
almost dumb. A word of warning, Sir : in your assessing 
you go too much -yes, far too much — by guessing. Still, 
there you are, and with extensive view “ survey ” mankind 
from China to Peru. And, lest I get it fairly in the neck, 
I mean to take my pen and write a cheque. Tlierofore 
rejoice, for as you go your rounds you ’re so much richer 
by my gift of pounds.” 

I posted this letter and waited for Mr. Hallowfield’s 
reply. Nono came, so J went at him again with two lines 
of verso as follows - 

“ Dear Sir, my last letter was not all my eye ; you havo 
read it by now and should send a reply.” 

Again I waited, but no answer came. So I provoked 
Mr. Ilallowfield once more as thus: — 

“Dear Sir, you aro really too slack and too slow; you 
ought to have answered me ages ago.” 

Two more days passed, and then I recoived the following 
letter from the Suuvoyor of Taxes : — 

“ Dear Sir, your three letters are duly to hand, and 
permit mo to tell you they’ve beaten the nand. Did you 
think that a mixture of taxes and money with a man who 
surveyed was essentially funny? There’s nothing, that 
keeps a surveyor from rhyme ; he could do it like you if he 
only had timo. Here's a tit for your tat which you little 
expected, and a rhyme for your rhyme, well-revised and 
j corrected. And learn for your good what the manner-books 
teach : there aro plenty of pebbles still left on the beach.*’ 

That settled it. I troubled the Surveyor no more. But 
when your Surveyor descends from his official pinnacle and 
pays you back in your own coin, what is a man to do ? W 
must be very exhilarating to live in an atmosphere com- 
pounded of Income Tax returns and light verse* 


I 

i 
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The Corporal . “Don’t you move, or over she ’ll go. I’ll walk back to tiie village and ’i»iione for the ‘First Aid.* Shb 

OUGHT TO BE HERE IN A COUPLE OF HOURS OR SO.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Its publishers are certainly justified in claiming a special 
interest for The Burgomaster of Stilemonde (Methuen) as 
“ a drama of to-day by one whose plays arc normally with- 
out definite time or place.” This vivid and terrible little 
episode of the invasion of Belgium shows M. Maurice 
Maeterlinck in a new aspect, a realist so severe that his 
facts are left to work their own emotional appeal, without 
apparently tho least manipulation. When the Germans 
occupy Stilemonde and hold its Burgomaster hostage, one 
of their officers is shot by an unknown assailant. Therefore 
tho Burgomaster must pay tho penalty unless ho will 
permit tho sacrifice of an obviously innocent old servant 
whom tho invaders profess to suspect. That is tho whole 
matter. It is never known who did in fact fire tho shot. 
Thero aro only three characters of any importance: the 
Burgomaster, his married daughter, and his German son-in- 
law, a very cleverly-drawn character who is made the 
mouthpiece of that Teutonic philosophy which was precisely 
then revealing itself to a bewildered world. These two 
figures, indeed, the old man and the young, stand in their 
antagonism for the contrast between two creeds, honour 
and expediency. Tho conflict between them is profoundly 
sincere and moving. One very minor point however I must 
mention. It is surely strange that in the last Act tho clock 
should strike six on page 98, and after scarcely ten minutes' 
worth of dialogue be already sounding seven (tho hour of 
execution). This is so obvious, I hesitate to say so striking, 
a point that I am uncertain whether it may not be inten- 
tional as conveying a subjective sense of time in presence 
of emotion. In any case however it would be well for 
Mr. Martin Harvey, who has acquired tho acting rights, 
to eliminate what might prove too fine a subtlety for tho 
average British audience. 


Under tho intentionally misquoted title, Old Saivs and 
Modern Instances (Chapman and Hall), Mr. W. L. 
Courtney lias collected certain critical studios, most of 
them relative to tho drama. As he himsolf explains in a brief 
preface, his “ main desire has been to illustrate modern 
questions by ancient oxamples.” One fancies therefore that 
“ Now Saws and Ancient Instances” might have been a more 
fitting label; but that by tho way. In the pursuit of this 
plan of comparisons tho writer has given us two dramatic 
analogies, Hardy and jEsciiylus (with special reference to 
The Dynasts) and Bkieux and Euripides. Interesting as 
both those studies aro, I fancy tho casual reader — or semi- 
casual; tho really casual would probably put tho whole 
volume down unread beyond page C I — will find most plea- 
sure in a lengthy paper on Realistic Drama, which involves 
a survey of the London stago during tho last half-contury, 
and in Mr. Courtney’s very agreeable and appreciative 
open letter to an American friend on tho art and personality 
of Sir Herbert Tree. Now and again tho value of the 
conclusions has been something impaired by time; our 
views, for example, upon tho young Russians aro probably 
a little modified since the dato upon which Mr. Courtney 
wroto about them. On tho whole, however, those papers 
(I should not presume to call them fugitive) were woll 
worth collection, though tho circlo to which they will 
appeal is naturally a limited one. One word of criticism : I 
was astonished to find that Mr. Courtney, in his vory just 
tribute to tho influence of Sir A. W. Pinero (to whom wo 
are in danger of becoming ungrateful), should mako no 
mention of Mid-Channel , surely one of tho best plays of 
its poriod and worthy to be bracketed with Iris at the head 
of the Arthurian drama. 


Mr. Oliver Onions calls his latest book, The New Moon 
(Hodder and Stoughton), a “Romance of Reconstruction,” 
which means that it deals with England in tho days when 
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tho groat question, “ How Long ? ” shall have been finally 
answered. It is thus only in part, a small part, Romance, 
and much more an essay on social change, as Mr. Onions 
thinks it will or could be. The great defect of this method 
is that any effort to believe it all true becomes manifestly 


attention, to hold us as much by its keen character analysis 
as by its descriptive power and the ramifications of its sensa- 
tional plot. In this I was disappointed. The people who 
weave their toils and counter-toils about the unfortunate 
young man from Trinidad are unreal. Perhaps this doesn’t 


impossible; also that the sorious purpose is apt to over- matter much if we are expecting no more than a mystery 
balance the story. I .was the more sorry for this because for our money. The author is adopt at surrounding her 
Mr. Onions' people were continually showing signs that, if subjects with a nimbus of repulsion and gloom and at 
the author had not restricted thorn to the function of keeping us guessing to the end. She paints her scenery 
examples, they could have beon quite entertainingly human, with a fidelity and charm which seem to appeabin vain for 
Ilelme , the hero, who “ had the look of having been very real men and women, instead of the puppets of adventure, 
much older, and yet of having somehow come young again,” to come and people her stage. With these we feel no sense 
remains, despite this pleasant touch, rather wooden; but of intimacy; they are simply German villain, Japanese 
Betty and her mother are both delightful, and Kimber , the villain, amateur sleuth, otc., conventional types with no 
type of amateur 'official, “pompous about multiplied no- individuality of their own. By way of compensation the 
things,” is so shrewdly sketched that I should have wel- author can conjure up all the sights and sounds and smells 
As for the author’s “ reconstruction,” that have connected themselves unfadingly in our minds 

with familiar places. For light en- 

i tortainment The Man from Trini- 
i dad can be recommonded unre- 
servedly, but I shall not abandon 
tho hope of better things to como. 

Mr. Pett Ridge divides Special 
Performances (Metiiuen) into a 
First and Second House, an inno- 
cuous conceit. His “Programme” 
consists of oighteen turns, as I 
suppose thoy ought to be called, 

; and all of them are worth hearing. 
1 say “ hearing,” because Mr. Pett 
Ridge is one of tho few modern 
1 authors whose work benefits by 
j being road aloud. Nobody can 
make better bricks from loss straw. 
He can bo funny, too, without 
being facetious ; his ridicule of the 
foibles of Ins characters is always 
genial and touched with sympathy. 
In a word lie is human, and as an 
! antidote to tho “ superior ” brand 
I of novelist I know nobody to oqual 
| him. Ono of these sketches is 
| specially to be praised. It is called 
j “ In the Sorvice,” and tells the 
| story of Captain Hards , of the Jane 
Maria , who suddenly found that 
his steam- trawler was “ part and 
parcel of the Fleet.” The way in which the Captain tried 
to live up to his oxalled position is told with delightful 
skill and humour. 

“Tins War Outlook. Reviewed by Mr. Bonaii Law. 

The enemy wanted to uso up our reserves before tho Americans 
arrived, but bad already failed, becauso the Americans were not coming 
— thoy had came .” — New Zealand Pajwr. 

We cannot believe that the Chancellor of the Exchequer 
really said this. He has never shown any tendency to ffout 
tho senior branch of liis family — the Laws of Grammar. 


comod more of him. 
this is always at tho least interest- 
ing; transportation, ono gathers, i 
is the crux of it. Also a generally , 
accelerated pace that constrains 
the hero to propose marriage he- ; 
foro asking the heroine’s name. 
Otherwise human behaviour (you 1 
will be relieved to hear) is to re- 1 
'main much as beforo that period , 
in tho world’s history, which, ac- 
cording to Mr. Onions, “mon| 
spoke of as Tho Bloodletting.”’ 
If our fighting men arc really 
engaged in nothing better than; 
this, I fear tho change in them 
will ho more radical than Mr. j 
Onions seems to suspect. j 



Our Village Cfiaaqnon War- Surer* “I'll take, an- 
other War Savings Certificate, Mr. Tickler, and 

YOU MIGHT PUT A FEW ’OBNAILS IN THEM SPRING- 

sides. They say the last quartku-of-an-iioiu's 
addin’ to win thjs 'ere war.” 


Though The A eir 'Teaching, a 
collection of solemn, which is by 
no means to say dull, papers by 
distinguished teachers of many sub- 
jects under tho editorship of Pro- 
fessor Adams and published by 
Messrs. IIodder and Stoughton, 
is a book mainly for experts, serious- 
minded laymen will profit by the 
reading of it. It will for ono thing 
help to scotch the i\*ady sneer 
against the pedagogue as the 
ontvenehod conservative. Hero 

among tho teachers is tho ferment of revolution and a 
consuming zeal for human values. Perhaps it is rather 
a mournful thing for us to have to reflect how much 
more intelligently certain things are being done now 
than in our young da} a, pre-eminently in the teaching of 
history, of gtBOgraphy, of music, of handicraft, of mathe- 
matics— to mention no move — hut this is no had thing tor 
those of us who are so soon to graduate as professed praisors 
of a departed age. I almost, yet. not quite, wish I could 
go back and begin again under such guidance as these 
writers could unquestionably give. But the book makes 

onoroaliso how much bettor moulded our nephews are likely , g ummer . tinie . e^ocT officially at threTo’clock this morning, 
to bo than we were in ^ui time, and perhaps it may save Failure to observe tho putting back of the clock will mean the loss of 
some of us from that easy avuncular patronage w hich must trains posts and tempo 1 **” — Daily MiiTor. 

be pvon more offensive to them than it was to us. Dear Mr. Punch,— -I personally found that the result of 

forgetting to put back my clock last night was that I had 
It cannot be truthfully said that the promise of The an hour to spare this morning, which enabled me to write 
Pointing Man has been fulfilled in The Man from Trinidad my letters in good time for the post and to catch my train 
(Hutchinson). Not that the latter is a had yarn in its way, without the usual rush. This Kept me in a ^ood temper 
but I confess that T expected the authors next story (she is till luroheon r timo. Yours truly, Suburban. 

auonymous, but I know her name) to command more serious Sept ember 80th, 1918. 
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Albert Stanley, “is to be made Farmer" in The Daily Mail. Onlyhide- 
CHARIVARIA. to Parliamentary Candidates desiring bound officialdom fails to realise how 

“Why not admit frankly that we to visit their constituencies." Several gladly tho patriotic public would starve 
have lost the War ? ” says Count Pacifist M.P.’s havo written urging in their stead. >JS * 

Tisza. The Kaiser, wo are informed, that it should bo available for travel * 

has decided to meet him half-way in in either direction. A certain firm which supplies lifc- 

the matter and admit that Austria- *.,* saving belts guarantees they will keep 

Hungary has lost it. Operatives in the potting industry a man afloat for fifteen hours. If they 

* >;c * are to receive a total war bonus of sixty do not fulfil this guarantee when put 

Later information goos to show that per cent. An exception, of course, is to tho test at sea we understand that 
the Kaiser has tried to lose tho money will be refunded, 

the War but that it is follow- 
ing him up again. 


“ The way to get rich 
quick in Germany to-day," 
says the Tageblatt , “is to 
sell your second-hand fur- 
niture." Conservative Ger- 
mans claim that this is no 
improvement on the existing 
practice of selling the Bel- 
gians’ furniture. 

“Onco across the Sell©," 
says a contemporary, “and 
the task of the British and 
American troops becomes less 
arduous." Ludendorf, on 
tho other hand, declares that 
as far as Hindenburq is con- 
cerned tho whole West Front 

is just one d d Selle after 

another. ± * 

The German General, Von 



War Critic. M, Ow can we trust the ’Uns? They carn’t 

TRUST EACH OTHER -’AVE TO ’AYE LIDS ON TIIEIR PIPES AN* 
BEER-MUGS.” 


the money will be refunded. 

* * 

Cabbages grown in Wal- 
thamstow have been sold at 
fifty pounds an acre. Most 
people prefer the smaller cab- 
bages averaging about half- 
an-acre. ... * 

' * 

The persistent rumour that 
the new ton - shilling note 
would have a picture of Car- 
molito House on it has turned 
out to ho unfounded. 

“ No doubt in time," says 
The Westminster Gazette “wo 
shall got used to women sit- 
ting in Parliament." It will 
bo interesting to see if any 
Member of Parliament will 
be gallant enough to give up 
his seat to a lady. 

The Lancet describes the 
case of a man who is without 


Francois, has resigned. Can the mili- made in tho case of those who are the sense of taste or smell, and seems 
tary career be getting unpopular in the merely potting Germans. to have no feeling or emotion whatever. 

Fatherland ? * ... * ;J * Several people are asking, “Can this be 

* ;lt * It’s an ill wind that blows nobody our grocer?" * # 


“I find there is a good deal of good. It appears that the man who 
‘wishy-washy’ sentiment about with was knocked down by a motor mail Since tho announcement that a bottle 
regard to international fraternity," van in Farringdon Street upon regain- of whisky was found on the doorstop 
writes Sir William Bull, M.P. Wishy, ing consciousness was beard to remark of a Manchester police-station we 

i i i ■ „ • .i l i i-i j-t : i..’ i 


porhaps, but in our experience dis- 
tinctly unwashy. 

The latest German note states 
that “ IJ " boat commanders have 
been . ordered not to torpedo pas- 
senger boats. In order to assist in 
this merciful arrangement all passen- 
ger boats are requested to keep out of 
the way of approaching torpedoes. 


FOR THE RED CROSS. 

Mr. Punch begs to offer his very sincere thanks 
to the generous friends who have sent gifts to- 
wards his contribution to the funds of “ Our 
Day." The sum of these gifts already approaches 
£ 10 , 000 . 

He ventures to repeat his appeal on behalf of the 
British Red Cross Society and Order of St. John, 
whose services to our sick, wounded and prisoners 
of war entail an expenditure of £114,000 a week. 
Cheques, which wiU be gratefully acknowledged, 
should be made payable to The Secretary, Punch 
Offices, crossed London County & Westminster 
Bank, Temple Bar, and addressed to 10, Bouverie 
Street, E.C.4. 


understand that the authorities have 
been inundated with letters from 
people offering to adopt it. 

Tho manager of a film-producing 
establishment has made an awkward 
faux lias . lie recently wrote to Mr. 
George Bernard Shaw offering to 
film his best play. All Mr. Shaw’s 
plays are tho best. 


A correspondent writes to say A weekly paper offers a prize of 

that the old lady in Lancashire who Bank, Temple Bar, and addressed to 10, Bouverie h vo hundred pounds to the reader 
recently celebrated her one-hun- Street, E.C.4. who predicts the date when, the War 

dredth birthday witli pheasant, will end. Isn’t this rather rash ? We 

plum-pudding and champagne was not faintly, “ That reminds me of the letter know an editor of another weekly paper 
interned at the time. I had to post for my wife." who has predicted it several times. 


“I have done the same round for A man has been remanded at the Instances of Bristol Channel boiler- 
thirty-seven years," a milkman told Chester Assizes for hi gamously marry- makers getting fourteen pounds weekly 
the Houndsditch Tribunal, “ and know ing a woman with twelve children. "Yet havo been quoted by a contemporary, 
every brick in the distriot.” Is this there are still people who deny that We see nothing remarkable in this, 
another case of commercial candour? thirteen is an unlucky number. We have heard of numbers of profes- 

sional people who aro getting much 


Instances of Bristol Channel boiler- 


another case of commercial candour? 

* 

“An allowance of petrol," says Sir 


JjMust my pigs starve? " asks “ Small less than that. 
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COMRADE HOHENZOLLERN SOLILOQUISES. 

I was not born to bo a common clown ; 

I simply loathe this working blouse; 

This cap of Liberty, in lieu of crown, 

Goes ill with my majestic brows, 

My eagle eyo, my martial nose, 

And these Imperial moustachios. 

Ex- arbiter (just now) of War and Peace, 

I groatly miss my clanking sword ; 

I shrink from these CAilottes , without a crease, 
Which to my logs no chanco afford ; 

These sabots, too ! — my prido demurs 
At being parted from my warrior spurs. 

But Max is very strong on this disguise ; 

The need is heavy, ho insists, 

For throwing djist in democratic eyes 
And heartening British pacifists; 

For gaining time in which to talk 

While wo arrange to start again from baulk. 

For, if the War’s objective is a world 
Made safo for democrats, and hero 
We let the Flag of Freedom go unfurled, 

Hero in Potsdam, why, then ’tis clear 
The world will also have to bo 
Made safe for our alleged democracy. 

Such talk (says Max) will split the Entente ranks, 
And, onco a German peace is made, 

I can discard (says Max) these dismal pranks, 
This dull plebeian masquerade, 

And for the gear that lits a god 
Exchange these rags in which I look so odd. 

0. S. 


NENETTE AND RINTINTIN. 

“No single individual can hopo to have a corner in 
luck,” said Randolph. “ There isn’t a mascot big enough 
to insure you against every possible disaster.” 

“Quite right,” said Etholhert. “When I went to France 
I took a crooked ha’penny to protect me from shrapnel 
and Spanish lluo, a golliwog against gas, gastritis and 
Gorman measles, and a lucky threepenny Lit, sonic white 
heather, a silver pig and a swastika to cover everything 
else. But I found one thing I wasn’t protected against, 
bocause .1 became a casualty with frost-bito caused by 
speaking to a Staff O nicer without being introduced.” 

“ I know,” said Randolph. “ You can’t start (lodging 
beforo you know what ’s going to hit you. I once went into 
action with a forty horse-power fate-resisting fetish in 
its own particular lino, but it lot me down badly in another 
direction.” 

“ You went into action,” exclaimed Ethelbert — “you, a 
confirmed base-wallah!” 

“A figure of speech. As you brutally remind mo, for 
many moons 1 pushed the old war along from a sheltered 

osition in the extremo rear, and during that period was 

dieted in a French household. There was a Red Cross 
hospital close by, and a fair V.A.I). who deigned to regard 
mo not unkindly. Well, one day T had a holiday, left the 
War in other hands and decked myself in my brightest and 
best, with the intention of calling upon her. When I 
camo down to breakfast, Louise, the fat and amiable 
bonne , surveyed mo critically but appreciatively. 

“‘Vous Stes 'ell of a nut ce matin, m’siour,' she said 
with admiration. 

“ ‘Louise,’ I answered, 1 you have expressed yourself, as 


always, with force and lucidity. May I inquire the name 
oiyour English master ? ' 

“ • C’est Zshorsh, your batsman,' replied Louise, with tho 
pride of an apt pupil. 

“ ‘ I thought so. I thought I detected George’s racy 
phraseology. Well, for your information I am calling on 
a lady on whom I am desirous of creating an impression.' 

“ ‘ So? Then you will tek wis you Nenotte and Rintintin 
for ze bonheur, n’est-ce-pas ? ' 

“ Of course you know Nonette and Rintintin. They are 
two yollow woollen figures connected by a rod woollen cord, 
and their mission in life is to protect the Allies from 
Gofchas and Berthas.” 

“ I know them,” said Etholhert. “ They are a reinforced 
overproof hoodoo. I carried thorn about with me for two 
months and didn't get hit by a bomb once.” 

“ Well, I don’t say they aren’t elliciont in their own par- 
ticular line, but Louise was wrong in setting them on to 
a job they weren’t used to. 1 shoved them in my pocket 
and walked to the hospital, where I sent the Matron a 
request that I might be allowed to see 1 Cousin ' Sylvia. 

“The Matron said Sylvia was off duty and I could soc 
her in the nursos’ recreation hut. There was only one 
other nurse in tho room, and by tho timo I had inquired 
aft jr Aunt Priscilla and Sylvia had told mo all about Undo 
Theodore — ” 

“ Wonderful how they play up to you, isn’t it?” said 
Etholhert. 

“ — the nurse went out. By-and-by I started telling 
Sylvia about Nenette and Rintintin, putting them round 
her neck to show her how the charm worked. Of course 
this brought our heads close together, which soemed a con- 
venient position for continuing tho conversation. But 
suddenly we heard a footstep, and just had timo to he 
proporly ‘drawing-room ’ before the Matron came in.” 

“ It seems to mo that Nonette and Rintintin brought you 
luck,” said Ethelbert. “If it hadn’t been for them the 
Matron would have pounced on you unawares and caught 
you flagrantly kissing.” 

“ That ’s where you are wrong. They lot mo down insidi- 
ously and maliciously. I couldn’t understand tho Matron’s 
sudden drop in temperature until I discovered that Nenette 
had hooked herself on to Sylvia’s brooch and Rintintin was 
clinging on to my collar badge, and that wo were sitting as 
innocent as doves with a yard of red wool stringing us 
obviously together. 

“No, charms may ho able to do a definite job all right, 
but when you try to spread them out to cover all tho 
bad luck that's watching for you, they wear so thin that 
they 're bound to crack somewhere.” 


Controlled Cannibalism. 

The following entries appear in the First Schedule to 
tho Fish (Prices) Order recently issued : — 

“Per lb. 


8. d. 

2Ga. Monk or Angler, skinner! , , , , , 0 5 

***** • 

40. Witches, gutted 1 9 ” 


Wo think wo should prefer the skinned monk. The gutted 
witches would probably be tough. 

From the German reply to Mr. Wilson : — 

“The German Government lias caused orders to bo despatched 
to all submarine commanders precluding tho torpedoing of passenger 
ships, without, however, for technical reasons, being able to guarantee 
that these orders will roach every singlo submarine at soa beforo its 
return .” — Evening Paper. 

Tho principal “ technical reason ” is believed to bo the 
British Navy. 
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REDOUBLE 

TOUR EFFORT 


Y OU are living in one of the supreme moments of the world’s 
history. Do not be content merely to watch the mighty 
conflict that is even now hurrying on to its tremendous climax 
Take an active part in it. Redouble your effort. Lend the aid 
your country expects of every patriotic citizen. Whatever may be 
the sum of which you can dispose— the few pounds saved from a 
small income or the big reserves of some prosperous business— 
your right course is clear. Invest it all in National War Bonds. 

The purchase of War Bonds is not a sacrifice. It is 
a privilege. Before the War investors never dreamed of getting 
such a return as 5 per cent, upon British Government Securities, 
backed by all the wealth and power of the Nation. 


You are not 44 locking up your 
money when you buy War Bonds.” 
Your investment is one which gives 
you a ready command of liquid 
capital. 

You can always borrow on your 
Bonds. If you need money for the 
development of your business, any 
Bank will advance it on so excellent 
a security. 

You can always sell your Bonds. 
The risk of even a temporary de- 
preciation is so small as to be about 
negligible. The certainty of re- 
demption at a premium is bound in 
due course to make your Bonds 
worth more than you paid for them. 


And remember this — while every 
Bond you buy helps to hasten Victory, 
the nearer that Victory comes the 
more valuable grows your Bond. 

You are personally responsible for 
some part of the £25,000,000 which 
your country still requires every 
week from the sale of National War 
Bonds. Do not allow the thought of 
Peace divert your energies from 
this immediate duty. Just as our 
soldiers fight the harder when Victory 
is in sight, so every man and woman 
here at home should now strive more 
resolutely than ever to discharge 
the obligation resting upon every 
patriotic citizen. 


THIS WEEK LEND YOUR 
FULL SHARE OF THE 

£25,000,000 NEEDED. 



Suppimsnt to " PUNCH Wtdimdty, Ocfobtr SQth, t9!$. 



JHE 


m 




WAR 


N 



II any part of that £1,600,000,000 belongs 
to you, you alone are responsible for the use 
made of it. Leave only what you must in 
the Bank. Withdraw the rest and lend it to 
your country. You will benefit by getting 
higher interest— 5 per cent, instead of only 
3 per cent. Your country will benefit because 
every pound invested in W ar Bonds hastens the 
approach of final Victory and a secure Peace. 

FILL IN AND POST THIS APPLICATION 

TO-DAY, 

APPLICATION FORM FOR NATIONAL WAR BONDS 


or Messrs (Stockbroker) 

1 hereby request you to apply for £ 5 per cent, ten year National War Bonds. 

v and to charge my account accordingly . 

(Sink* out one of then) for whlch 

sum 1 endow cheque 



6^ 




S' f 




EVERYTHING IN ITS PROPER ORDER. 


IIun Piusoner. “ UND YEN COMES DER PEACE OF VITCII DEY VOS TALK ? ” 

Tommy. “ONE THING AT A TIME. FRITZ. WE’VE GOT TO FINISH THE WAR FIRST 
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Jock [on letim from the front t artiny oh loader to amateur sjt orlnman ). “Noo’b Y ER chance. They’re (timin' IN MASSED rORRMATloN. 
When ye see the whites o’ their eyes open fire.” 


OLYMPUS. 

For tlio two-hundredth time the 
great Corps Staff met round the Con- 
foronco Table, stud for the two-huud rod th 
time thoy foil to wondering moodily 
why the other fellow’ didn’t realise the 
difficulties of any other job except his 
own. Naturally they were all per- 
fectly at home — all except the Senior 
Mechanical Transport Officer, who, 
arriving late, had been obliged to take 
the chair without a bottom to it and who 
was slowly submerging. Yos, it was a 
goodly collection and you couldn’t have 
stretched your legs under the table 
anywhere without kicking a Brigadier, 
while departmental Colonels, lorry- 
kings and road-officers Idled the gaps 
nobly. 

Amongst these super-heavies sat a 
mere pip-squeak junior member of the 
Staff. “ Quo i liable allait-il fa ire dans 
cctlc, (jaUnr .- ” you ask. Oh, he is only 
the G.3, the bazaar- writer, the minute- 
maker. The profundity of his relative j 
ignorance w T eighs heavily on him, and ; 
lie is wont to say a little prayer on the 
chfiteau steps before going in — a prayer 
to the effect that lie may not bo called ' 
upon to give voice. True, there has j 
never yet been an occasion for such a : 
catastrophe, for there has never been a ! 


question arising out of the complexities 
of Corps Administration which one or 
other of tho mighty men have not been 
able to crush at sight ; but then it was 
conceivable that something mhjht crop 
up, and they mijlil turn on him, and 
who is he that lie should know things 
that have been withheld from Great 
Ones ? Besides which they would want 
to know afterwards why the devil he 
kept the little knowledge ho had to 
himself. 

Tliero w T as a hush. Then a further 
hush. Tho Conference was going to 
begin. Looking the Intelligence Wallah 
straight in tho eyes, the Corps Com- 
mander accomplished the feat of bring- 
ing him from fancy to fact and hade 
him commence. 

“ What are the indications of an 
enemy attack on our front ? ” he was 
asked. 

To listen to his appreciation of the 
situation as lie unfolded it with his 
inimitable aplomb was to have all 
doubts as to the enemy’s intentions at 
once removed. It was as if the Bosch 
had simply laid his cards on the table. 
Summarized it explained that the enemy 
might attack, or ho might elect to re- 
main on the defensive, or he might do 
both, either to-morrow morning at 5.30, 
12 noon or at any hour of the day or 


j night within tho next two years. If 
there was an attack, it might confi- 
dently ho expected from the North or 
from the South, while there were un- 
doubtedly signs of a very good possibi- 
lity of a drive from tho East (thoy are 
bloodhounds, these follows— nothing 
escapes them, and they always manage 
to get it right). 

The G.3 had just time to note down 
| something about “ Divisions topreparo 
| schemes to meet all contingencies,’ 5 
when an awful moment occurred. 

“ When does the Umteonth Division 
come to us ? ” 

For a moment there was a pause. 
G.3’s heart simply leapt. Perhaps he 
would have to speak ! No, the General’s 
never-failing memory served him. The 
moment passod and he breathed freely 
once, again. Then matters became 
lively. “G.” knew something “Q. M 
ought to have known, arid had 
heard something “G.” had not been 
told about. Soon a lively interchange 
of arguments regarding speed of lorries, 
roads, gun spurs, trench feet and so 
forth left the struggling minute-maker 
far, far behind. Writing furiously in his 
little notebook, heedless of the crash of 
ornaments swept off the table by tho 
forcible gestures of one who wished to 
make it quite understood that his lorries 
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National and Business 


ORGANISATION 

By SAMUEL TURNER 

Author of “From War to Work? “Eclipse or Empire >" etc 

The following extracts are quoted, by permission of the publishers, from Mr. Samuel Turner’s new book, 
“From War to Work” (Nisbet), a book containing valuable guidance on the question of “After the 

War” National and Business Policy 


J UST as a man, by the application of knowledge, 
may become the master of his fate, and just as by the 
application of science he may improve plants and 
the strains of animals and create new but enduring 
and improved forms, so may States and Nations be created 
and improved by man’s conscious action And only in one 
country even then was the general principle fully applied 
That country was Germany: and it is because the princi- 
ple was there applied that Germany in a marvellously 
short time developed from poverty and insignificance into 
a strong and wealthy World-Power Her rise has all been 
‘ according to plan ’ 

“ America, in the same period, and, in a lesser degree, this 
country also, awoke to the fact of the enormous possibili- 
ties of development ‘according to plan' so far as great 
business operations were concerned But there they 
stopped The principle of which the beneficent operation 
in the development of commerce was beginning to be 
apprehended and admitted was never applied to the 
development of the nation 

“ The development of which I speak is simply intelligent 
organization , and implies nothing prejudicial to that sane 
freedom which every man of us loves, and for which 
millions arc now suffering and living 

“ The development of production means life and not death to 
a people , and profits arc a condition of this development The 
first move in the advance is to get clearly understood the 
value of all that goes to make up the national life; to 
make men realise fully that, given a moral purpose, organ- 
ised national life, based upon production and development, 


can only lead to a higher and fuller life for the individual; 
and that the true function of profits, indispensable in our 
present phase of development, is to create opportunity 
The opportunity thus created is the opportunity for 
service, giving to thousands who would otherwise remain 
drags upon the wheels of civilisation the chance of de- 
veloping their faculties And civilisation needs the 
strength of all, not of the few, for its fullest development 

“The first essential is that the nation as a whole should 
accept the policy of high and scientific production as its 
1 conscious aim ' and work whole-heartedly for it If that 
condition is not fulfilled, the movement will fail The main 
spring must be individual action , and not State action 

“ The enlightened business man of to-day sees clearly 
that the measure of his success is almost directly in 
proportion to the degree of opportunity his operations 
create for others 

“A sound organisation implies the existence of a single 
head of high directing ability, exercising sole control apd 
assuming sole responsibility lie must be supported by 
a number of expert assistants; and he must be able to 
draw on their advice, individually or collectively Kvcry 
man engaged finally must have one job, and must attend 
to his job only But there can be no such real authority 
as this in the Government work of a modern democracy ; 
its exercise would not be tolerated Anyone who at- 
tempted to assume such dictatorial power would at once 
fall from his office For that reason alone Government 
work is doomed»necessarily to permanent inefficiency as 
compared with the woik of a. well-organised private firm ” 



Organising for Efficiency 
means going to 



If you are interested in organisation , call at the newest K Sf Showroom, 
as owing to War difficulties it is impossible for K £>f Representatives to 
visit every Commercial House 

London 22 St Andrew St Holborn Circus EC 4 


V'* ¥ organisation methods and equip- 

ImCK J ment have been installed with 
conspicuous success by a large number of 
important firms who intend to lead in the 
commercial activities of the world 


Birmingham 20 Temple Street 

Cardiff 5 Church Street 

Leeds S2 Albion Street 

Leicester 19 & 20 Cot tutor Clui inbets 

Liverpool 30 Castle Sheet 

IIkaii On - ice West Bromwich 


Belfast Scottish Provident Buildings 
Donegal l Squat e 
Glasgow 1b6 Buchanan Sited 
Manchester 7 Blackftiat s Sheet 
NhW( asile St Xithnlas Squat e 
Siieu i eli> 2H Change Alley 
Swansea 3-5 Coat Street 






Don't sneeze use Milton. 

There is an ample sup- 
ply of MILTON. Your 
Chemist, your Grocer or 
Ironmonger can obtain 
it. If he says he carinot 
obtain it tell him our ad- 
dress and we will see that 
he is promptly supplied. 


Ravages of Influenza 

Spreading Everywhere. 

Safeguard yourself by using djlP^ 

MILTON JL 

M ILTON will effectively prevent the infection of Influenza. SKI 

You cannot catch Influenza if you use MILTON according 
to instructions. It’s the real safeguard. 

This is a strong statement, but it is absolutely true. |K 

Influenza is a germ disease — a catching infection. Germs cannot I qWP 
exist where MILTON is present. If used as a mouthwash and l| I ill 
nasal spray morning and night (about 2 minutes’ attention and no Ijjj iMk 
irritation) you will be immune. Ijjj 

MILTON, in proportion of half a teaspoonful to a glass of tepid ■ijlT 
water, used three times a day (snuffed up the nose or used with an l|j|j ■ALbUm^ 
ordinary spray and as a mouth wash) and gargled will be found to ■IHr 

Get a 1/3 or 2/6 bottle of MILTON from your dealer to-day. Hi ||!| 

It makes an effective barrage through which the enemy cannot H|kI|||i||L lB gnm[||[ 

MILTON is sold in 1/3 & 2/6 bottles IH I 

To be obtained from all Dealers. SjL'Jjj 

Milton Manufacturing Co., Ltd , 1^5, ltu*»li»ll Kow, London, E.C.t, and 64, Wellington St., Glasgow SHiall lip 



Dudleys 

T 0\6 CBncjli^6 

Lavender Soap 

Is unique both in its supreme quality as a 
Toilet Soap and in the beauty and abundance 
of its delightful fragrance. 

It is lasting too — one tablet may be used more 
than 100 times, and each time adds grace and 
enjoyment to the Toilet. 

Box of 3 Large Tablets .... 3 /- 

Of ail Chemists and Stores, and from 

YARDLEY &. CO. LTD., 8, New Bond Street, London, W. 1 


Perfumers anil Fine Siut/> Miikei 
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Select your Carpets 
before you Furnish. 

TRELOAR and SONS 

deal exclusively in Floor Coverings, and offer 
exceptional advantages to customers in conse- 
quence. They desire to place before those about 
to furnish the most reliable information regard- 
ing every kind of Carpet or other Floor Covering 

Cheviot Carpets, 

T weed Carpets, 

Shetland Carpets, 

Kerval Carpets, 

Brussels Carpets, 

Axminster Carpets, 

Indian Carpets, 

Wilton Carpets, 

British made Turkey Carpets, 

44 Duroleum,” a remarkable Floor Covering, 
Linoleum, printed and plain, all qualities. 

Purchasers may rely upon getting the very best 
quality of every kind of Carpet or Floor Covering if 
they wish for it — but the less expensive grades are 
also kept in stock, and prices can be quoted. 

TRELOAR and SONS, 

68, 69, 70, Ludgate Hill, E.C.4. 


Telephones 6651 and 9821 Central. 
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MORE WAR PRICES. 


‘•I WANT 1'IVE fcililliJ.lNtiS’ WORTH OF TIIllEE-JIA Ll-PENN Y STAMPS, THAT Wll.R HE SF.VEN-AND-SIX, WON’T IT?” 


had boon fitted up for rapid evacuation 
of wounded and could not bo used for 
transporting R.E. material meantime, 
all the poor fellow could get down in 
his notes were things like this : — 

“ Question of light railways — Q. rang 
up x\rmy and G.ILQ. — G. said — Q. said 
— Corps Commander said — question of 
labour — R.E. said question of material 
— Q. said question of labour — gun spurs, 
question of — wiring reserve lines — 
question of labour and material — no 
labour — no material — Roads Officer 
said lorries break up the roads — 
Mechanical Transport said the roads 
break up the lorries — Medical Service 
wants huts — can’t have them — has got 
them — ought to have asked — did ask 
and request granted — who by ? — w asn’t 
told (golly) — Chief Engineer wants — 
can’t have it — ask for it — has asked 
— ask again — question of material — 

labour — material and labour ” 

Silence suddenly. G.3 sighed as he 
glanced through his usual mass of use- 
less notes. The Conference was over ? 
N o — horror l ! ! The Corps Com m ander 
was looking at him 1 He was going 
to be asked a question! Ho felt it. 
He knew it. Taking cover round the 


right hand side of his note-hook he 
pretended to write and write, hoping 
against hopelessness. lie had almost 
said, “ I don’t know, Sir, but T will find 
out,” before lie heard what it was. 
Suddenly it came. 

“ Well, G.3,” said the Corps Com- 
mander, “you have never spoken in 
these Conferences yet. Is there any 
question you would like to put before 
the Staff? ” 

The question produced a vacuum in 
the mind of the G.3. This was awful. 
He must say something — something 
sonsible, if possible, but something, 
anyway. 

“ Well, Sir,” bo stammered at last, 
hot and flurried, “ there is one question 
I should very much like to put. I am 
continually being asked — or — when the 
War is going to he over, and I should 
like very much to give an answer which 
I could feel would express the opinion 
of the Corps.” 

The super-hoavies sat aghast. Such 
a question had never occurred to them. 

“ What does Intelligence say to 
that ? ” asked the Corps Commander. 

Never had the star of Intelligence 
shone more brightly. Rising to his 


feet to do greater justice to the immens- 
ity of the problem, he began : — • 

“ Well, Sir,” he said, “ while it is 
impossible at the present lime to arrive 
at any conclusion with any degree of 
exactitude, 1 must say that what I will 
term tho highest common measure of 
the goncral opinions expressed among 
those who should speak with authority 
seems to indicate that tho War may, 
broadly speaking, lie expected to con- 
clude with complete victory on the 
one side or the other. Among the 
many factors which are likely to con- 
tribute to this eventuality is the ques- 
tion of labour and material. . . . 

When tho House rose the Member 
was still speaking. L. 

For the War Bond Campaign. 

FEED THE HUJKS 
WITH WAR DOMES 

“ Filberts Ii.tvo d topped to mi average of 
! 101b. a lb. at Hitehin market.” 

| Continental Daily Mail. 

j The Nuts aro certainly making their 
i weight felt in war-timo. 




282 


[Outoher 30, 1918. 


PUNCH. Oil THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


SHOCK-TACTICS. 

There is no market for brains nowa- 
days. My kind of brains, I moan. My 
little flutter with Holdem proved that. 

I solcctcd Holdem for tho experiment 
because he always seems to have the 
rest of 1 he Kings of Commerce badly 
beat. “ Here,” said I, “ is a man who 
has done well. Ho must have done 
thousands and made millions. Ho has 
gone far. With my brains he could go 
farther.” 

Once my mind was made up 1 began 
to act. The revolving door of his marble 
oflices checked mo for a moment, for at 
tho first time of asking I made a short 
circuit and was shot out into tho street 
again* But it takes more than that to 
stop mo. At the third try L landed 
well up tho tessellated aisle, between 
tho mahogany pews with the brass 
railings. 

“What’s the game?” asked tho 
Field Marshal with tho brass buttons 
and the medals. 

“Came!” 1 said, “game! Why 
don’t you have a door instead of a man- 
trap? 1 want to see Holdem.” 

“See who?” ho cried in a horrified 
voice. 

“Holdem,” I repeated. “Holdem. 
Old Holdem. Tiinlloldem. Sir Anthony 
Hardbake Holdem, if you like it that 
way.” 

“Have you got an appointment?” 
ho said with the stony stare and the 
climbing eyebrow. 

“ No,” I answered. “ But T want to 
soo him.” 

“But you emit see him,” he said 
emphatically . “ Ho never sees anyone 

without an appointment.” 

“Nonsense,” said 1. “Of course I 
can see him if he is here. I must see 
him. That’s what ] ’vo come for. If 
ho ’s in fetch him out.” 

Tho poor old fellow could not have 
boon more upset if I had said “ Shoot 
him.” lie shook until his medals 
rattled like a hunch of keys. But ho 
could soo that L was not to ho trilled 
with. Gasping like a goldfish ho crept 
round to tell tho others. They all 
stopped work to look at me. Presently 
one of tho churchwardens in tho hack! 
pew came out on tiptoe, carrying what 
looked like a hymn-sheet in his hand. 

“ Do you wish to seo Sir Anthony per- 
sonally ? ” ho whispered softly, so that 
no one else could hear him. 

“ Of course I do,” I said. “ And 
toll him to jump about. I can’t wait 
hero all day.” 

Tho churchwarden fanned himself 
for a littlo while with tho hymn-sheet 
and then, thrusting it into my hand, j 
ho said, “ If you will state your business 
on this form wo will send it up.” 


I wrote “Private and Confiden- 
tial ! Urgent ! ! ” in a hold hand. 

In less than half an hour I was 
looking at the great man whom I was 
willing to raise to greater groatness. 
I could see how rich ho was already, 
lie had the air of a man who never 
needs to borrow a fiver, and a carpet 
so thick that when his feet slipped off 
the desk while he was asleep the clerks 
downstairs couldn’t hear the bump. 

I gave him a sunny smile, but ho 
ignored it. 

“What’s this private business of 
yours, young man?” ho growled. 
“ Bemembor my time is precious. What 
is it you want ? ” 

“ I don’t want anything,” said I 
sharply ; “ I have come bore to offer you 
something. Sell you something. . . ” 

He plunged a fat finger towards one 
of his fifty-live telephone bells. “My 
Assistant Manager will seo you,” he 
said. 

But I soon showed him that 1 was 
not the man to take the pass-out check 
in the first act. 

“No, Sir,” I thundered. “What I 
have to sell I sell to you. You - your- 
self! Otherwise no sale.” 

“My time ...” he began again. 

“So is mine,” l said. “Bui 1 have 
something to sell which you need.” 

That pulled him up. 

“ Wlmt is it ? ” ho said. 

“ Brains,” said 1 . 

Tho doctors described it as apoplexy, 
and it was a month before he could seo 
anyone. But he never saw me again. I 
do not make an offer of that kind twice. 

TWISTERS. 

Till last night I ’d always reckoned 
| as dock McMurtrio and mo was the 
very best o’ pals. Over three months 
*im and me ’s been in the next beds in 
the ’ospital, and wo ’ve always gone 
’alves in fags and visitors, but since 
what ’appened yesterday somo’ow I 
don’t think as ow things can ever bo 
the same again. 

What would you think of a pal as 
goes an’ scares you pretty well out o’ 
your wits, an’ then goes an’ makes you 
a laughiu’-stock for the rest o’ the boys ? 
I asks you. 

But I’ll toll you all about it, and 
leave you to judge for yourself between 
’im and me. 

Yesterday dinnertime, as wo was 
just finishing our brown stow, u says 
to me, “ Ma cheerio, aro yo for a bit 
promenade up by the chongditoor? ” 

“ What tho ell ’s chongditeer ? ” says 
I. “ Something to do with taties, ain’t 
it?” 

“ Taties ? ” says ’e ; “ ye mean to say 
ye ’vo been twa year in Franco and ye 


dinna ken tho docfference between 
‘ pongditeer,* meaning 4 taties,' and 
1 chongditeer,’ which is ontong cordially 
for a rifle-range.” 

I could seo ho was just swanking 
with ’is French, so I says, “ Nong, 
Professor, no souvenir ; but ain’t the 
rookies a firin’ there to day?” 

“I dinna ken, an’ I’m no carin’ 
though they aro,” says Jock, on ’is 'igh 
’orso again. “ Man, d’ yo think I ’m 
feart for yon war-babbies firin' their 
groupin’ at twa hundert yairds when 
it ’s ta’en the Bosch three year for tae 
gio mo this? ” emphasising ’is remarks 
by wagglin’ the stump of ’is loft arm. 

Sure as ’ouses, as wo reached the 
range tho rattle o’ musketry began, but 
Jock didn’t seem to notice, and says, 
“ Wull we couchcr ici for a wee while, 
an’ ha’o a bit smoko?” squatting down 
as bo spoke on a bank three or four 
’undred yards be’ind the stop-butt, 
right in the line o’ lire. 

As I turned to sit down beside ’im, 
“Ping!” whistled an unmistakable 
spent bullet past my ear. 

Now I ain’t a windy sort of a cove, 
but J can toll you 1 was down beside 
Jock as quick as if it had got mo in the 
napper. 

’B was just a-lightin’ a narsty black 
briar, quite unconcerned - like, ’an ’c 
grunts at me between the puff’s : “ Man, 
it ’s a braw day tho day (puff). Dooco 
yon aeroplane ? (puff, puff.) Juistawa’ 
in ahint; yon muckle great clood.” 

“ ’Fj can’t ’avo'eard the bullet,” thinks 
J. “Glad ’o didn’t twig me doin’ the 
disappearin' trick.” 

Just as 1 turned away to look at the 
aeroplane, “Ping! ping ! ” sang Iwo of 
’em this time, and damn close, too. 

That was enough for mo. 

“Como on, Jock,” says I; “’an for 
Gawd’s sake koop your ’cad down. 
This ’ere ain’t ’ealthy.” 

Bent double, wo scrambled ’ell-for- 
lcathor along a ditch, an’ only stopped 
! to straighten our backs when we was 
1 a good two ’undred yards out o’ the 
line o' firo. 

Whilo wo was runnin', I could 'ear 
Took bo’ind me making queer noises in 
'is throat, like as if 'o was chokin’, an’ 
when wo stopped I says to ’im, “Was 
you ever gassed, Jock? Narsty wheeze 
you ’vo got, that is ; " but ’e only 
laughed it off an* says, 11 Och, it’s 
nacthin’ ava.” 

All the way ’ome, though, ’o kept on 
*avin’ these spasms of chokin’, an’ I 
thought mobbe as ’o’d ’ad a bad scare. 
* * * * 

Last night I was just goin’ into the 
ward in my felt slippers when I ’ears 
a distinct “ Ping ” from t’other side 
tho door. 

“Blimey,” thinks I, “am I goin' 
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Old Gentleman {rather deaf , who has come to see a man a lout a horse). “Did I understand you TO bay that TURKU YEARS AGO YOU 
GAVE FIFTY POUNDS FOH IT, OR THAT YOU GAVE THREE POUNDS FOlt IT FIFTY YEARS AGO?’’ 


potty in my old age? ” an’ stood quite 
still to listen. 

Then I ’cars Jock’s voice, same as it 
might be an instructor lecturin’ a squad : 

“Squad — pay attention. For this 
practice ye need ae match, lucifer, marrk 
one. Sei/o it firrmly wi’ tho thumb an’ 
trigger-finger, no’ juisfc at tho point o’ 
balance, but nearer tho yin end. (No, 
McCosh, it disna matter a davvm which 
end.) Then yo fling it awa’ frao ye, at 
the same time impairtin’ tae’t a rrotarry 
motion wi’ a Hick o’ the finger an’ thumb 
— (Ay, Tamson, yon muckle worn! juist 
means 1 spinnin’ ’) — comme sat* ; ” an’, 
suitin’ the action to the wordd, ’e sent 
the match moanin’ through the air with 
a “ Ping ” which sent cold shivers down 
my spine. 

A roar of delight from tho audience, 
an’ then the voice continued, “Man, I 
was liko tao burrst masel’ laucliin’ at 
auld Timmertacs " (that ’s me). “ ‘ For 
Gawd’s sake keep doon your heid,’ 
says ho, an’ was ail’ like a rabbit.” 


“The Bishop is arranging to address the 
Clergy and their wives throughout, tho Diocese 
during tho coming winter and spring in some 
18 centres and groups. It is hoped that these 
meetings may tend to bring the Clergy and 
their wives together .” — Diocesan Gazette. 

It rather looks as if there bad been a 
clerical error somewhere. 


THE OMNIVOROUS HEADER. 

When I am feeling far from well 
And quite unlit to run with beagles, 

I read tho tales of E. M. Dell 

And gain the soaring strength of 
eagles. 

Or if 1 take a gloomy view 

And find the war-clouds looming 
darkly, 

They soon assume a roseate hue 
When I peruse good Mrs. Barclay. 

Again if nourishment I need 

And long for oysters and for porter, 

| Or tripo and onions, I can feed 

More richly upon Clement Shorter. 

But when the grandeur that is Dell’s 
Or Shorter’s fails to animate me, 

I turn to the tremendous Wells, 

Stern prophet, to invigorate me. 

Then when tho stimulating sage 

Has stirred mo with his fierce reveille , 

I hie me to tho luscious pago 

Of Caine (Sir Hall) or Miss Corelli. 

I always read in bod at night, 

And, when awakened by the shrill 
cocks, 

I turn, for solace and delight 
To Keats or Ella Wheeler 
Wilcox. 


1 learn by heart, too, quito a lot 
When I am shaving or at supper, 
Ballads by G. R. Sims and Scott, 

Tho works of Tennyson and Topper. 

Jt is not mine to flay and slate — 

1 leave it to the tribe of Bludyer 
To scarify and flagellate 

“A stylo like Meredith's, but mud- 
dier.” 

For mental pabulum I turn 
To many cooks and many kitchens — 
Conrad, Le Queux, Lafcadio Hearn, 
John Oxeniiam and Robert Hkhiens. 

Thus liko a butterfly I flit 
From pimpernel to tiger-lily, 
Refreshing my untutored wit 

With much that’s wise and inoro 
that ’s silly. 


“DUNDEE’S COAL SUPPLY ANXIETIES. 
Appeal io Kkkp Cool.” 

Dundee Advertiser. 

We do not anticipate a very warm 
response to this superfluous appeal. 

“ Hanover has made Hiiidenbiirga birthday 
present of a house in the neighbourhood of the 
zoological gardens in that city .” — Daily Paper. 

It is suggested that before this gift is 
incorporated in tho peace-terms tho 
words “tho neighbourhood of” should 
ho deleted. 
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British Casualty. “ Naiithen, LovrisinNKS, trim the ihruku! Can’t you see we ’he alt, cone eyed? Just you bob down 

A BIT AND TELL JjTTl.K TlCll TO K11I1T ’lS I'OLF. ON TO ’IS ’AT.” 


“CHIRG ” 

The remount has a wilil suspicious 
air, us though the hand of all men were 
against him and ho were against all 
men. This because ho has no master 
and no place iti life; is merely a num- 
ber, one of tho herd, a kind of State- 
supported vagabond. When brought to 
that blessed stato of military know- 
ledge known as “trained” ho gains an 
owner and a place in a real stable 
instead of in a remount “hut”- — a 
locus standi , so to spoak. Before that, 
groomed by “spare tiles ” and be- 
stridden by unfeeling rough-riders, 
small wonder ho suspects all the world. 

Jn my squadron remount hut there 
is, however, a sympathetic soul who 
trios to give the new horse a sense of 
identity — to mako him fool that this is 
Homo. I do not know this man ; have 
never seen him to my knowledge, for 
ho does his good work by stealth, as 
it woro — in tho long night-watches 
of Ilorse Guard, or afternoons in the 
intervals between “ Stables,” when the 
remount is left to his own dreary 
reflections. 

Thus, soon after a string of these 
cynical angular creatures takes abode 
in the remount hut, over the stall of 
ono and another will appear in waver- 


ing chalked characters some simplo. 
name— a rather pathetic, unpretentious ; 
little tribute, like a child’s posy of wild j 
flowers on a pot dog’s grave. j 

Here, for instance, is “ «Teo ” (the un 
known benefactor Inis spellings of his j 
own), with “Tomy ” beside him, and a[ 
stout blear - eyed mare opposite is 
“ Grany,” in lino with “ Pansie,” 

“ Daisey ” and “ Jhon Bull.” 

Some of the names are appropriate, 
such as “ Litle Wilie,” a mean stag- 
faced pony that steals his companion’s 
rations. 

A few days ago a strango dark horse j 
arrived, having a splash of white on 
one side of his face which took in the 
eye and gave him a rather sinister ex- 
pression. That afternoon, above his 
unlovely head appeared tho mysterious 
Greek -loo king inscription, “ Chirkon.” 
This however seemed not to please the 
unknown, for next day it was alteied to 
“ Cherkon.” Nor did that satisfy him, 
for by evening Stables the liorso was 
“ Chirgin.” 

| Thero was something wanting even 
yet, and it was a “ w.” Somewhere in 
the recesses of our friend’s mind lurked 
an elusive “ w,” which he felt must go 
in somewhere, for yesterday the white- 
| eyed horse stood up proudly as “ Chwr- 
gen.” I think it was the Cymric appear- 


ance of this name that then worried 
its creator, for during the afternoon 
it was changed once moro to “Chirk- 
wen.” The benefactor was getting 
warm, getting very close to tho name 
whose perfect form had so far escaped 
him. 

But to-day caution prevails; he 
wishes to mako sure of his ground 
before he attempts a further flight. 
Yesterday’s inscriptions have been 
sponged out, and above tho white-eyed 
one, written with some confidence, is 
tho single syllable “Cliirg,” followed 
by a blank. 

To-night tho benefactor is sure to con- 
tinue his fight for orthography and for 
that last syllable. 1 hope he will win. 

East and West meet again. 

Contiguous advertisements in tho 
Civil and Military Gazette : — 

“ Wanted. — A beautiful Mathur bride for a 
highly educated gentleman with over 3 lacs’ 
properly. 

“Wanted. — A second-hand Lancashire 
Boiler, about 30 feet by 7 feet,” 

There was a stato puppet called Max 

Who was told to ingeminate Pax; 
But his tentative firmans 
Distracted the Gormans 

And stiffened their enemies’ backs. 



THE ACTORS 


Max Antony. “FRIENDS, NEUTRALS, ENEMIES, LEND ME YOUR EARSI 
I COME TO BURY CAiSAR, NOT TO PRAISE HIM.” 


CJiSAii ( asidA . “ I CALL THIS A ROTTEN PLAY ! ” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, October 21s/. — While the 
world was waiting to hear the German 
Government’s reply to President Wil 
son’s interrogatories, Mr. King thought 
it judicious to inquire whether the Brit- 
ish Government approved the famous 
“fourteen points.” Mr. Balfour de- 
precated discussion at that moment, 
and drew from Mr. II or , of the best 
joke of that unconscious humourist’s 
career. Why, he asked, should this 
information ho withheld from “those 
of us who havo borne the brunt of this 
War for four years ? ” 

This being Trafalgar 
Day, any suggestion for 
tho welfare of our mer- 
chant seamen, who havo 
been so gallantly aiding 
tho Navy to uphold the 
Nelson tradition, was 
certain of a sympathetic 
hearing. Yet I wonder if 
these unassuming heroes 
are altogether grateful to 
Mr. Peto for his efforts 
tosecurothom a standard 
uniform, with chevrons, 
torpedo badges and other 
marks of distinction. At 
any rate there seems 
some justice in Mr. 

Holt’s complaint that 
the badge in question is 
to ho awarded only to 
those who have been tor- 
pedoed and not to those 
who havo successfully 
beaten off attack. 

A chorus of praise 
greeted a Hill to secure 
pensions for superannu- 
ated teachers, tho princi- 
pal complaint against it 
being that the pension- 
able age, sixty, was much 
too high. That, no doubt, 
is duo to tho GoVOril- M'*- Speaker.* 
mont’s deference to what *° lHE 1AliLlj ‘ 
Mr. .1 1 Hubert Kinder called “tho som- 
bre science of the actuary,” and can be j 
remedied in moro prosperous times. 

Tuesday, October 22nd. -- Coming 
events cast their shadows before— some- 
times a long way before. Several ques- 
tions on tho subject of demobilisation 
were asked in the Commons. But do 
not let us be in too much of a hurry. 
This is a matter in which it is advisable 
quo Messieurs lea assassins commvncent . 

After recent experiences Irish Mem- 
bers \voro~«^ little comforted to hoar 
that a tumW under St. George’s 
Channel is witT^n tho purview of tho 
Committee on I n ter Transport. Con- 
sidering all tho possibilities involved 
they do not know of “ a ’ole.” 


A new Pensions Bill, designed to 
give the Ministry better control over 
tho local committees, had a mixed re- 
ception. Sir IIenry Craik considered 
that Mr. Hodge was taking too much 
power into his own hands ; Sir Watson 
Cheyne criticized the proposal to with- 
hold a pension from a man who re- 
fuses medical treatment, and reminded 
tho House that cures could not be 
guaranteed ; and Sir Henry Harris 
defended tho feminine members of the 
impugned committees, who had done 
excellent work, “ without oven a pet 
name” to reward them. Sir A. G. 



Tr i.uiiii 

i i, \ 



•Members ur.biiu.Nu to take their seats will please comi 


Bosoawen had hard work to savo the 
second read in 

Wednesday, October 23rd. — There 
could he no bettor example of the 
changes wrought in the House of Com- 
mons by the War than the brief and 
businesslike discussion of Mr. Herbert 
Samuel's proposal to make women eli- 
gible to Parliament. Five years ago 
such a motion would have furnished 
an orgy of alleged humour, and been 
laughed out of the House. Now it 
was seriously debated on both 9idcs — 
save for a brief incursion by the comic 
Mkux, who protested that the House 
was no fit place for a sox whom he adored 
- and was carried,* after- a couple of 
hours, by an overwhelming majority, 


in which tho ci-devant anti- Suffragists 
were as prominent as the others. 

It may bo some time yet, however, 
before women take their places on the 
floor of the House. Sir Newton 
Moore, whoso “ maiden " speech was 
appropriately devoted to this topic, 
reminded us that in Australia, though 
women had long been eligible for the 
House of Representatives, no woman 
had in fact yet secured election. In 
practice therefore they may gain more 
immediate benefit from Sir James 
Cratg’s humbler proposal to admit 
them to the Strangers’ Gallery. 

Thursday, October 21///. 
— If Ireland lias made 
but a meagre response to 
the call for men it is not 
the fault of the Army 
clothiers. It seems in- 
erediblo that tho Irish 
should have resisted tho 
lure of Lynch’s Brigade, 
with its “head-dress of 
Colonial type,” adorned 
with green band, green- 
and-white hackle and 
wolfhound badge. I trust 
that they were not put off 
by tho prospect of being 
played into action by 
“five pipers wearing the 
Irish kilt.” 

Mr. Ronald McNeill’s 
suggestion of “a close 
time for scapegoats ” 
touched, I fancy, a sym- 
pathetic chord in tho 
bosom of the Home 
Secretary, who is get- 
ting a little tired cf hear- 
ing tho blame for other 
\ people’s blunders. The 
House was not surprised 
to hear that he tendered 
his resignation after the 
polico strike, or that the 
Prime Minister refused 
to accept it. With so 
much electricity in the 
| air this is no time to bo dispensing with 
lightning-conductors. 

“Operations of Sir Edward Allen by ’s force 
ill Syria aro continuing, and latest informa- 
tion is we havo now occupied Horns . . . 

Homs is on tlui railway within 100 miles 
of Aleppo . . . 

ironic is 200 miles north of Jerusalem.” 

Manchester Paper. 

| Wo are glad to see that the printer 
! after many attempts got homo at last. 

| “ For a settler most necessities can be pro- 

| vided by his farm — eggs, vegetables, fruit, 
i mutton, pork, milk, butter, etc.— or can be 
cheaply bought. I know one man who is 
! going to brew his own bear.” — Times of India. 

! But will ho be able to bear bis own 
! Bruin ? 
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“One day I wK.un sunnouNDHD by a dozen of ’em— like giants, they was, and savage as lions. Any one of ’em could ’a' 
SWUNG ME IlOUND ’IS 'HAD WITH ONE ’AND.” 

“An’ ’OW DTD YOU GET AWAY?’’ “KILLED ’EM I ” 


“OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.” 

I found myself at Victoria Cross 
Station with an hour to spare. Most 
pooplo are hopelessly bored while wait- 
ing for trains. Yet thcro are many 
simplo innocent games one can play 
to kill time. Eor instance, I have whiled 
away many a happy hour trying to 
borrow a match. To-day 1 thought of 
a new game. 

I approached a bookstall. 

“llavo you,” I inquired, “ The London 

Charivari?” 

“The what, Sir?” said the sheepish 
youth bohind tlio counter, much mysti- 
fied. 

•• The London Charivari ,” I repeated, 
pronouncing it differently. 

He shook his head. “ No, Sir. Sorry 
wo ain't got it.” 

I could see that ho was pitying me. 
Ho turned to a loss eccentric customer. 

“ Daily Mail ? Hero you aro, Sir.” 

I wandered off to the next stall, where 
the presiding flapper was deep in a 
fcuilleton . 

11 1 want The London Charivari , 
please." 


There was no reply. I repeated my 
modest demand moro loudly, revelling 
to the first method of pronunciation. 
Sho laid aside her story with a sigh and 
regarded mo abstractedly. 

“ No, wo haven’t got it. Never heard 
of it. What sort of a paper is it ? ” 

“ It’s a— cr — humorous publication.” 
“Wo’vo got Answers, John Jiull, 

London Mail " 

“ I particularly want this one.” 

“ Well, we haven’t got it, and what 's 
moro I don’t believe you’ll got it any- J 
where.” j 

She became immersed again in her 
roman co. j 

My last effort was with a paper boy. j 
“ London Charivari ” I said curtly.! 
I am always curt with paper hoys. | 

“ My mate up the other end ’s got the j 
cigarettes. Won’t you have something 
to read in the train, guv’nor? ” | 

'“Oh, hang it,” I said, “give me, 
Punch” . 

Eugenics. 

11 An Ottawa message says that tlio bride 
across tlio St.Lawronco has passed a number of 
very sevoro tests, and will be taken over by the 
Government shortly.” — South African Paper. 


SECOND THOUGHTS. 

fit is stated that Dr. Sven IJkdin lias 
recalled the manuscript of his new book, 
Inducible Crrmani/, from the printers, in 
order to make certain indispensable correc- 
tions.] 

The ways of Dr. Sven IIedin 
Lend humour to the shifting scene. 

At first he glorified the Huns; 

He praised their armies, praised their 
guns 

And, pulling out his trumpet pedal, 
Gained for reward a German medal. 
Eut, not content, with hireling pen 
Ho promptly sot to work again, 

And wrote a second book, which shows 
That William’s sure to down his foes. 
Unluckily the Swede pro-Roach 
lias found his title will not wash, 

And, after sending it to pross, 

Is now revising his MS. 

What will ho call it now, I wonder, 

To rectify his generous blunder? 

“ Invincible ” is rather stoop 
While the Allies still onward sweep; 
But sinco the need of neutral praiso 
Is growing urgent in those days, 
Another medal — or a pension — 

May ease the way for its retention. 
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THE GREAT PEACE-BOND 
SCHEME. 

[From “ The Market B minion Adver- 
tiser” fur June 19 th, 19 — .) 

The scandalous events of last Tues- 
day are not likely to fade from the 


citizens, were crowded with expectant doubt very valuable articles, are likely 
folk awaiting the great event. Toward to be of small' use to Mr. Milton Jones, 
midday an enormous procession of whose delicate verso so often graces our 
motor-lorries drew up in the square, columns. Five dozen “Dixies,” as wo 
and the distribution of these objects of believe they are called, one dozen iron 
“domestic and civilian utility ” com- “Knife Rosts” (for harbod wire en- 
meticed forthwith. We have not the tangloments), and a Sponson Trolly 
memories of our citizens for a long space to enumerate at length the gifts (whatever its use, a most unprepossess- 
time to come.. In common with all or their recipients; but wo mention a ing and unmanageable vehicle, having 
other journals that have at heart the few of the more preposterous cases, as no means of propulsion and weighing 
public weal we hoped to find that the they will illuminate better than any about two tons), comprise the assorted 
late war had blown away some of the words of our own the colossal inepti- lot delivered at the gates of “ Rest- 
cobwobs that infested for so long our tude which lias marked the whole mead,” the charming residence of Mrs. 
Government Offices. Wo hoped to find undertaking. j Stickelheimer, our gifted and welcome 

efficiency substituted for red tape and Among the most rovered of our neigh- Swiss- American visitor. Mr. Paunch, 
business men for mandarins. But we hours is Mrs. Wotherspoon, whoso ad- our well-known haberdasher, informs 
were too sanguine. The old leaven is vanced years and eminent parochial us that he has no use whatever for six 
working still. The recent astounding do- services should at least have rendered cases of shrapnel helmets and an aero- 


volopmont of the great 
Peace - Bond Coupon 
scheme is a proof that 
officialdom in its most 
mechanical and perni- 
cious form still sits en- 
throned in Whitehall, 
careless alike of public 
economy and private 
convenience. We hear 
from ail sides that the 
experience of Market 
Bunnion is the expe- 
rience of every other 
town and village in the 
country. 

Our readers will re- 
member the terms of the 
groat coupon scheme 
as instituted by the 
War Salvage Control- 
ler. Possessors of Peace 
Bonds above a certain 
value were presented 
with coupons entitling 
them to draw (accord- 
ing to tho value of their 



STABILIZED. 

Sailor. I’VK N KV Hit KEEN A LANDSMAN STAND THE 1.1 ST LIKE YOU, SlK.' 

Trip i “Lor’ bless you, lad, this ain’t nothing to the slope or 

OLD 1UILWAY-EMBANKMKNT ALLOTMENT. 


“| plane hangar. 

But perhaps the most 
scandalous case of all is 
that of Miss Merridew, 
whose dancing academy 
is patronised by the 
youthful Hite of our 
little commonwealth. 
This lady was seriously 
alarmed in tho after- 
noon by tho bolatod ar- 
rival of her prize in tho 
form of a Tank (Mark 
XIX pattern). This was 
driven callously into her 
j garden and there desert- 
! oil by its crow. In its 
, progress through Mar- 
ket Bunnion it made a 
, large hole in tho wall of 
No. 3, Market Street, 
j demolished a hen -house 
and a perambulator in 
the garden of No. 4, 
ruined irretrievably a 
dog-cart belonging to 
Mr. Bellows, tho but- 
cher (who, by the way, has boon pre- 


bolding) one or more unspecified articles j her immune from the cynical careless 
no longer required by the military au- ness (to put it mildly) of departmental Rented with twenty gas cylinders for use 
thorities. It was assumed that the underlings. This aged lady — she will with observation balloons), and finally 
element of uncertainty regarding each forgive us for mentioning that she is broke down both gate-posts and part of 
individual gift would add to the ac- ninety-eight, quite deaf and confined tho wall of Miss Morridew’s own resi- 
ceptability of tho scheme. Everyone permanently to her bed — had dumped donee. It now stands immovable on hor 
would got something, but no one knew in hor front garden a complete aero- bed of delphiniums, in which she took 
what. It was intimated, semi-ollicially, plane, known, we believe, as a Bristol great pride. She came round to see us 
however, that the gifts would he “ob- Fighter. Accompanying this were three as soon as she had recovered from the 
jects of domestic or at least civilian dozen boxes of phosphorus bombs! Mr. shock, to ask us to use our influeilco 
utility.” Wo cannot doubt that this Leftwich, our honoured Vicar, found towards the removal of this nuisanco. 
was the original intention of the Com- that his generous contributions toward Indeed our office has been congested 
mittoe of Management, which included tho National Exchequer were rewarded since Tuesday with justifiably indignant 
such eminent personalities as the Phesi- by the gift of a Foden Steam Waggon citizens; and we now appeal to the 
pent of tho Royal Academy, tho Dean with do-lousing apparatus — a hideous Government to take some steps to -ro- 
of St. Paul's, Mr. George Rohey and | monstrosity for which room can be lievo what has assumed tho dimensions 
tho late A.P.M. for Monte Carlo. found only in the Market Square, of a national calamity. As Belisarius 

But what has been tho outcome? Miss Cheesing, tho Headmistress of remarked, it is worse than a calamity— 

our Girls' National School, is now the it is a blunder, 
proud owner of seventeen miles of 

barbed wire, three wire-cutters and a Bomance 1 

, . ... . 6-inch Stoker mortar. A gross of Very .. PKBf0N ._ Gc „ tknian d ^ rcs to meetwitb 

streets of our town, which numbers so Light pistols, a Nissen hut, and a De- a j ady a view; one who holds with crema- 
nmny patriotic investors among its cauvillo railway truck, although no | tion .”— Folkestone Herald. 


The coupons were to be filled in and 
despatched by the first day of April ; 
and on Tuesday morning last, when 
tho prizos were duo to arrive, tho 
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“Control” and Another Moral 

I N all the Markets where prices are not controlled, Haig Haig Five Stars Scots Whisky obta?ns 
(and, in virtue of quality, is entitled to obtain) a higher price than other Brands 

This position can only be maintained by strictly limiting the quantity sold 
This quantity could easily be sold without the aid of advertisements 

Many excellent people who are unable to obtain supplies write us asking why we continue to advertise 
goods that they are unable to purchase Our answer is : “We advertise to maintain our position in 
uncontrolled Markets ” 

In time the Home Market will be uncontrolled and our advertisements of the quality of our Whisky will then 
entitle us to ask the equivalent value 


Ours is the “Sheraton” quality and our customers arc willing to pay the “Sheraton” price 

Moral : Government controls the price only We control 
the quality We are building a House for “after the War” 
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Haig &Haig Five Stars 
Scots wRisky 


HEAD OFFICE: 

57 SOUTHWARK STREET 
LONDON SEI 


POOLING 

INSURANCE 

FOR SELECTED RISKS 

N ON-MUTUAL except in respect of Profits, 
which are distributed Annually amongst the 
Policy-Holders. 

Under this Scheme are given : 

. “ The Pool 

Comprehensive Family 
WWii&is Policy ” 


at 4 / 6 %. Covering amongst other 
risks Fire, Burglary and War. 

“The Pool 

Comprehensive Shop- 
keepers’ Policy ” 

Which similarly covers all risks to the 
shopkeeper at rates according to trade, but 
always lower than obtainable elsewhere. 

T 1A [ POLICY 

ONE 

The Licenses & General 
Insurance Co., Ltd. 

24, Mookgate Street, London, E.C. 2. 



X )C 

who values a clean, healthy 
skin should use only 


M 


SAPON SOAPS 

Entirely different from all other Soaps . 

A Nurse at one of the principal M i litary Ho s pitals, 
after thoroughly testing “ Sapon ” Tar Soap, writes : 

“ It is really wonderful how it cleans up skin trouble, especially 
eczema. ’ An Officer write s: 

"My father. Major , sent me a cake of your Soap, which I 

find nicer to use than any I have ever tried. My skin is abnormally 
bad so bad, in fact, that my last Medical Hoard refused to pass 
me for service abroad again. I cannot tell you what relief your 
Soap has brought me, even in the use of a single tablet.” 

Capt. ■, Middlesex Regiment, writes: 

tl Please send by return a dozen tablets of your Russian 'Par Soap 
for which I enclose P.O. I bought some from the F.F.C. and 
find it the best soap for the skin I have ever used.” 

The abuve ate voluntary testimonials loltiih speak for themselves. 

1 he onxiitals may be seen at the Ojjue of the Company. 

4d. per Tablet 

No Advance on pre-war prices. 

SAPON SOAPS, LIMITED 1 .0 N DO NpRR /dGl'e. C. 4 

The increasing demand for 11 Sapon ” Soap by the troops 

X at home and abroad prevente us from executing orders a^ 
from the public with promptitude. Our difficulty will. 
we are sure, be appreciated and understood by our 

customers, and their patience is solicited. ' ^ 




A Boon on Active Service 


At Observation Post, In Trench, Dug- 
out, Camp, Hospital, tin* i tliciency of 
Waterman's lilt* 1 lias been demon- 
strated to the complete '-atisfaction 
of lens of thousands of users, and 
nu-iitrd the envious tegard of those 
without one. Waterman's Ideal is 
always ready, always at its best. It 
is just the pen for Active it ei vice. 



For Active Serve o, No. 4-1 (Safety). 20/-, 
und No. 54 (Solf-fillmn). 20'-, espet Lilly 
roconfmnniod. Ot St.itnmrib mul 
Jew el I in s every* hci c. 

L. G. SLOAN, Ltd., 


Clyqjeii Corner 



* 


* 


* 1 
♦> 1 = 


<♦ j = 


♦♦♦ *♦* ♦♦♦ ♦J* ♦♦♦ *** *+ 4 *£* *t 4 4 t 4 ♦♦♦ ♦♦♦ ♦♦♦ 4 t 4 1 111 

SPINK® SON L td 

DIAMOND MERCHANTS 

Established 1172. 

PINE JEWELS 

Purchased for CASH or VALUED. 

Also ANTIQUE SILVER, MINIATURES 
GOLD or ENAMEL BOXES etc. & other 
ITEMS of ANTIQUARIAN INTEREST 

Jewels or Plate can be safely sent per registered post insured 

17® 18 PICCADILLY, LONDON, W.l. 



:**:*>:< 
l 







After the 
bath 


A little Anzora applied 
to the hair and well 
brushed in will prevent 
that annoying fuzziness 
and will keep the hair in 
good condition. 

Anzora Cream and An/ora Viola 
(for dry sc <lps) me sold b v all 
Cle mists, Hairdressers, Stores 
and Military Canteens, in j/6and 
2/6 (double quantity) bottles 

ANZORA 

MASTERS THE HAIR 

Anzor a Perfumery Co.> 
2 <S\ 32, 31, Willcsden Lane, 
NAV. 0. 


V lyella 

^ (Rcgd. Tndc Mark). , 

KHAKI SHIRTS. 

The War has proved the absolute .superiority of “Viyell.i" Khaki 
Shirts. " Viyell.i" is soil, w.iim, and non irritant, exceedingly 
(Unable, and will not slit ink. Mot cover, owing to the fact that 
it loth abxojbx and tatli.ilcs away the inoistuie of the body, 
the wealing of “Yiyella" is of real inipot tanee to the health. 
Obta ruble in Standard and Ih avv Weights and in Regulation Shades 

OF HIGH-CLASS OUTFITTERS. 

If you are unable t a obtain, vet ite to the Manufacturers for name of sin table Retailer : — 
Wm. Hollins Co.. I. id. (Tt.nle only). f4. Vij el la House, Newgate St.. London, E.C. I 




LATEST 
& BEST RECORDS 

Sent by Post 

K ISICP >onr slock of "Hia 
Master's Voice" Record up- 
to'date, so that j ou are always 
able to entertain your gues's, as 
well as enjoy many pleasant hours 
yourself, with the finest music of 
t fie dnv sung and played by the 
oiiginal n: lists. I lie finest Audi- 
tion Rooms in London and every 
Record in stock. If you are unable 
to call— send for one of our cata- 
logues — select whatever records 
you wish— and they will 1 e sent to 
you through the post without delay. 

The WEST END 
Gramophone Supply Co. 

Ltd. 

QJ, REGENT STREET. 
LONDON, W. 1 
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First. Contemptible. “IV you remember halting here on the retreat, George? ’ 

Second ditto . “Can’t call it to mind, bom Enow. Was it that little village in the wood there down uy the river, or 

WAS IT THAT TRACE WITH THE CATHEDRAL AND ALL THEM FACTORIES?” 


THE DISAPPEARANCE OF MARMADUKE AND MILLICENT. 

Woe is mo 1 I mourn for Marmaduke and Millicent, for 
they aro gone, and the place that knew them for many 
happy months now knows them no more and must get on 
as best it can without them. 

I may as well stop horo for a moment in order to explain 
that Marmaduke and Milliccnt were pigs, in the literal 
sense of the word. In the metaphorical sense they wero 
not more piggish than other pigs, though to be sure they 
did a great deal of wallowing and wore not always suitable 
for drawing-rooms. They wore born in Bucks and for 
the whole of their lives up to yesterday their cheerful 
“Honk! lionk!” resounded through a section of that 
celebrated county, 

They were purchased at a time when it was supposed 
that unless everybody reared a private pig or so there 
would be a bacon famine in the land, and consequently 
everybody who had room for a pig immediately filled that 
room with an appropriate tenant, to be converted later on 
into bacon and ham and chap and trotters. Now, however, 
it appears that throughout the land there are plenty of pigs, 
and it became therefore unnecessary any longer to include 
a pig in the family circle. Consequently it was resolved 
that Marmaduke and Millicent must withdraw and cease, 
and a deal was concluded, a cheque was drawn and received 
and Marmaduke and Millicent were informed that they 
could no longer be looked upon as our brother and our 
sister. They showed but little concern when the announce- 
ment was made, for nothing was said whilst negotiations 
were going on as to the fate that was reserved for these inter- 
esting but doomed animals. Later on, when the deal was 
over and arrangements were being made to removo them, 
I had not the heart to hint at what must bo within a day or 


two. No one, not even the gardener, had the bad taste to 
mention the inevitable. 

And so it happened that one fine morning — yesterday, to 
ho exact — the gardener, who had fod thorn and was there- 
fore on familiar terms with them, appeared with a friend 
at the place in which Marmaduke and Millicent were con- 
fined and began preparations for removing the pair. Both 
of them spent much time in unavailing protests, to which 
the gardener and his friend paid no heed. The retirement, 
skilfully conducted, was carried out in extended order, 
single lilo, Marmaduke leading, with gyves on his nose, 
followed by Millicent at an interval varying from five to 
ton paces. 

And so they vanished ; but not the memory of their beauty, 
their amiability and their readiness to adapt themselves to 
circumstances and to flourish and grow fat in the service 
of their country. 

u Hamlet ” without the Ghost. 

“Mansfield Chkf.sk Fair. 

The annual Choose Fair began at Mansfield this morning. >io 
cheese was on exhibition, but there wero several fine shows of turnips, 
mangolds and cabbage .” — Mansfield Chronicle. 


“lam able to state that Foch knows perfectly well what he is 
about.” — “ Whitehall ” in “ The Sunday Chronicle 

We breathe again. 

At a recent meeting of the Three Towns and District 
'Milk Producers’ Association a resolution was unanimously 
passed : “That the insufficiency of feeding stuffs for cattle 
now granted by the Government is absolutely inadequate 
to provide a proper supply of milk.” It is expoctcd that 
more insufficiency will he granted at an early date. 
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A COWARD’S COURAGE. 

These are bad days for hoad-waiters. 
Tlio War deplenishes or wholly removes 
their stalls; but the head-waiters ro- 
main — to struggle with inexperienced 
hands, to see the fair fame of the 
establishment disappearing, to receive 
and, if possible, parry the complaints 
of the customers. 

The various head-waiters carry thorn - 
selves under these afflictions with a 
comportment that differs as they differ. 
Some suggest absolute hopelessness ; 
some show signs of wear and tear ; 
some have cultivated that apathy under 
misfortune, that dulled acceptance- of 
bad luck, which is part of the Briton’s 
heritage from his climate; others de- 
precate the situation but smile, and in 
smiling disarm criticism. 

1 am thinking in particular of one 
who more than smiles and disarms 
criticism — ho laughs and conquers. 

I found him in the coffee-room of an 
ancient and honourable West Country 
hotel. Little tables and big were all 
about him, with pink and green wino- 
glasses on them and napkins bursting 
into symmetrical schemes of foliage 
from tumblers. It was a little before 
lunch was ready and ho was adding 
finishing touches of polish to knives 
and forks, with an apron protecting his 
very spick dross-suit: dinner jacket 
with satin roll collar and neat black 
tie; such clothes as, but for the time 
of day, proclaimed him fellow-guest 
rather than servitor. A big man, with 
a largo white and superficially very 
amiable face, lint his most notable 
feature was his eye. It was the eye 
of a child— a rather spoilt child, accus- 
tomed to got its own way and to ho 
considered preferentially; but it was 
confident and dominating too. It called, 
in association with the vast benignant 
countenance, for a similar mood in its 
vis-a-vis — insisted on it, had the right 
to it ; so that one would do much rather 
than ho the cause of disappointment. 

1 was in the coffee-room merely to 
arrange about lunch, but the head- 
waiter's communicativeness was such 
that while doing so I learned many 
things. I learned that lie was prac- 
tically single-handed; that lie had 
been there for twenty and more years 
— twenty-three come December; that 
the War was hitting the place very 
hard ; that it was one’s duty not to 
grumble; that all his best boys had 
been called up; that throe of them 
had been wounded and one killed ; that 
waitresses do their host but aro not so 
good as waiters, at any rate not from 
his point of view ; that the high wages 
at tho local munition works made it 
difiicult to retain waitresses anyway; 


and that spirits really woro now hardly 
worth drinking. 

At lunch there were many people, 
but, with very little help, tho head- 
waiter, now divested of his apron, kept 
them fairly contented, even finding 
time to talk a little at most of the 
tables. From certain brokon sentences 
that reached my ears I gat here i that 
ho was practically single-handed ; that 
something was hitting the place very 
hard ; that someone had been some- 
where for more than twenty years ; 
that grumbling was a mistake ; and 
that spirits nowadays were hardly 
worth drinking. Probably, had nob a 
guide-book claimed my attention, I 
should havo heard and learned more. 

As the room began to empty and the 
strain of attendance was relaxed, he 
advanced smilingly upon my table, 
with an expression of supreme satis- 
faction, bearing before him, in both 
hands, a brass-bound box or casket. 

“ You might liko to see," he said, “ a 
little souvenir which one of my staff, 
back on leave from the Front, brought 
mo ; " and with enormous pride and a 
gratification almost paternal— or more 
than paternal, Creatorial — ho opened 
the lid and revealed a model aeroplane 
constructed of metal from shell-cases 
and other accessories of warfare. 

“ I ’vo always," ho said, “ had good 
hoys and treated them well, and tho 
first thing this lad did was to come and 
bring this souvenir he’d been making 
for me. lie ’s back in Franco now." 

1 was properly appreciative, both of 
tho workmanship of tho model and of 
tho kindly relations subsisting between 
superior and inferior, and lie boro the 
relic away with complacency radiating 
from his capacious person, and I saw 
him, not without surprise and a slight 
twinge of regret, displaying it at an- 
other table. Why, I cannot exactly 
explain, but it seemed to mo wanting 
in finer feeling, in the subtlest delicacy, 
to show to everyone at the same time 
this proof of devotion to himself. Thero 
should bo intervals. It wasn't that 
I was mortified not to bo unique ; but 
to make a triumphal progress with the 
thing seemed a little blatant. 

You may up to now have been look- 
ing upon tliis document as just a char- 
acter skotch of a certain hoau-waiter. 
But really it is something olse ; it is 
the story of my own weakness. For 
it was my destiny that day, finding once 
again a sense of shame which can be so 
sensitive as to bo a misery when brought 
into conflict with another’s total lack of 
it, to havo to act with a distasteful bray-, 
ado. At dinner that evening, when tho 
strain of attendance had begun to relax 
and several of the guests had departed, 
I was conscious of the head-waiter’s 


eye lighting up once more with that 
gleam of assurance and his features 
melting comfortably into the smilo of 
self - approval. His hour had again 
struck. But a moment later my blood 
was frozen and an icy perspiration 
broke out all over mo as I saw him, 
with his gleaming victorious eye full 
on mo, bearing in my direction tho box 
containing the aeroplane. Quicker 
than lightning the dreadful thought 
had entered my brain : “ lie has for- 
gotten that he showed it me at lunch," 
followed by tho agonised question : 
“What shall I do? Am I strong 
enough to tell him so? Can I bring 
myself to do something which must 
abash him ? " 

By this timo he was on me, all happi- 
ness and oxpectancy. “ You might 
like to see," he began, “a little souvenir 

which one of my staff " , 

With a desperate effort I pulled my- 
self together. Oh, that little model," 
1 said. “ You showed me that at 
lunch ;" and I lowered my eyes in tho 
hope that it might make his discom- 
fiture easier. 

He laughed. “ So I did,” ho said, 
and carried it to tho next table. “ You 

might " I heard him begin. 

When shall we learn, some of us? 

GOATS. 

In these days of U-boats, 

When our food-supply floats 
At the mercy of Germany’s blood suck- 
ing stoats, 

The wisest keep goats. 

The wisest? I wonder! I’ve taken 
some notes 

And 1 find that in oats, 

Bran, bean-meal and groats, 

The most of one’s profit goes into the 
throats 
Of tho goats. 

And thon in addition tho smoll of their 
coats ! 

And tho way that thoy puli! You 
need hands like a Loates 
To hold 'em. And time 1 Why, a 
fellow devotes 
Half the day to bis goats. 

You will find you can't run ’em by rules 
or by rotes, 

Or fold ’em with fences or stop 'em 
with moats, 

And a goat in a garden, ye gods, how' 
he bloats ! 

* * * * * 

You can have all my goats. 

W.H. 0. 

Another Sex Problem. 

“ For Salo. — English bull, female, by Ashgill 
Prince.” — Daily Colonist (Victoria), 
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Newsvendor . “Fair old muddle them ’Uns.'ave got themselves into, an* no mistake. Pgn't let ’em ask me to help ’em 

OUT OF IT.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks .) 

In Literary Uecreations (Macmillan) Sir Edward Cook 
ha3 chosen a title at onco modest and apt. It is a volumo 
Idled with the pleasant reflections of a bookman in his 
moments of leisure — library talk, one might call it, and 
that of the most agreeable. I can do no more than givo 
you some of the headings: “The Art of Biography” (about 
which, had wo been actually talking, f might have re- 
minded Sir Edward of what Mr. John Masefield lias so 
poignantly written upon this theme), “Buskin’s Style,” 
“Indexing,” “Literature and Journalism,” 11 A 4 Study in 
Superlatives ” (that old unanswerable question, which is 
the Best, and why?) and “ Second Thoughts in Poetry.” 
Of these the last is at once tho longest and tho most inter- 
esting. Sir Edward has got together a fino variety of 
instances to show how often great and familiar passages 
have their present form, not, as one is apt to think, by 
primary inspiration, but as tho reward of reflection and 
revision. Among so many examples as you will lind hero 
it is not easy to select one more striking than another ; hut 
there is certainly a shock in the discovery that “ magic 
casements opening on tho foatn of perilous seas ” were 
once “ wide casements” and opened on “ keel less seas.” 
It is as though a rich heritage had been bequeathed to us in 
a last-minute codicil. A paper that I have not mentioned 
deals pleasantly with bound volumes of Comhill (that 
storehouse of literary and artistic treasuro) ; and I should 
add that Sir Edward not only has some winged words on 
the subject of Indexes, but, following precept with practice, 


furnishes his own volumo with an admirable example of 
the art that lie so justly values. 

Mr. W. J. Locke's special gift lies in tho elaboration of 
fantastic character. So far as I am concerned the real hero 
of The Bough Hoad (Lane) is not James ftlarmaduke Trevor 
(doggie), tho little decadent, with no ideas beyond purple 
silken underwear, his peacock and ivory boudoir, his collec- 
tion of china dogs and the alleged weak state of his general 
health, but his discreetly drunken tutor, Phineas McPhail. 
A year or sD alter the War came, white feathers and 
candid advice having been freely administered, Trcror joins 
up, has to resign the King’s commission by reason of 
abject incompetence, and, setting his teeth, takos tho rough 
road of tho private, sticks to it doggedly with Phineas 
(of the same platoon) and the little Cockney, Shcndish , 
who constitute themselves his bodyguard. It* is the 
adorable ghost-haunted Jeanne (my second favourite) who 
calls these ill-assorted inseparables tho Throe Musketeers, 
and it is not Peggy, tho Dean’s daughter, Doggie's be- 
trothed (she becomes quite unaccountably more snobbish 
and shallow as D<ggic waxes finer), hut little French 
Jeanne , her sad ghosts laid by love, who takes her doggie 
hack to what lias every promise of becoming a very happy 
and well-lined kennel, if at tho beginning ho is a little 
too bad and at the end a little too good to ho true, Phineas 
(though 1 don’t believe in him) is a notable creation, Shcndish 
is of tho pure Cockney gold, and Jeanne a perfect dear. 

Macedonian Musings (Allen and Unwin), by V. J. Selio- 
man, reaches me in a propitious hour, while the triumphs of 
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the army with which it deals are yet fresh in our minds, and amusing to those who demand only entertainment ; but 
Among my wftr-letters I have one, kept for an all too com- if it even approximates to real life I must have been 
mon reason, in which the sender, writing from Salonica in strangely misinformed. 

1917, permits himself a mild grumble at tho ignorance of 

England about what the M.E.F. had done in face of un- Among War-products the literature relating to escapes 
guessed obstacles. To some extent even now, when a so from German prisons is increasing very rapidly. One of the 
brilliant success has rewarded this patient effort, tho same most recent books on the subject is entitled My German 
ignorance still survives. The Macedonian Front has thus far Prisons (Hoddeb and Stoughton) and gives the adventur- 
produced fewer books than any ; and for this reason alone ous story of the escape of Captain H. G. Gilliland. He 
tho present volume should have its welcome secure. Nob andthreo other prisoners jumped for liberty and safety from 
that you must expect any very serious or weighty review of a train in which they were being conveyed from the M hell-hole 
the campaign from its pages ; they are mostly light-hearted of Ingolstadt ” — the description is Captain Gilliland’s — 
sketches of places and persons and the conditions of Mace- to Crefeld. After a series of the most extraordinary and 
donian soldiering, told with a kind of school-boy, take- moving experiences Captain Gilliland got over tho 
what-comes humour that one likes to consider essentially frontier and was soon after back in Blighty. I beg hereby 
British. We have Salonica as a setting for work and play ; to salute him, for ho is a very brave and gallant man, and 
pen-portraits (including one of M. Venizelos), and an aero- he had much to suffer from his German oppressors while 
piano raid by the enemy upon a railhead — this last a finely he was subject to their orders. The account of these indig- 
vivid piece of descrip- nities makes one’s blood 

boil. In the first sen- 
tence of his book Capt. 
Gilliland smashes tho 
English grammar to 
smithereens, but, so far 
as I am concerned, be 
may have all the rules 
of that grammar and 
do what ho likes with 
them. His narrative is 
dramatic, not so much 
by reason of any lurid 
tricks as on account of 
its cold and deadly per- 
sistency, which leaves 
unrovealed no item of 
Hunnish brutality. A 
man who has scon 
British wounded as 
they lay helpless boing 
despatched by Germans 
with the bayonet or the 
butt is not likely to 
dwell on the ameni- 
ties of tho German 
character. But Captain 

c t ux u.™ Gilliland is generous 

anything but an ingeni- enough to miss no op- 

ous exercise in the incredible. There are, for one thing, too portunity that offers of pointing out any spark of 
many coincidences; and far, oh but infinitely far, too much humanity in the treatment by the Germans of their 
illegal matrimony. January Ellice (whose name is none of British prisoners, 
my fault) was one of those beautiful children of nature 

who are not altogether outside tho previous experience of the If you feel inclined to tako an inexpensive holiday and 
hardened novel-reador. She was married — or so she thought in an atmosphere very different from that of to-day, let mo 
— to Boh; but as a fact he had already married Louie Craig recommend you to read Miss McFadden’s His Grace of 
(at least ho hadn’t really, because Louie herself had been still Grub Street (Lank). Here we are back again in the days 
more previously married to one Gibbs). However all this of Horace Walpole, when literary hacks catered for 
is to forestall Miss Doris Egerton Jones with her ( Unoue - patrons, when men drank hard and plotted with almost 
went, which, as I say, 1 found altogether too bigamous to diabolical ingenuity to win the woman of their choice, 
be believable. Not that tho affairs of Bob much mattered, The hero of this energetic romance was a writer with a 
since ho got himself killed (very gonorously) in a mining conscience, who would rather starve (and ho nearly did) 
accident, and thus would have left January freo to marry than do dirty work. So he fell foul of the villain of the 
the hero had it not boon far too oarly in the book for this piece, a regular U-boat of a man, who would destroy anyone 
happy event. I was a little surprised that John (that was or anything to get his way. I admit to a preference for 
the hero’s name) appeared to liavo no earlier wives ; though villains who have a few redeeming qualities, but Marsden 
the young woman to whom he had been attached did her had none except that he had the good taste to fall heavily 
best to supply the deficiency, and incidentally fill out the in love with Clarissa . However this is a novel of action 
book, by burning the lovers* letters and generally following rather than of character, and Miss MoFadden knows how 
the accepted traditions of melodramatic jealousy. The Year to set things going from tho start and keep them on tho 
3etween has, no doubt, its good points ; it is easy to read move without visible effort. 


tion. I have used the 
epithet “ school - boy ” 
because it seems to 
express at onco the 
attraction and limita- 
tions of this little book, 
of which the avowedly 
humorous passages are 
(to be quite frank) not 
greatly removed from 
tho* .manner of the 
school-magazine. But 
how far will that lessen 
its interest for those 
whose hearts have 
dwelt, or an ay even 
now be dwelling, vicari- 
ously in the scenes of 
which it tells? Very 
little, I fancy. 






■jm 






The Year Between 
(Cassell) is one of 
those stories in which, 
with the best will in 
tho world, I find it alto- 
gether imnossible to see 




"That, Sir, is a u.siyrR wa h-hkuc — ima* cked oh'V a .min a run is Mature- 
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.. paper asking where invisible ink can 

CHARIVARIA. be obtained. “In the Post Office ink- 

“ Peace/’ says M. Clemenceau, “ is pots,” is the right answer, 
not as near as some people think.” The : 

Crown Prince, for example, is still According to an official notice a 
strongly opposed to the principle of grocer is not bound to supply customers 
self -extermination. with the sort of jam they want. It is 

not known who has boon spreading the ! 

The Berliner Tageblatt calls upon the foolish rumour that a grocer can’t do | 
people to fight on. Several natives as lie likes. 

have been reprimanded for putting the j 

question, “Fight on what?” With reference to the man charged 

at Lambeth Police Court with stealing 
The sale of eggs by weight,” says ! a fur coat by walking out of a shop 
a correspondent, “while giving a| ~ — ^ 

measure of justice to the house- ^ .x / N / ) 

holder, would entail no hardship u 

to the producers.” Before making ■ 1 ,--n 

the change, however, it would bo | (} j ■ ( ) 

no more than, fair to allow the pro- j # * 1 ; j /)/ f i j . \ I,* u ) 

ducers a cluck in the matter. I ( ! !( )pj ( \ ' 

i \r /,5.. ' ( V,- >'• .-’V 

Simple but ingenious precautions l A , jj 'A < / <\ ^ 

have been taken to maintain the : y ' ( j ,jjjf i jx|L. ' A ^ 

secrecy of the soldier’s vote, says a ! *A\ -jf/j. ' s, 

political correspondent. Ingenious | 'y | — Q'|/ jl /~ — — 

too was the suppression of any tan- ■*- Me l ” t 

gible reason for a General Election. " ' ' * * 

Officers attending the Lord > ^ <ass * A ^ - 

Mayor’s banquet wore required to - 

wear service dress without swords. < jQUw/ ~ 

Officers wlio have been in the habit | . A ^ W/w^ 

of eating with their swords should tffjWi ' 

familiarise themselves with the use ' ' ~ jfyjl 


“ If you ask me to fix a date when 
the aeroplane will supplant the 
motor-car as a means of travol,” 
says a writer in The Dublin Even- 
ing Mail , “ I confess myself at the 
limit of my resources.” A very 
manly admission. ! 







Fearless but unsophisticated Padre. “ TELL ME 
THE (tEUMAES RHKLIJNG US?” 


“ I will not write a peace poem,” j ' - - 

says Mr. Henry Chappell, “ until I ; ytfWyW 
I see what peace is going to bring.” I " 

We cannot help thinking that Mr. , Fearless but unsophisticated Padre. “Tell me a 

Chappell is not made of the same L T I 1 F : ^ 1, il lM A NR , s ” KLT l N ^/' H -. ? ~ 

dogged stuff as some of our minor poets, w earing the article in question, it is 

not true that he eluded observation by 
According to The Brisbane Argus a making a noise like a moth, 
young lady who was recently knocked 

down by a racing motorist has now Nows from Amsterdam indicates that 
married him. Nervous pedestrians are I tbo Kaiser will not after all bequeath 
of the opinion that one or two sharp j the War to the Crown Prince. 
lessons like this should have a very ; 

good effect on motorists. “ There will he a strong demand for 

the 5(7. egg,” says a contemporary. 
There is talk in London of setting up Our own fear is that the supply will 
a Ministry of Armistice. he every hit as strong as the demand. 

“ Chimney sickness,” says Answers , There is no definite announcement 

‘‘is quite a common complaint.” We are yet as to whether Mr. Harry Lauder 
not surprised to hear this, for we have will be a Parliamentary Candidate at 
seen quite young chimneys smoking. the forthcoming Election, but we gather 
*** that an attempt is being made to find a 

A correspondent writes to a weekly pocket borough for Little Tich. 


“ In choosing a wife,” says Mr. Nat 
Goodwin, “make sure thatthe lady is 
a good cook.” Personally we always 
do that. 

Dulcigno has been occupied by the 
Italians. “ Dulcigno est desipere in 

loco as General Diaz would say. 

* .. 

* 

“ The premonitory symptoms of 
rabies,” says a writer to tho Press, 

“ are printed on all dog licences. If 
dog owners would read these the out- 
break would soon ho suppressed.” 
j Surely the simple way would be to 
pin them up where tho dog can 
read them. 

} 

Guildford Town Councillors have 
decided not to wait until the War 
is over, but to provide themselves 
at once with cocked hats. It seems 
a pity that tho two things should 
clash like this. 

^ * A propos it appears that the *|> 
j Kaiser is prepared to dispose of 
j the cocked hat into which he 
was knocked recently by Austria’s 

capitulation. ... * 

* 

The Bolshevist Ministerat StJJck- 
y*> ; holm has started in business as a 
j tailor. Only in this way, it ap- 
pears, will lie enjoy an opportunity 
j of occasionally letting out a littlo 
! gore. : — 

Sans Souci. 

“The Kaiser has ordered that sixty 
Imperial nasties shall bo used as hospitals 
or recreation homes for invalids. Among 
the castles is Sussooussi.” 

Liverpool Paper. 

Tho castle doosu’t seem to have 
been as "careless” as the com- 
positor. _ .. 

"Since Henry Irving and Possart, has 
any face in its cynicism and cruelty, to 
tlio Vices shown the demon of darkness 
1lK was, with such brain shining through it? 

■ If this episode were not in a revue, how 
much moro would have been written of her 
in it 1 ” Evening News. 

What a mercy that the episode was in 
a revue ! 

"Prince Yorihito of Higashi-Fushimi was 
given a farm welcome on his oflicial visit to 
the Grand Fleet.” — Glasgow Herald. 

We presume his Highness was greeted 
with the chorus, 11 We plough the ocean 
blue,” from II.M.S. Pinafore. 

“This same name-part was most effectively 

played by Miss , and our only word of 

ci iticism is that it is against the bc.-t traditions 
to receive the crowning reward of malignant 
kisses at the fall of tho curtain with a charm- 
ingly brazen smile.” — Evening Paper. 

Still, it is so unusual for the audience 
to kiss the villainess that we think she 
may be excused for not knowing tho 
appropriate tradition. 


vou. cuv. 
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HISTORY IN THE MAKING. 

The following retrospective journal, 
which doc-i not claim a precise accuracy 
about the order of events, represents 
a rough palimpsest of the impressions 
left on the brain of an average reader 
by the reports, anticipations and con- 
tradictions of the Press during the 
course of the last few weeks. 

Monday . — Tho Wolff Bureau reports 
that tho Allies have sustained tho 
usual number of sanguinary repulses. 

Tuesday . — Ludendorff urges the 
necessity for an armistico. 

Wednesday . — Germany bocomos a 
Democracy. 

Thursday. — Ludendorff protosts 
against tho idea of an armistico. 

Friday . — Ludendorff resigns. Tho 
Kaiser accepts Ludendorff' s resigna- 
tion. 

Saturday. — Tho Kaiser abdicates. 
Ludendorff accepts the Kaiser’s ab- 
dication. 

Sunday . — The Socialist party in the 
Reichstag demands tho abdication of 
the Kaiser. The Kaiser says he will 
be damned first. 

Monday . — The Socialist party in tho 
Reichstag retorts that, whether the 
Kaiser is damned first or last, ho will 
be damned anyhow and had hotter get 
it over at once. 

Tuesday. — Tho Kaiser abdicates. 

Wednesday. — The Gorman Govern- 
ment informs President Wilson that 
it is now in a position to negotiate 
with him as a full-blown Democracy. 
President Wilson doesn’t boliovo it. 

Thursday . — Tho Kaiser indicates 
that ho is entirely at the People’s 
disposal, and will abdicate or not 
according as it suits tho wishes of the 
Fatherland. 

Fri day, —Tho Socialist party in the 
Reichstag replies that it is a matter of 
absolute indifference to the German 
Democracy whether tho Kaiser elects 
to abdicate or not. 

Saturday. — Tho Kaiser abdicates. 

Sunday. — The German Democracy 
becomes a Limited Monarchy. Im- 
perial Grown offered to tho Crown 
Prince's adolescent son. The Crown 
Prince is not consulted in the matter. 

Monday. — -The Kaiser announces 
that, if it would suit the convenience 
of tho Reichstag, ho will consent to 
keep on for a bit at whatever personal 
inconvenience. 

Tuesday. — Kaiser Karl abdicates 
after removing the family jewels. 

Wednesday.- - Kaiser William re- 
marks that it was a dirty trick on the 
part of Kaiser Karl to dosort a bro- 
ther-monarch. lie (Kaiser William) 
would sooner perish at tho head of his 
conquering army. 


Thursday.—' Tsar Boris abdicates. 

Friday. — Kaiser William wires to 
Tino to secure for him tho second-best 
Royal Suite at the Hotel dcs Rois on 
Exil, Switzerland. Kaiser Karl con- 
tinues to abdicate. 

Saturday. — Kaiser William makes 
alternative arrangements to lease a 
chfltoau in Sweden. 

Sunday. — The Higher Command de- 
clares that the Fatherland will fight to 
its last llun. Uninterrupted continua- 
tion of Peace pourparlers. 

Monday. — The Kaiser abdicates. 

Tuesday.— The Socialist party in the 
Reichstag reminds the Kaiser that lie 
has hitherto ignored its invitation to 
him to abdicate. The Kaiser reminds 
the Socialist party in tho Reichstag 
that ho has already abdicated four 
times and that there must be a limit 
somewhere. Penultimate abdication of 
tho Kaiser. 

Wednesday. — The Kaiser withdraws 
by stealth to Headquarters in tho dead 
of night. 

Thursday. — Tho Kaiser arrives 
openly at Headquarters in his capacity 
of War Lord. Tho Higher Command 
comments favourably on the robust 
and cheerful appearance of tho All- 
Highest. 

Friday. — Tho Kaiser compliments 
his Army on its recent triumphs and 
orders a white flag. 

Saturday. — Tho Kaiser abdicates for 
the last time. 

Sunday. — The consensus of opinion 
among Gorman financiers, anxious to 
cut their losses, is that it is high time 
tho Kaiser abdicated. 

Monday . — The well-informed Frank- 
furter Zeitung states that in the matter 
of tho Kaiser’s rumoured abdication 
nothing whatover has occurred beyond 
“suggestions by suitable persons with 
a view to procuring an expression of 
the Kaiser’s will.” 

Tuesday. —The Kaiser announces 
that his will remains the supremo law 
and that while ready to do anything in 
reason to facilitate the establishment 
of a German Democracy he draws the 
lino firmly at abdication. 

Wednesday. — Positively final abdica- 
tion of the Kaiser. 

Thursday . — Arrival ot the German 
parlementaires under a white flag in 
tho French lines. Armistico signed at 
London offices of a Press Agency. 

Friday. — Armistice remains unsigned. 

Saturday. — Tho War goes on as usual. 

— 0. S. 

“ Alluding to Turkey, ho [Mr. Asquith] said 
that, whatever epitaph was written upon its 
tombstono, it certainly would not ho the word 
‘ Resurguni.’ "■ — Newcastle Daily Journal. 

Meaning to imply, no doubt, that 
Turkey has lost all its sticking- power. 


ATHLETIC PROWESS. 

A peremptory intimation to the 
landlord that if he did not give tho 
dining and drawing-rooms another coat- 
ing of paper tho walls would collapse 
brought Mr. Colver in person to investi- 
gate. As a rule ho shrank from meeting 
his tenants, and in expansive moments 
was wont to boast that by avoiding 
them and “ necessary repairs ” he mado 

ough every year to erect a new 
house. 

The instant I saw him I knew that 
ho had come prepared to offer a firm 
resistance, for his right hand was play- 
ing nervously over his waistcoat. 

“ Doar mo,” he murmured in his 
most bonovolent tone, “ I havo forgotten 
my spectacles. I shan’t be able to see 
without ’em.” 

It was an old dodge and my hoart 
sank. IIow often had I heard of Mr. 
Colvor’s inability to dotect unhealthy 
brickwork, damp corners and bulging 
window-frames because he had mislaid 
his glasses. Inexperienced tenants had 
hopefully accepted his promise to call 
tho next day and had bitterly regretted 
their trust. Knowing all this 1 deter- 
mined to insist upon conducting him 
round the house myself and explaining 
what I wished to be done. 

“ Nice lot of cups you ’ve got there,” 
he romarked as wo stood in the dining- 
room and I was oxpatiating upon its 
demerits. 

“Yes,” I said carelessly, “thoy’re 
not bad.” I preferred to ignore his 
amazed surprise. The sideboard cer- 
tainly was a blaze of silver. 

“ Ruunin', racin’ and all that ? ” said 
Mr. Colver, staring at mo now. 

“ That big one,” I answered depro- 
catingly, “ was won by a record walk 
from London to Brighton. This is a 
trophy of tho Kingston Regatta. Most 
of the others also commemorate aquatic 
triumphs. These two however,” I addod 
modestly, “ signify that tho holder was 
the champion of the riflo club during 
tho years 1912 and 1913. The silver 
statuetto was a second prize at the 
Basher Amateur Boxing Club’s last 
assault-at-arms.” 

“ Wondorful! ” oxclaimed my land- 
lord. “ If I may say so without givin* 
offence I suppose you must bo quite 
forty ? ” . 

“ Forty-four,” I said, anxious to con- 
voy tho impression that it was only my 
ago that kept me out of khaki. 

Ilalf-dazed by his admiration for his 
athletic tenant, Mr. Colver was as clay 
in my hands. Ho agreed to everything, 
thanks to the presence of the glittering 
cups, and the bathroom and kitchen 
were deftly added by me to the list of 
repairs. When I told Daphne later 







Tommy. “Wot thk doock auk yoi ?” 

Hun. “I vos Tin-: servant ok Leutkant (Juaf von Si'Ithuuro. In a moment hr arrive. 


she declared that I was a wizard, but 
her surprise was nothin# to that of Mr. 
Colver’s other tenants. They positively 
gasped whon the men came to do the 
work. 

A year later I saw Mr. Colver again, 
hut in vastly different circumstances. 
He was now sitting as chairman of the 
local tribunal, and I, called to the 
colours at the ago of forty* live, was 
eloquently explaining to him and his 
fellow-members why I ought not to be 
sent into the army. I told how I had 
led a sedentary life for a quarter of a 
century, added various details of a 
distressing nature from my medical 
history, and, despite tho fact that Mr. 
Colver’ s stare was one of pained sur- 
prise, allirmod that I should bo au ex- 
pensive wastrel if taken from civil life. 

My landlord delivered the verdict of 
tho tribunal. 

“ You must join up in a month, ’’ ho 
said tersely. 

I tried to gain time. 

“Leave to appeal refused,” he re- j 
torted, and tho noxfc case was called. 

Returning from tho station the follow- 
ing evening I saw Mr. Colver ambling 
ahead of me and I immediately accosted 
him. 

»* Why were you so emphatic about 


my case? ” I asked, brushing aside his j 
apologies. 

“ I ’m sorry,” he answered, gradually 
bocoiuing severe ; “I didn’t like to men- 
tion it openly at tho tribunal because 
the information had reached mo pro- 
fessionally as it were and you might 
have regarded it as a breach of eon- 
lidenco.” 

“ What do you mean? ” I exclaimed. 

“ You ’ve evidently forgotten,” he said 
solemnly, “ that you onco showed mo a 
dozen cups \ou’d won at walkin’, row- 
in’ and runnin’. Do you think I was 
goin’ to keep out o’ tho army a chap 
what had won cups for shootin’ a year 
or two before tho War? Likewise a 
statoo for boxin’ ? You’ll be a credit 
to tho country, mister, and I don’t 
regret havin’ done more for your house 
than I intended to. It ’ll be easier to 
let if you want to get rid of it.” 

He passed on, leaving me to realise 
that it was now too late to explain to 
him or to anyone else that the cups had 
not been mine at all. I had merely 
taken care of them for my opposite 
neighbour whilst ho and his family had 
been at Bournemouth. 

Lesson for Germany. — lie “ strafes ” 
longest who “ strafes ” last. 


NATURE NOTES AT THE FRONT. 

November IsL — This morning, as I 
went through the garden of my billet, 
a gossamer thread touched my brow. 
It was that of tho early-rising spider, 
and in the golden glimpse of tho 
rising sun 1 could see his kindred busy 
in their strong points — each faery web 
glittering with diamond dew — ready for 
any incursion by the errant autumnal 
midge or other adventurous and belated 
insoct. Over tho mud and wood-frame 
wall came tho zephyrs of Novomber. 
Another month was born! A yellow 
slug gaily traversed the path full of 
joie de vivre. A middle-aged cabbage 
shone dully green. A leaf fell from a 
tali tree with a dull sickening thud. 
A small fly squoaked in the toils. I 
1 must tell Carmelite House all about it. 

A Cold Comforter. 

“Lost,. Black Marble Stole, Old 
Edinburgh Road.” — Scottish Paper. 

“ If tho Government concluded peace oil tho 
torms proposed this election was unnecessary. 
If this election was to decide pot-war policy it 
was premature.” — Mr. II. Samvel as reported 
by “ The Daily Chronicle” 

The very last man we should have 
suspected of pot-valiance. 









Xii.Vli 


“Indispensable” 

Many so-called indispensable things, and many indispensable people, 
have been dispensed with during the War ! 

There still remain, however, certain business axioms which we can 
still look upon as indispensable For instance, the axiom that no 
business be fully efficient unless it has an efficient filing system 
The whole fabric of commerce rests. upon the manipulation of 
papers Every transaction, whether it be simple or complex, 
necessitates the production of papers 

The business man who cannot produce papers at the moment they are 
required is heavily handicapped at every turn His time is wasted, his schemes 
may be totally wrecked by inability to “produce the papers” at a given moment 
The K&J Vertical Filing System provides this “ Indispensable” It is the 
simplest filing system extant, and it never fails to produce the papers at the 
right time 

A demonstration of K & J Vertical Filing may be had at any K&J Showroom 


This is the unit" 
of KaJ Filing. It 

contains •lithe 
papers on one 
subject 








If you are inteicMed in organisation, tall at the neatest K <■ J Shout turn, ii\' owing to 
Way tliffit ul ties it is impossible for K {•>■] Representatives to visit may Commmial House 

London 22 St Andrew Street Holborn Circus EC 4 


Birmingham 29 Temple. Street 
CakoiH' 5 Church Street 
I.kkds Hi Albion Street 
l.iiichsrEK 19 Corridor Chmbrs 
a arkot 1’l.ice 


Hfaii Oi hck West Bromwich 
I.jVKKroof. , jo Castle Street 
Ni wcAsri k St Nicholas Squaic 
Manlhrsirk 7 Blackf liars St 


Sun- 1 11 1 d 28 Change Alley 
SwansI'A 3-5 Goat Street 
Bn 1 ast Scottish Piovident 

Buildings Donegal! Square 
(ii.ASi.ow 166 Buchanan Street 


WHERE FLYING MEN ARE FITTED OUT 


Dunhills 


Ltd., 



are Specialists in Airmen’s Out- 
fits, and their Service has built 
up an unrivalled reputation. 
Material, Workmanship, Fit and 
Finish are the best that Britain 
can supply. 


Khaki Service* runic . . . 5 ', Gns. 

(Badges extra) 

Khaki Slacks, to match . £2 10 0 

Khaki Service Tunic, in finest 
heavy-weight material, from 6 Gns- 
Khaki Slacks, to match . . £2 15 0 
Bedford Cord Breeches, from 3i Gns. 
Bedford Cord Breeches (with 
buckskin straps) from . . £4 10 0 
Can and Badge, with one pair 

of Rank Bars £1 17 6 

We have now a good stock 
of the New Pattern Blue. 


Every detail, from a Tunic to a Button, 
can be supplied by DunkiU's -with the 
guarantee of their reputation behind it. 
Call in, if you can, at our well-known 
“base" in Conduit Street and inspect 
the full kit. Or drop a line for 
patterns and full details, which will 
be sent gladly on request. 

2 Conduit Street, Regent Street, 

London, W. 1 

Glasgow : 72 St. Vincent Street 


The Citu 
Girl’s Smile 

I S half her charm; a velvety complexion 
and soft, white hands supply the rest; 
nearly all smiling city girls useOatine — they 
know. 1/1 J and 2/3 everywhere. Ask for 

P«EcilS6 

USE IT & PROVE IT 




The finest Pencil in the world for Draughtsmen, Artists 
and General use because of its smoothness and great 
durability. Made in all degrees by E. Wolff & Son, 
Ltd., at the Falcon Pencil Works, Battersea. By 
appointment to H.M. The King. Price 4d. each. 

Sold by all Stationers. 
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“On, Mom, this js a delicious egg. It must be pre-war.” 


MUSICAL GOSSIP. 

The War has broadened the horizon 
of musical art. N ot only has the mouth- 
organ come into its own, but Mr. Wells 
in his latest work, mainly designed to ex- 
hibit our educational breakdown, bears , 
eloquent testimony to the humanizing | 
influences of the pianola. But this is j 
not all. In the past week reference lias 
been made in the Press to the appear- 
ance in London of two distinguished 
foreign musicians — a North American 
Indian prima donna and a male per- 
former from Hawaii, who elicits won- 
derful effects from the ukulele, an instru- 
ment resembling the guitar. The bala- 
laika, or Russian guitar, has long been 
acclimatised in our midst, but there is 
evidently a bright future for the ukulele. 
It lias apparently all* tho banjoviality 
of the banjo with an added graco of its 
own. It is said moreover to be the 
favourite instrument of Sir Horace 
Plunkett. 

In this context it is worth rioting 
that a concerto for the Burmese gong 
is to be produced at one of tho Queen’s 
Hall Symphony Concerts. The name 


of tho composer is unfortunately in- 
capable of correct transliteration, hut we 
understand that he is a leading professor 
at the Mandalay Conservatoire, besides 
being a director of a Ruby Mine Com- 
pany and a prominent Theosophist. i 
Por the performance of tho concerto 
tho Queen’s Hall orchestra will ho re- 
inforced by a quartet of xylophones 
made of teak, which formerly belonged 
to the Court band of King Theebaw. 
Sir Henry Wood will conduct from the 
interior of a model of tho old Moulmein 
pagoda, kindly lent for the occasion by 
Mr. Rudyard Kipling. At the same 
concert solos will bo performed on tho 
nose-flute by a native of Cuzco. The I 
tone of this remarkable instrument is 
said to be extraordinarily penetrating 1 
and to have a most stimulating effect ’ 
on tho pineal gland and tho pituitary 
body. Wo may also add tho gratifying | 
intelligence that tho Princess Ranavo- 
lukavalona of Madagascar has been 
engaged to sing at one of the Royal 
Choral Society’s concerts. This is the 
first instance of a princess appearing 
in oratorio at the Albert Hall. The 
Malagasy divas voice is described by 


exports as having a pronounced nutty 
flavour, combining tho low range of 
Madame Clara Butt with tho vocc 
di testa of Madame Tetr\zzjni. Her 
agility is phenomenal; she 1ms been 
called tho champion vocal sprinter of 
the universe, and has received decora- 
tions from the King of the Solomon 
Islands, the Begum of Bhopal and Mr. 
Kennedy Jones. 

Kaiser William’s “Agony.” 

“ Hoped to bo in London, but so fill* im- 
possible. — D ili,.” Daily Paper. 

Virgil on the Hun : Vwaunbit 
ha mi JJosch. 

“General Allenby lias been promoted to bo 
a night Grand Cross of tho Most Honourable 
Order of tho Bath .” — Liverpool Echo. ' 

It is supposed that this unusual honour 
has been accorded him in order to mark 
“ the end of a perfect day/' 

There is a Green Isle in tho West 
With abundance of provender blest, 
Unconscriptod and pampered, 

By rations unhampered, 

Yet deeming herself most “distressed.” 
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A WELL-CONDUCTED FAMILY. 

Demetrius is a noble old fellow ; 
there is something of dignity in his 
hearing, a stateliness of carriage that 
seems to belong to the courtly times 
that wo of those unquiet days are 
leaving so far behind. The presence 
of Demetrius would quell the flippancy 
of even the gayest and brightest of our 
judges, lie commands the respect of 
all who know him. 

Demetrius is a hedgehog, and ho has 
a wife, Boadicea, and an offspring, 
Peter. Their homo is underneath the 
summer-house, and every evening 
during the summer they used to take 
the air upon the tennis-lawn, Demetrius 
leading, Hondicea a little behind him, 
and Peter trotting along a yard or so 
in the rear. They are a highly respect- 
able family, and very strict with Deter. 
Demetrius is a parent of the stern old- 
fashioned school ; I am sure Peter 
always addresses him as “ Sir.” 

Peter is a dear little chap, full of fun 
and frolic, and though they never show 
it his parents are really very proud of 
him. They have taught him to roll 
up compactly into a bristly hall at the 
approach of suspected danger, mid ho 
does it extremely well for a youngster. 
They arc very particular about his 
manners also. Peter, when quite a 
small hedge-pigling, was inclined to 
cat a trifle noisily — I suppose it is no 
light achievement to ho able to masti- 
cate a black-beetle with the decorous 
silonco becoming a well-bred hedge- 
hog — and Demetrius was determined 
to eradicate this fault. Ho would lec- 
ture Peter austerely jppno could almost 
hoar the severe terms in which ho 
pointed out how this habit was not 
only a social depravity hut also dis- 
tinctly unpatriotic, as hinting at a lean- 
ing towards the manners and customs 
of the Central Umpires. If Peter were 
recalcitrant lie was made to go and stand 
in the corner of the lawn with his face 
to the garden roller in disgrace ; but he 
quickly mastered his failing. Before 
long he could munch a May-bug in the 
most exemplary pianissimo. 

Boadicea is a sweet hut rather faded 
little woman, entirely devoted to her 
husband and son. She must have been 
very pretty as a girl, for even now 
there is a lissom grace about her liguro 
that one does not see in many hedge- 
sows of her age. She is a great hun- 
tress and possessed of a considerable 
turn of speed . I have seen her run 
down a wire-worm on tho level; and 
she is very quick at tho kill. I don’t 
remember having seen anything to beat 
her even at a Waterloo Cup meeting. 

Every autumn Demetrius leads his 
family to bed under tho summer-house 


and wo see nothing more of them until 
the following spring. This year Peter- 
seemed very loth to go ; I like to think 
of him as pleading to be allowed to 
sit up “just one more week, please, 
Mother.” But ho as well as his par- 
ents was beginning to look very sleepy 
towards the end of September, and 
soon tho tennis-lawn knew them no 
more. I expect when they como down 
to breakfast next April Ppler will bo 
getting quite a big boy. 

And what a surprise for them when 
they find the War over. 

PRIVATE PEACE PLANS. 

In response to a circular request from 
Mr. Punch, asking various persons of 
eminence to state what they intended 
to do first on tho arrival of Peace, 
the following replies have been antici- 
pated : - - 

Lord Northuliffe. -- 1 find it difli- 
cult at the present moment to answer 
your question with exactitude; hub 
doubtless, whatever else I may do when 
Peace conics, I shall make my presence 
felt. A good deal, however, depends 
on whether or not Germany accepts 
my terms. 

The Fuel Controller. — I shall do 
my best to induce tho War Office to 
get the miners hack first of all. But 
it sounds too sensible. 

President Wilson. — I think I shall 
lie a little disappointed. 1 wanted the 
world made safe for Democrats, not for 
Republicans. 

Bhrnhardl J shall complete my 
hook entitled Mistakes of the War of 
Ittl I -IS, and How they may be divided 
in the Xe.rt. 

A Conscientious Objector. — I shall 
go abroad for a change of air. 

Sir Henry Dalziel. — I shall take 
another walk down Fleet Street with 
my pockets full of money. 

Mr. Arnold Bennett. — I will let 
you hear again as soon as l have 
made up my mind whether or not to 
refuse a title. 

Mr. Asquith. The lessons of his- 
tory, and there is, if I may say so, no 
better instructor, inform us that tho 
inauguration of a lasting and equitable 
peace is invariably followed by a revival 
of partisan activity. In so far then as 
my other avocations permit I shall, 
with the valued co-operation of my 
political friends, fling myself once more 
! and with renewed vigour into the clash 
of parties at Westminster. 

Mr. Lyttox Strachey. — I shall 
sharpen my pen, mix a little more acid 
with the old blue-black, and get to 


work on some eminent Edwardians and 
Georgians. 

Mrs. Humphry Ward. — I shall sub- 
ject the works of Mr. H. G. Wells 
and Mr. Lytton Straciiey to a delight- 
ful ro-reading. 

Mr. Bernard Shaw. — I shall at once 
take steps to get my mu no again, and 
more sympathetically, before the public. 

Sir Alfred Butt. — I shall concen- 
trate on the production of a now revue 
dealing with the new era, and having 
some such witty and original title as 
What ho, Utopia ! . 

Captain P. F. Warner. — I shall 
organiso a grand spectacular irrespon- 
sible cricket match, with no wicket- 
keep and fourteen points. 

A Pacifist. — I shall find time hang 
very heavy on my hands. 

CRAB-APPLE. 

I dreamed the Fairies wanted mo 
To spend my birth-night with them 
all ; 

And 1 said, “ Oh, but you Vo so wee 
And 1 am so tremendous tall, 

What could wo do ? ” 

“ Crab-applo stem ! ” 
Said they, and I was just like them. 

And then, when wo were all tho same, 
Tho party and tho fun began ; 

They said they *d teach me a new game 
Of “ Dew-ponds.” “ I don’t think \ 
can 

Play that,” I said. 

“ Crab-apple blue ! ” 
Said they, and I could play it too. 

And then, when wo had played and 
played, 

The Fairies said bthat wo would 
dance ; 

And I said, “Oh, hut I ’m afraid 
That 1 *vo no shoes.” I gavo a glance 
At my bare toes. 

“ Crab-applo sweet ! ” 
Said they, and shoes were on my feel. 

And then we danced away, away, 

Until my birth-night all was done; 
And I said, “ 1 ’ll go home to-day ; 

And thank you for my lovely fun, 

I ’ll come again.” 

“ Crab-apple rod ! ” 
Said they, and I woke up in bed. 


Another Impending Apology. 

From the report of a Prisoners of 
War Committee : — 

“ We are now making a change in the pack- 
ing arrangements, and instead of six 101b. 
parcels per month, we shall send a weekly 
151b. parcel, this by special concession of the 
Postmaster-General, who has raisod the weight 
limit in our favour. He tells me he is in the 
mental ward at present, but is quite all right.” 

Local Paper . 





Kcwly-arrivnl Tommy. “Lummy! you no see some kk;uts on this road. Whai price that knuini: affair just c; one uy ? Did 

YOU NOTICE IT?” 

Old Hand. “Notice it! Why. if a uiiinocekos was to come ai.onu in a tin ’at, I shouldn’t pvss no remarks.” 


GALLIPOLI. 

Qui jirocuJ hinc auto Jinn pcricnuil. 

Ye unforgotten, that for a groat dream died, 

• Whoso failing sense darkened on peaks nnwon, 
Whoso souls went forth upon the wine-dark tide 
To seas beyond the sun, 

Far off, far off, hut ours and England's yet, 

Know she has conquered! Live again, and let 
The clamouring trumpets break oblivion ! 

Not as wo d roamed, nor as you strove to do, 

The strait is cloven, the crag is made our own ; 

Tho salt grey herbs have withered over }ou, 

Tiie stars of Spring gone down, 

And your long loneliness has lain unstirred 
By touch of home, unless some migrant bird 

Flashed eastward from tho white cliffs to tho brown. 
Hard by tho nameless dust of Argivo men, 
.Remembered and romote, like theirs of Troy, 

Your sleep has boon, nor can yo wake again 
To any cry of joy ; 

Summers and snows have melted on the waves, 

And past tho noble silence of your graves 
Tho merging waters narrow and deploy. 

But not in vain, not all in vain, thank God, 

All that you wore and all you might have been 
Was given to tho cold effacing sod, 

Unstrewn with garlands green; 

The valour and tho vision that wero yours 
Bio not with brokon spears and fallen towers, 

With glories perishable of all things seen. 


Children of one dear land and every sea, 

At last fulfilment comes tho night is o’er ; 

Now, as at Kamothraee, swift Victory 
Walks winged on the shore; 

And England, deathless Mother of the dead, 

Gathers, with lifted eyes and unbowed head, 

Her silent sons into her arms om^ more. 

For Sei'vices Rendered. 

This is our Merchant Seamen’s “Gift Week.” 'The 
Silver Thimble Fund, which has already collected £17,000 
for War Charities, is asking for gold and silver and all 
other kinds of jewellery to bo sent to The Silver Thimble 
Depot, 160 a, Now Bond Streot, W., in the hopo of raising 
£10,000 to endow a ward in the Seamen’s Hospital, Green- 
wich. Mr. Punch can think of no better way of celebrating 
a victorious Peace than by a practical proof of our gratitude 
to tho Service that has done so much to bring it about. 


Miss Eva Moore has arrangod a Matinee, to be given at 
the Alhambra on Sunday, November 17th, at 3 p.m., in 
aid of the Kensington War Hospital Supply Dop6t, to 
whoso admirable work Mr. Punch has more than once 
paid tribute. Among thoso who have kindly promisod 
to appear aic Mrs. Patrick Campbell, Lady Tree, 
Miss Lottie Vknne, Miss Violet Loraine, Miss Cissie 
Loft us, Mr. Courtice Pounds, Mr. Owen Nares, Mr. 
Lauri de Erkoe, Mr. Arthur Wontner. Tickets, which 
range in price from 21 s. to Is. 3 </., can be obtained from 
Miss Eva Moore, 13, Kensington Square, W. 8 (Telephone, 
Western 1807), or from the National Sunday League, 
34, Red Lion Squaro, W.C.l. (Telephone, Holborn 1524). 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday , November 4.th . — Both the 
Speaker and the Leader of the House 
were again in their places, to the satis- 
faction of everybody, and particularly 
of the lady visitors, some of whom, it 
is reported, had threatened to sue the 
management if the star- per- 
formers continued to absent 
themselves. 

The Food-Controller has 
decided to fix a maximum 
price for eggs. Some Mem- 
bers greeted this decision 
with derisive cries of 11 No 
more eggs ! " hut others con- 
sidered it a timely precaution 
in view of the imminence of 
a General Election. 

Another sign of the times 
is the offer of a certain Con- 
servative Association to pro- 
vide its subscribing members 
with free insurance against Ki 

accidents in public vehicles. 

This was vehemently con- 
demned as unfair by General Page 
Croft, the leader of the “ Nationals;” 
his objection, I understand, being that 
the insurance does not cover Third- 
Party risks. 

The growing disrespect for estab- 
lished institutions is exciting alarm 
in Government circles. Lord Henry 
Bentinck actually had the temerity to 
ask this afternoon, “Is it not possible 
to take Lord Nouthcliffk a little (oo 
seriously?” and some Members 
laughed. Whore is this sort of 
thing going to end? 

The Bill to render womon elig- 
ible for the House of Commons 
passed its second reading without 
a division. But more than one 
Member expressed fears lost the 
charms of public life should prove 
more alluring than matrimony to 
gifted women. Sir Hedwouth 
Meux’s picture of a future Prime 
Ministross, distracted betwoen the 
rival claims of the Cradlo and the 
Cabinet, was drawn with strokes 
so broad as to bring down upon 
him an austere rebuke from both 
Front Benches. 

Tuesday , Nomnl>cr Kill. — 
Though Guy Faux bo reckoned 
among tho “ has-beens ” wo shall 
still have reason to “ romombor, 
romomber tho 5th of November.’' 

For on this day tho Prime Minis- 
ter, fresh from Versailles, read 
to tho House the terms, stern but 
not vindictive, on which Austria- 
Hungary has been allowed to go 
out of the War. 

It was tho worst day in the year 
that tho Irish Nationalists could 
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havechosentoput forward theiramazing , their chastisement more quietly than is 
proposition that Britain should not be j their wont. Mr. Dillon indeed seemed 
allowed to enter tho Peace Conference chiefly annoyed with Sir Edward Car- 
until she had granted Home Rule to son’s silence, and declared that he 
Ireland. Mr. T. P. O’Connor essayed was now “ King Carson and lord and 
the hopeless task of trying to rokindle master of Ireland.” Whereupon the 
in a thin House the dying embers of monarch uncoiled himself from the seat 
Liberal enthusiasm, damped almost to whence ho had watched tho debate and 

quietly observed, “ May I say 



EP1NG THE HOME HULK FIltES BURNING. 
Mr. T. P. O’Connor. 


that this is the tenth year of 
my reign?” — a useful re- 
minder that Liberals as well 
as Tories had failed to find a 
solution for the Ulster part 
of the Irish problem. 

The Resolution was watered 
down in deference to tho ob- 
jections of some British Home 
Rulers, but even in its diluted 
form was supported by only 
115 Members, including Nat- 
ionalists, Pacifists, and a few 
Liberal ex-Ministers, and was 
defeated by a majority of 81. 

Wednesday , November 6th. 
— Woman’s triumphal march 
continues. True, Mr. Mao 
extinction by Irish apathy about thejriiERSON said it was impossible, with- 
War. But even with some perfunctory out legislation, to grant commissions to 
help from Mr. Asquith and Mr. Samuel lady-doctors employed in military hos- 
ho could not blow it into a flame. In pitals, and there was no use therefore 
fact such beat as the debate engendered in “camouflaging ” them — his word, not 
was supplied by the Chief Secretary mine— with pips. But as a solatium 
and Mr. Bonar Law, who told tho tho llonso decided that, though Woman 
Irish home-truths about their conduct may not vote until she is thirty, she may 
during the War in languago almost as write herself M.P. (if she can find an 
vehement and volcanic as their own. obliging constituency) at twonty-one. 
On the whole the Nationalists took What is more, if she happens to bo 

a Peeress in her own right — and 
her brother-Peers are willing — 
there is nothing to prevent her 
sitting in both Houses, a tiling 
that no mere man can do. 

Thursday , November 7 th. — 
Lord Robert Cecil has invented 
a neat formula for dealing with 
the kind of questions that it is 
equally embarrassing to answer 
or ignore. “The points raised 
will not be forgotten,” he tells 
his inquisitors, and loaves them 
speechless. 

The Member who pleaded for 
tho release of the Irish prisoners, 
because many of thorn — “perhaps 
all of them ” — desired to bo' Can- 
didates at the coming Election, 
must, I think, have been misin- 
formed. For immediately after- 
wards another Member elicited 
the fact that in gaol they enjoy 
“a full, varied and most satisfying 
diet,” which is more than thoy 
would get just now in the House 
of Commons' dining-room. 

I am sure Colonel Burqoyne 
meant well when he suggested 
the amendment of the Parliament 
(Qualification of Women) Bill by 



KING CARSON. 

(Fancy portrait by Mr. Dillon.) 
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Instructor . “Never mind look tn< j at vr.u watcii, me l\d. /’//. tell yer when the War's over.’’ 


tho inclusion of clergymen within its 
scope. But tho clergy will hardly thank 
him for tho implied comparison. They 
aro rather tired of jokes about “tho 
clerical sox.” 

Tho mysterious relations of Lord 
Northcliffe to tho Ministry of In- 
formation aroused tho curiosity of many 
Members. Mr. Pringle, while prais- 
ing his recent forecast of tho pcaco 
terms as “ reasonable and moderate,” 
could not understand how he was al- 
lowed to put it forward as a private 
individual. Sir Edward Carson in- 
voighod against the impropriety of a 
subordinate ollicial of one Ministry 
being allowed to attack tho head of an- 
other, as Lord Northcliffe had done 
through his newspapers in the case of 
Lord Milner; while Mr. Dillon de- 
clared that tho Napoleon of journalism 
was at his old tricks and using private 
information to obtain the reputation of 
a prophet. 

Mr. Baldwin’s defence was that 
“ Napoleons will bo Napoleons.” Mr. 
Dillon, lie said, seemed to desire the 
appointment of a “Northcliffo Con- 
troller”; but that was impracticable. 
All our bravest mon aro too busy to 
take on tho job. 


THE KLIN El) PARTY. 

(No, not the Irish Pa riff this time.) 
His family, to mark tho hard’s 
Blankth birthday, for his sake 
Capitalised its sugar cards 
And sent him out a cake — 

A gift which very weleomo comes 
To armies marching on their turns. 

And so I begged in friendship’s name 
Some kindred souls to meet 
That eventide and wolf tho same, 
Washed down by coffee (neat) ; 

Just now there is apparent hero 
A painful paucity of beer. 

At noon there came — life can he 
hard — 

A sergeant to suggest 
That I should do a quarter-guard ; 

I kindly acquiesced ; 

Ono does with those who wear tho 
threo- 

Striped emblem of authority. 

The kindred spirits met that night, 

But though I was not there 
They did not bring one appetite 
This absence could impair ; 

My health they cordially ate, 

Leaving no heel-taps on the plate. 


And when at last I graced the scene, 

From sentry-go released, 

The clasp-knife (left for mo to clean) 

With which they ’d carved tho foast 
Boro on its blade my share (or lot), 
One currant and a greasy spot. 

Another Impending Apology. 

“Milk Surely. 

Ft was decided to agree to pay to tlio Food 
Control Committee a portion of the cost of 

extending the water main to Farm, 

Mr. — having agreed in (hat event to 

purchase twelve more cows .” — Essex Vapcr. 

“Colonel Roosevelt . . . wisely warns all 
whom it may concern : ‘ We should accept not 
controlled by Austrophils, nor is unconditional 
surrender of Cermany and her vassal allies 
Austria and Turkey, and which does not free 
the subject races of Austria and Turkey from 
the yoke of Austrian, Magyar, and Turk.' 
This shows how much clearer some things arc 
set'll at a distance .” — E veiling L , apcr. 

Wo infer that tho writer keeps an 
English gram mar at his elbow. 

“During the past few da rumours of tho 
abdication of tho Kaiser have been as thick as 
‘ autumnal leaves on the brooks of Ambrosia.’ ” 
Bristol Evening News. 

Wo aro unablo to trace tho quotation, 
but wo gather that tho writer wishes 
us to understand that Willi am has got 
it in tho nectar. 
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feeling particularly strong I ’ll tell you apples; also several other facts which 
what happened at my last course." I have mislaid. Once or twice I caught 
several Ellis blanched. “Go on,” he mur- Ellis looking at mein that spiteful way 


times to prevent mo from serving my mured between clenched teeth. 
King and country. At the time of 11 Well,” I continued, “ you 
writing ho has failed. But 
promise to bo alive when you see 


of his, and he seemed to be pretty thick 
with the Colour- Sergeant. By the 


Lime of “Well,” I continued, “you know with the Colour- Sergeant. By the 
I can't how important it is that one’s gas-mask occasional nods and winks that I inter- 
see this, should bo a perfect fit ? ” cepted I judged they wore enjoying 

Ellis only nodded. He was beyond some futile joke together. Just liko Ellis 


only nodded. He was beyond 

words. 

“So important is it,” I went on, 
that they will only tost your mask 


to demean himself with his inferiors in 
rank.” 

At length the day arrived for the 


because ho is very persistent, 

Why the authorities decided that I 
must do an anti-gas course I don’t 
know. But they did ; and the first 
person that I met at tho local II. Q. 

(Gas) was Ellis. 

II.Q. (Gas) is divided into two parts Chamber 
— the Gas Chamber and tho Gas Ante 

Chambor. Add to these the Gas Colour 4 _ 

Sergeant, tho Gas Corporal, several Colour- Sergeant and tho Corporal camo in a minute but for the gas-mask.” 
different kinds of oases, two tras- in to see how wo were getting on, they Ellis went first. Ho had to he half- 


while you are actually in a strong con- grand finale- the actual test of five 
centration of gas ; in short, in the Gas minutes all alone with one’s fears and 
itself. Masks were served ono’s mask in tho Gas Chamber. “ A 
out and we wore thrust at the bayonet’s concentration of chlorine,” said the 
point into tho fatal room. When the Colour- Sergeant, “that would kill you 


different kinds of gases, two gas- in to see how wo were getting on, they 
masks, and finally, of course, Ellis and found me pale but confident, for luckily pushed through tho fatal door that led 


mo, and you have tho 
scenery, properties and 
cast complete. I am 
the hero and the Colour- 
Sergeant is the villain ; 
the clown’s part is 
naturally reserved for 
Ellis. 

Tho first sceno is laid 
in tho Gas An to-Ch am- 
ber, and when tho cur- 
tain rises wo soo the 
Gas Colour- Sergeant, 
ably assisted by tho Gas 
Corporal, generating 
tho Ante-Chamber gas 
for all he is worth. This 
form of frightfulneas 
need not necessarily 
prove fatal if taken in 
moderate doses; in fact, 
as far as I know, its 
worst symptoms are 
yawning and an intonse 
desire to sleep. It in- 
cludes a short descrip- 
tion of the gases affected by Fritz, a my mask fitted mo, 



Burglar {dishirbtkl in the citur.tr of business). 
YKIl MIGHT *AV H A LOOK AT MY TONGUE. 
TIIE FLU.” 


from the Gas Ante- 
chamber to tho lethal 
apartment. Personally 
I didn’t think he took 
it at all well ; hub then 
what could one expect 
from a fellow like Ellis? 

Five minutes passed 
— ten minutes. I was 
j ust wonder i n g w liet h er 
I had not better boldly 
enter and extract tho 
orring Ellis cro it was 
too late, when in came 
the Gas Colour -Ser- 
geant and hustled me 
rudely towards the 
door. 

“ Your turn, Sir,” he 
said grimly. 

Cool though I was, 
1 hesitated a moment 
before 1 took tho plunge. 
But only for a moment. 
Murmuring the words, 
“An officer and a gen- 
But when they tleman ! ” I took a deep breath through 


1 Now you ’Air: 
My KKGLEtt 


woke ur, Doctor, 
MAN 'S DAHN W1V 


ghastly attempt at tho scientific nonion- came to tho other man, ‘Corporal,’ my respirator — “tho last pure air,” 1 
clature of their component parts, and a said tho Colour- Sergeant, ‘I ’m afraid thought, “that I may ever breathe on 
vast mass of undigested facts concern- you 've been careless again. This man’s earth.” Then I proudly flung topen tho 
ing their whims and habits. When tho mask doesn’t lit properly. There must portal, entered, and with oqual firmness 
Colour-Sergeant had to stop for more bo a leak somewhere.’ ‘ Sorry, Sir,’ closed tho door behind mo. 
oxygon tho Corporal carried on, until replied the Corporal, ‘but ’e ’ad such I was in a small and barely-furnished 
Ellis floored him with some more than a funny ’oad I couldn’t do nuffink wiv room. It was but dimly lit by a sloping 
usually impossible question. On tho it.’ Now 1 come to think of it, Ellis, skylight in tho roof. A plain deal table 
whole I think Ellis generated more gas the slope of his forehead and chin was and two wooden chairs stood against 
than either of them ; hut I am not sure, just liko yours. . . He was as dead as one wall, while opposite, on a steel 

because I succumbed to tho very first mutton,” I added sadly. platform in shape not unlike an ordinary 

whilf, and only woke up at lunch-time. Ellis swooned. kitchen range, stood the gas- cylinder, 

At lunch, feeling that Ellis had made That afternoon they fitted us with a stumpy iron affair, from which the 
a bigger fool of himself than usual, I gas-masks in tho open air. Even Ellis venomous gas w T as hissing through a 

determined to road him a lesson. 1 was satisfied with tho fit of his. Still, small hole near the top. 

began as follows : — tho lesson had done him good, for he And that was all. But horror! what 

“ Ellis, old man, have you made your ! seemed very thoughtful and talked far was that dark bundle in the corner that 
will?'* less than usual. lay so still? Even before I rolled it 

“No,” said Ellis in a startled voice. During tho next few days we sniffed over, instinct told mo the whole dreadful 
“Why?” at mustard gas, wept at tear-gas and truth. It was Ellis! 

“Really,” I answered seriously, “I’m | sneezed at sneezing gas. We learnt I rushed for the door. It was locked, 
afraid you don’t grasp tho dangers we ; that phosgene smells of lilac, mustard I banged on it and yelled. My voice 
are called upon to face. If you are j gas of onions and lachrymatory of pine- sounded hollow, being muffled by the 
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lubber nozzle in my mouth. I yelled 
again, thereby filling the mask with air 
and blowing off the nose cap. 

And then, faint and subtle, came the 
smell. Gently, irresistibly, it forced its 
way through rubber and chemicals and 
all. So 1 was done for — cut off in tho 
prime of my health and beauty. I 
sobbed aloud, then grew strangely 
calm. I knew now there had boon 
sotno hideous mistake. This was no 
chlorine. It was the deadly mustard 
gas ; for the smell was the smell of 
onions. 

“ They have lied to mo,” I murmured. 
“The mask will not save mo here.” 

So saying, I sank to tho ground and 
knew no more. 

A roar of laughter woke mo. I j 
opened my eyes. Ellis was standing | 
in tho middle of the room, braying like | 
tho silly ass he is. The Colour- Sergeant j 
and the Corporal were sitting by the 
table. A white cloth had been spread J 
and oil the centre reposed tho gas : 
cylinder, open now but still emitting ! 
fumes. | 

Then it hurst upon mo that this ! 
couldn’t bo the Gas Chamber after all. | 

“Tho Chamber! ” I gasped. “ Whero 
is it ? ” 

Tho Colour- Sergeant pointed his well- 
loaded knife towards the door I had 
entered by. 

“The little room on the oihor side! 
of the Ante-Chamber,” he said, and 
deftly flicked the knife-load into his 
mouth. 

“I wish they’d give us tripe and 
onions ovory day,” sighed the Corporal. 



THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

XV1TI. 


“ L J.l. RET THU old Kaiser's fair mad with our JOHNNIE ! Them Germans ’ave ’ai> 
I OUR years to ’it him, and they ain’t done it yet— and ’e comes home on leave 

JO-MORRKK ! ” 


Conversation on Chapter XGIV. 

Gcortjc . There are two things I don’t 
quite understand. How is it that Swit- 
zerland, which has always boon a re- 
public, was full of kings and emperors 
at this time? And why did they 
have. such funny names — “Tino”atid 
“ Ferdie ” and so on ? 

Mrs . M. Your perplexity, my dear 
George, is quite intelligible. Switzer- 
land was invaded by sovereigns, but 
they did not reign in Switzerland. They 
were attracted by the salubrity of tho 
climate and other potent considerations, 
in which the instinct of self-preserva- 
tion predominated. As I remarked to 
you on a former occasion there is an 
involuntary sympathy which one feels 
for tho unfortunate, a’hd the sufferings 
of exiled families naturally appeal to 
tho generous instincts of ingenuous 
youth. But compassion needs to be 
tempered with justice, and few of these 
sovereigns wero worthy of unstinted 


commiseration. Their very names prove 
this, for kings and eminent persons 
who are habitually spoken of by de- 
rogatory nicknames or abbreviations 
are seldom, if ever, deserving of our re- 
spect. Charlemagne was never called 
“ Charlie,” nor was our great sovereign, 
Alfred the Great, ever referred to as 
“ A If.” 

Richard. But. how about “ Bluff King 
Hal ” and “ Good Queen Bess ”? 

Mrs. M. King Henry VIII., as I 
think I impressed upon you in dealing 
with his reign, was not in all respects 
an estimable character. Indeed in one 
of our conversations you yourself, Rich- 
ard, alluded to him as “that good-for- 
nothing king.” Tho rapidity with which 
he contracted, and the unscrupulous- 
ncss with which he terminated, his 
matrimonial alliances must always bo 
regarded as a blot on his record. And 
Queen Elizabeth was a mistress of 
, dissimulation, arbitrary in her ways, 


haughty in her manners and addicted 
to sad extravagance in her toilet. 

Mar if. PJcaso tell us something about 
the Court jesters in this reign. 

Mrs. M. The office of Court jester 
had long been abolished, but public 
buffoons still flourished, whoso business 
it was to rove about and exhibit their 
talents at public meetings or to indulge 
in intellectual gymnastics in the news- 
papers. They no longer wore a special 
uniform, but were generally recognis- 
able by eccentricities of dress or of ap- 
pearance. As one of tho writers of the 
time, Dr. Wells, observes, “ None of 
them had tho dignity and restraint of 
tho great Victorians, the Corinthian 
1 elegance of Ruskin, tho Teutonic ham- 
mer-blows of Carlyle ; ” and he goes 
on to mention two who “ thrust a shame- 
less obesity upon the public attention.” 
And this was, of course, all tho more 
reprehensible at a timo when there was 
! a considerable shortage of food. 
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MY DIARY. 

It is absurd to say that wo wore unaffected by the War. 
I myself, for instance, bad becomo a Volunteer quite early in 
the revived career of this particular branch of Ilis Majesty’s 
service. 1 bad suffered the slings and arrows of an out- 
rageous sergeant-major, who dealt with us on the square 
at Chelsea -Barracks as if wo were a pack of sin all boys 
in our first term at school. 

14 Don’t touch your lice ! ” ho would roar. “ Don’t touch 
it, I toll you. It’s marked out for the beauty prize, and 
you can't improve it, no matter what you do.” 

This was perhaps one of the mildest pieces of well-studied 
sarcasm that Sergeant-Major Hatton hurled at his squad 
of Volunteer Officers. Those who enjoyed the amenities 
of tho Cholsoa Barrack square were supposed to go back 
to tho centres from which they came and spread tho latest 
military knowledge over tho rural districts of England. 

But it was not to talk of Volunteering that 1 began this 
article. It was in order to draw your attention to my 
diary, and to show you how this inanimate thing gradually 
wrapped itself up in the War and ceased to take an interest 
in anything else. I can only explain what T mean by telling 
you that it bocamo infused with a sort of life of its own, 
and many a tiino l caught it nudging mo when 1 wished to 
sot down any of tho ordinary bald statements that are to 
ho found in every solf-rospecting diary. It tried, I am sure, 
to withdraw itself from my writing-table, or, failing that, 
to got itself lost under an accumulation of papers, or to 
cross tho nibs of my favourite pens, or commit some other 
perversity. At tho time 1 tried to explain these actions 
on rationalistic theories. Now I know better and am sure 
that my diary was absorbed in tho War, and was trying 
to prevent mo from writing about anything else. 

Ho matters went on until the Spring of this year, when 
tho great Gorman offensive was being pushed with what 
then scorned to us overwhelming force. I remember one 
particular ovening when I was trying to write in tho diary 
something about ration hooks. My diary protested. I 
tried it with one shortage after another. It refused every 
ono of them and kept me strictly to military affairs, showing 
a particular delight in the oxport optimism of “D.” of 
The Westminster Gazette. 

Then one overling arrived the glorious news of Marshal 
Boon's counter-offensive. My diary showed great agita- 
tion and insisted on having tho details, meagre enough 
at tho moment, written into it. The pages simply crackled 
with omotion as 1 obeyed the command. Thenceforth there 
was no contest between my diary and mo. Wherever it 
led, I followed, and so together, under the impulse of the 
British and their gallant Allies, wo rolled up and swallowed 
as it wore mile upon mile of tho devastated land of Branco. 

From that moment wo never looked hack, hut kept 
steadily eastward all tho time. Then came Bulgaria’s 
defection; then Turkey fell out, and Austria-Ilungary was 
in convulsions; and at last the great Panjandrum himself, 
with the little round* button on top, began to crack ami 
collapse and talk of an armistice. In my joyful revulsion 
of fooling my diary shared to the full. Indeed I noticed 
with some apprehension that it was swelling visibly, though 
this may have been due to its absorption of some parti- 
cularly succulent newspaper articles recording our victories. 

Yostorday, when I went to take it from its shelf I could 
not find it. I have searched for it high and low and still 
it is in tho ranks of tho missing. I can only attribute its 
loss to tho fever of delight to which it was stirred by 
reCont glorious events. Tho reaction from gloom must have 
been too sudden, and I assume that it did away with itself 
in a spasm of spiritual ecstasy. 


A TRUE TWISTER. 

A short time ago I was tho happy possessor of throe 
boxes of wooden matches. They were not like war-time 
matches. They were of the best pine-long, largo, squaro- 
cut and actually capable of being ignited. I was proud of 
such possessions and guarded them jealously from the pre- 
datory fingers of Jane and her mistress. I hid them in a 
little drawer behind three pairs of old gardening gloves. 
Sometimes, when my mood was prodigal, I would sfcriko 
one to light a cigarette. It gave me a fooling of reckless 
egotism which, some say, comes only to Emperors. I had 
my moments of happiness in those days. 

It was tho forenoon of Wednesday tho thirtieth day of 
October of this year and 1 was adjusting tho set of tho 
celery bed when my attention was diverted by a clamour 
in the house. 

“ That 's Turkey,” I said to mysolf as I cast down tho 
spado and propared to join tho carnival. “ Of course,” I 
mused, “ it may ho Austria — or both.” 

As I entered tho dim portion of tho hall which leads to 
tho garden I was aware of many figures gyrating in 
front of mo. They wore Hinging their arms about enthu- 
siastically. 

“Hurrah!” I shouted. “ Is it Austria?” My foot grated 
on something. 

I picked it up. It was a match — large, long, square- 
cut and of the best pine. 

I skated over another ono. Tho hall was covered with 
them. 

“Hello! Here’s Uncle Harry,” cried my worst nephew, 
Happing his unbuckled Ham Browne. “ Come along, old 
bean, and try a twister." 

“A ‘twister’?” I said, still fascinated by tho sea of 
matches. 

“ Yes," they exclaimed severally and in chorus. “ Haven’t 
you read to-day's Punch ? llow tho Scotsman Hipped the 
matches — they went ping — like a spent builot — the rotary 
movement does it.” 

I stared at them blankly. 

“It’s an excollont leg-pull,” remarked the Colonol, cal- 
lously striking three successive matches to light his pipe. 

“ I ’ve been howling googlios with ’em and they didn’t 
even murmur,” said my second -worst, nephew. “ But,” he 
added, producing a cavernous wallet, “ they ’re very useful 
little firosticks all tho same.” 

“I said it couldn’t bo clone,” exclaimed Margery; “I 
said it before wo found the matches.” 

“Bound the matches?” I repeated dully, and instantly 
know the worst without going any further into tho matter. 

I picked up the remnant joylessly. 

I hesitate to cast aspersions upon my own kin, nor do 1 
like my thoughts to dwell suspiciously upon tho Colonol, 
who is an old and valued friend, but nevertheless it is a 
fact that, the matches we gathered up filled indifferently 
hut ono box. 

'At present l am waiting patiently; waiting until Mr. 
Punch, following his usual custom, publishes the index to 
his volume which is now in tho making. I shall then 
becomo acquainted with my enemy and denounce him for 
the fraud ho is. 

I know ho is one because I, in privacy, have lost or 
mutilatod tho remaining matches without the faintest 
semblance of success. 

Our Heroes on the Home Front. 

“Tho Chairman of the Council, passing along Queen Stroofc yester- 
day, noticed a man struggling to get an oil barrel on a high waggon. 
Without hesitation, he took off his coat and assistod.” — Local Taper* 




Cabby. “’E’s in the best of ’ealth, Mum, but always was a bit of a dueameb — will dwell on the time when *k won 

THE DEBBY.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Bij Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Camilla (Hoddkr and Stoughton) is to my thinking a 
singularly difficult story to get hold of. When Camilla, a 
young American recuperating from the fatigues of divorcing 
her husband, was plunged into the Nancarrow family circle, 
her confusion of mind was only equalled by my own. Per- 
haps this effect was the deliberate intent of Miss Elizabeth 
Kobins ; if so her success was certainly complete. As for 
the Nancarrows, for whom she seemed to claim admiration, 
frankly I found them detestable. The one member who 
had any vitality was definitely a bad lot, the others wero 
inane, and the whole family snobs unmitigated. But while 
I understood and shared Camilla's feelings towards this 
unattractive household her other difficulties seemed to lack 
probability. Such insularities, for example, as “laces” for 
shoes, or what one might call the como-and-find-me arrange- 
ment of breakfast dishes on a side table, presented problems 
for which I should have expected to find her better equipped. 
Has American literature no books of travel and exploration 
that might have prepared her for these emergencies ? Any- 
how, having overcome the shoe and sausage obstacles and 
got horself engaged to the least intelligent Nancarrow , 
Camilla folt that she had earned a rest, and went back to 
America to enjoy it. But it was too late. Not even the 
purer air of her native land, where “ strings ” are strings 
and you can see what they are giving you for breakfast, 
could restore a spirit bemused with Nancarrows. In the end, 
after an encounter with her former husband, we leave 
Camilla disengaged, sinking between two stools into (ap- 


parently) a permanently astonished celibacy. Somehow I 
cannot think that so clover a writer as Miss Eomnh can 
have found her very inspiring company. 


Mr. Eden Phillpotts, pursuing his tour among the 
industries of England, takes us in The Spinners (IIeinemann) 
to the district of Bridport. Although he gives us some 
information about spinning, he is moro concerned with the 
spinners, and especially with one, Sabina Dinnett. The 
tale is a tragedy, and in its concluding scenes is very real 
and powerful ; but it suffers from Mr. Phillpotts’ growing 
habit of deserting his main theme for matters of relatively 
trivial importance. His quaint pictures of the love affairs 
of three middle-aged people would be well enough in their 
proper place, but hero wo are concerned with a serious 
problem, and he loses grip when he leaves it. The question 
whether a man of education, whose passion is dead, ought 
to marry a working-class girl by whom he has had a child 
is not a new one, but Mr. Phillpotts handles it with great 
skill. Among the minor characters I givo the badge of 
merit to Mr. Churchousc , a dear old local author who 
admitted on his death-bed that books which he profossod 
to have received from anonymous admirers had been sent 
by himself. And the medal for idiocy ought certainly to 
be handed to a Mr. Waldron , a person with no ideas outside 
sport, whoso conversation, as usual with this typo, was 
insufferably tiresome. 

Many a student at the Bar and many an embryo 
policeman must have entered upon his career with the 
high criminological ideals which form the thesis of Miss 
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Jeanette Lke’h The Green Jacket (Skeffington), but few lias done a thoroughly good hit under General Pershing, 
can havo been long in the business before they lost her with Marjory hard at work as near him as she could get. 

illusion that the prevention of crime or the reform of the 

criminal can bo “ all done by kindness/’ Even after reading There appears no special reason (other than the general 
this fascinating story of the disappearance of the Mason difficulty of finding a title for anything) why Miss Dorothy 
emeralds and the detection of the thief by Millicent Pkrcival should havo given to her story of life in a Canary 
Newberry , the lady sleuth, and after paying due attention Island the name Footsteps (Lane). Because the special foot- 
to the deductive arguments of the latter, I still think that steps, the sound of which made tne heroine sit up — literally, 
existing systems are quite kind enough to felons and mis- you can see her doing it on the illustrated wrapper — only 
demeanants and that enough latitude is provided for them by came once, and that to the ultimate regret of the wicked 
the Borstal and similar systoms. But perhaps in America, owner, who got nothing by his intrusion but a blow on the 
whore the events take place, human nature is different and head from the heroine’s candlestick. Daphne was the lady’s 
better. Again, however rude it may seem to criticise coldly name, and she had migrated to the Canaries with a father 
and harshly so polite and warm-hearted a book, there are whose morals (and footsteps) were both of them unsteadiod 
two questions I must put to the author : If Oswald Mason by alcohol. To such an extent indeed that when an affluent 
and his wife really loved each other with the concentrated but (in two senses) impossible suitor, with the rightly 
passion which is suggested, how on earth did they manage handicapping name of Gonsalves , petitioned for the lady’s 
to keep secret from each other those very actions upon hand, papa professed to see no just impediment to the union, 
which the whole mystery depends? And, if they did not Not so however Daphne nor the handsome young English 


love each other, what did the 
mystery matter, since the 
crime did nobody any harm 
and was never meant to ? But 
let the reader not trouble him- 
self with those nice points or 1 
question too closely whether 
Miss Newberry actually dis- 
plays those gifts of deduction 
and manipulation which her 
advertised title of 11 a lady j 
Sherlock Holmes ” would in- : 
dicate ; let him road the story ( 
for himself, taking up the ! 
challenge of the same adver- 1 
tisement, which proclaims that J 
11 the impenetrable mystery | 
will baffle him until the very 
sentence in which the secret 
is revealed.” 



engineer with the readyfisfc and 
general Ralph Rackstraiv man- 
ner. But, to save her father, 
Daphne temporised, till Gon- 
salves lost patience, and be- 
haved in the ungentlemanly 
fashion and with the humi- 
liating result indicated above. 
All of which goes to prove 
that if you must read in bed it 
is as well to do so by the light 
of a large-size candle. Also 
! that life in the Canaries is not 
(so to speak) all groundsel. 
To sum up, Miss Percival has 
written a lively story, with a 
touch of real originality about 
the relations of the father and 
I daughter, but otherwise follow- 
ing conventional lines, as those 
are understood in fiction rather 
than every -day life. 


Monte Covington „ as good aj 
sort as ever did nothing but 

amuso his lordly American self | " i Mr. Louis Wilkinson has 

all lound the world and all | committed the fault common 

the year round (how incredible I < onkcii.ntjoch Objector voi.um-kerb for the Army f clover vountr novelists of 
that sounds to-day !). married I ° CL '™ T ° 0F “ ~ 

pretty Marjory Stockton at a moment's notice, merely to j first book — A Chaste Man (Heinemann) — all sorts of 
convenience her in her plans for having a good care free things that happen to be in his imagination or experience, 
time likewise. No obligations or responsibilities on cither without jinv miriinnhr rPfT'llvl fnr flioir nui'i.innnr>a In liia 
side, you understand. I betray none of Mr. Frederick 


Orin Bartlett’s secrets in tolling you this much, because 
the ©vent occurs within the first hundred pagos of The 


without any particular regard for their pertinence to his 
theme. But clever the book undoubtedly is, and interesting 
throughout, which, after all, leaves one little to grumble at. 
Oliver Lawrence, a journalist publisher, has married a 

He consoles himself for 


m \ 1 11 , ~ u. jwuiuiuiou ju 

IriJUrs ( Methuen) ; and really there can be no socrecy suburban and grown tired of her. uhubou >ui 

about the further fact that they spent the remaining his lack of judgment in this supreme matter by philandering 
c lap eis of an agreeable story in learning to wish for and with the virginal Olga. The dangerous game of the chaste 
tonally attaining precisely that hampering element which flirtation is made unbearable by the girl’s awakening; 
they had so flouted at first— namely, love. Frankly, they and I should like to testify to the skill and charm of 
weie rather a pair of noodles to be so slow about it, and this portrait of an adorable adolescent. Oliver breaks his 
one tolt inclined to give them an occasional shove along new chain and goes back to make tho best of his old 
the right way; but they got there all right — long before the bondage in a sensible disillusioned way. There are other 
DacK cover is reached, the wad of advertisements being good cartoons and caricatures, and I will prophesy. Mr. 
f 1 *, ; , 8 , 8l ! mui . av y hardly does the book justice, since Wilkinson a notable future if he won’t put all his rough 

ant-hm* 0 ?^ r* ° re . a ^y desirable people, and tho sketch-book jottings to date into every picture he tackles* 

n fl ? 1 *J 1,catol y an< ? cheerfully to show the There are two profound puzzles: where did old Flynn, Olga's 
\! at are sei !°J 19 ‘ Nonetheless his putative father, got all the whiskey that he and Oliver 
their actions are not honestly in accord, and drank together; and where did Oliver get the ten half- 
at th Z* iw J^ a i tlei l Ce w i ,th ,ns,nco ptiy does stir a little sovereigns he paid out to his little contributor ? I haven’t 

* LnAvm^n i en< * 8 0l ? a t 110 * 0 °f war as as mentioned that there is a murder as part of the pot-pourri, 
of honeymoon, and I have no doubt that by now Monte Quite a nice and appropriate one. P ^ P 
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Much satisfaction is felt that, as a up to now used her arms with honour." 
result of the armistice, the War will Nothing, you will observe, is said about 
not, after all, interfere with the General her legs. 

Election. * * 

* We understand that, with the view of 

During the Peace celebrations in giving his attention to moro important 
London a cost ermongor placed his don- matters, Herr Ebert has decirlod to 
key in the cart and himsolf pushed it accopfc abdications only on alternate 
through the streets, afterwards leaving ! Fridays. 


“Germany," says Field -Marshal Controller will take the first opportunity 
Hindenburg in a proclamation, “ lias of placing whalefiesli on tho market." 


it in the road and going home, 
supposed that he was excited. 


It is' 


‘Not long ago," says the Berliner 


Tho Kaiser has promised the Dutch 
authorities not to foster counter-revo- 
lutionary ideas, and wo understand that 


Tageblatt , “ the Kaiser clearly declared I the Dutch authorities arc of the opinion 
that lie hated war." If this is not j “ 

true it is certainly a very clover 
invention. 

An Amsterdam message stated 
that tho Ex-Crown Prince of Ger- 
many was lying ill at Maastricht 
with brain fever. We have the 
best reason for doubting this. 

Charged with boating his wife, 
a Bermondsey packer alleged that 
he was celebrating tho end of the 
War. Upon his promising not to 
do this sort of thing at the end of 
the next war he was discharged. 

Several of the experts who had 
been busy tolling us that the War 
would last till next Spring com- 
plain that Germany capitulated 
on purpose. * 

“ Ireland," says a Dublin pa- 
per, “ will not be slow to tako up 
the work of reconstruction." In 
this connection we are informed 
that Sligo's. October recruit has 
written to know if lie can have | 
the five pounds in cash, instead of 1 
putting the Recruiting Committee ! 
to all that trouble. 



5=fV 


Sergeant. “ ’Em*:, Samson, you THOT along to the 

REGIMENTAL BAUIUOU AN ’ LET ’lM GIVE H)L 'HIE 

Delilah cut.” 


We know a number of distinguished 
anglers who would be happy to place 
their private herds of pedigree whales 
at Mr. Clyneh’ disposal. 

‘V 

Tho Canine Dofence League lias an- 
nounced its intention of providing a 
home for unwanted dogs. Borne pre- 
mature excitement was caused in dog 
circles by a short sighted hull-terrier 
who read “ham "instead of “home." 

An unfortunate incident happened in 
a grocer’s shop last week. It seems 
that upon being served with his 
jam ration a City gentleman mis- 
took it for nn ink blot and tried 
to erase it with india-rubber. 

Tho American elections, after 
j all, appear bo have been rather 
! tamo. At Denver only twenty-six 
| people wore injured and three 
motor-cars smashed. 

Wo are authorised to state that 
at their recent mooting Mr. Lloyd 
George and the Liberal Party re- 
cognised each other quito easily. 

At a recent Red Cross sale a 
Blenheim Orange apple was sold 
for twenty - ono pounds. It is 
pointod out however that peoplo 
j should not attend Red Cross sales 
with the idea of picking up bar- 
gains like this. 


A contemporary remarks that 
the sale of eggs by weight is not 
the host of methods. Borne of 
tho eggs ono meets nowadays 
might well have been sold by 
sound. 


that the promise is fully worth tho 
paper it was written on. 

“In one London club," says a gossip V :: 

writer, “ they charged me a shilling for Tho price of blood sausages has been 

a spot of whiskey.” Some people don’t fixed at a shilling a pound. Wo are From a report of Mr. Baleoi. r’h 
seem to recognise that there’s apeace on. still of opinion that the only proper speech at the Guildhall : 

course was to inborn them all. 

“All German vessels," ran a radio :; V :: 

message sent out by the Gorman Gov- Tho result of the War was foretold 
eminent, “should mako for the nearest centuries ago, says The Christian Science 
port." A number of our own mer- Monitor . A reference, of course, to 
chantmen, on hearing that tho armis- the famous mot, il Parturit Mans ct 
tice had been signed, did precisely the exit ridiculus Pntss ." 
same thing and drank tho King’s health V ;: 

in it. ... * Master plumbers at Ashton-under- .... 

* Lyne have decided to charge by the shopublic in this country soon 

It is expected that some sections of hour. Tho old custom, in tho profos- ■ 

the Defence of the Realm Regulations sion generally, was to charge by the 
will be modified at once. It is there- amount of damage done, 
fore possible that our newspapers will *#* 

shortly be able to tell us what sort of “It is to ba hoped," writes a corre- 

weather we had the week before. spondent in the Press, “ that the Food- 


First Fruits of Peace. 

•‘Lost, Drown Cat, plump, since WVdnes- 
duy.”— Provincial Paper. 


•Tho Serbian soldiers were assured of hav- 
ing their mead of fame.” —Sunday Paper. . 

Whatever their favourite beverage may 
he they liavo certainly earned it. 

“ Republics have evidently arisen in Vienna 
and Budapest . " — K retting Paper. 

And it looks as if wo might have a 


Thore was an old lady of Crowe 
Who was horribly frightened of flu : 
She spoilt her complexion 
Through fear of infection, 

Having fixed on a gas-mask with glue. 


VOL. CLV. 
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COALS OF FIRE. 

When Fritz had worked his various spells, 
Murder and arson, loot and ravage, 

Ilia poisoned gas aud poisoned wells 
And all tho othor Touton hells 

That tend to make a Tommy savage; 

When through the smoke of reeking lands, 

Of plundered shrine and tortured city, 

Ho saw the bright avenging brands 
And, lifting up his dirty hands, 

Cried 11 Kamerad ! ” and whined for pity; 

T. Atkins, of tho generous soul 

(Purple till now with raging passion), 

Would bind his wounds and niako him whole 
And let tho blighter share his dolo 
Of fags and rum and bully ration. 

0 fair onsample, far too high 
For all hut saints (you’d think) to imitate! 

Yet, lost my enemy should die, 

1 must curtail tho meals that I 
Within the Food-Controller’s limit ate. 

I too, it seems, must show sublime, 

And let my fare by Huns ho eaten 
Who whooped for William all the time 
And gloried in his every crime 
(Barring tho sin of being beaten). 

J must accept, to servo their need, 

Tho humour of the whole position ; 

Must further stint my frugal feed 
And, to revive tho Prussian breed, 

Fnduro tho pangs of inanition; 

Co short of fat aud shy of lean, 

Reduce tho pot I hoard my jam in, 

From lust of lard my spirit wean 
And prune my slab of margarine 
To save the gentle foe from famine. 

Well, if J choose to treat his case 
As though he wore my heart’s own jewel, 

And with a sweet and smiling grace 
Heap coals of lire upon his face 
(Rare in tho present dearth of fuel) ; 

If thus I let tho Bosch go shares 
And for his loaf subscribe my leaven, 

Though I may give myself no airs 
L am an angel (unawares) 

And ought by rights to ho in heaven. O. S. 

Renaissance. 

“New-laid reappeared at Covent Garden t)ii< morning after 

r.ithor lengthy absence.”- Evening I'ajjcr, 

“ Would Young Man in Blue Car arriving at Coweaddcns Subway 
on Monday evening, 21st Oct., G p.m., who lit matches to assist 
woman to find three-penny piece, or any other person who heard con- 
ductress's remarks, would bo very much appreciated by referring to 
0,7$), News Office.” — Glasgow Evening Kcu\'. 

Wo like tho opening of the story very much, and hope that 
9,799 will give us the soquol with tho same clarity of stylo. 

“People stood still with tho papers in their hands, gazing into 
vacancy, soping— there is no other word— with tho stern and splendid 
news .” — Manchester E coning Chronicle, 

Suroly there must bo another word, if one could only 
think of it. 


THE TOUCH OF NATURE. 

(Being a leaf from the diary of Professor Septimus Fust , 
F.G.S., FM.G.S., etc,) 

November 11th, — Armistice signed. An end at last of tho 
Titanic struggle. I hope the pppulation will comport itself 
becomingly over this. Nnlhusiasm thoro must bo, but I 
have always maintained that victory should be celebrated 
in a quiet and dignified manner, befitting the prestige of 
a great nation. It should be a period of recueillemcnt , of 
rotrospect. 

I have been rather rudely interrupted just now by the 
abrupt entrance of my landlady. She is, or was, a sedate 
i woman and her behaviour has somewhat shocked and 
j offended mo. She dashed into my sanctum and nearly 
swept off the table some of my Oolitic fossils which I was 
rearranging to include a new specimen ( Cerithium sub- 
scalar t forme), A coloured streamer was pinned on her 
chest and a small Union .lack was stuck in the coils of 
her coiffure. Decidedly grotesque. 

“ Oh, Sir,” she said, “ have you hoard the noos ? Do you 
know ? ” She then billowed up to me (she is a woman of 
largo proportions), seized my hand and for one dizzy mo- 
ment 1 feared that she would embrace me. 

“You refer, of course,” 1 said, releasing myself from her 
moist palm as quickly as possible, “ to the cessation of hos- 
tilities. We have, indeed, every cause for gratitude that the 
unleashed forces of the world are checked ” 

“ l suppose you won't bo in for lunch an’ dinner, Sir?” 
she broke in. 

“ Why not?” 1 inquired coldly. 

“Cos I ’m going to be out,” she snapped; “and p'r’aps 
I won’t bo home till morning, neither.” 

I stared. And then it occurred to mo that probably 
the poor creature’s mind, never calculated to bear much 
strain, had become temporarily unhinged. I decided to 
humour her. 

“Why, of course,” I said soothingly. “But do you 
think,” 1 added with tact, “ that you ought to go out in 
your present condition ? Try a little repose, bathing of the 
temples and palms of tho hands with somo restorative ” 

I am sorry to say that she interrupted me again, this 
timo by bouncing out of the room and slamming the door. 
And I have just heard the frontdoor slam too. Ira furor 
brevis est. But her departure makes it rather awkward 
for me, as I must go out and tako my meals at a restaurant 
— a thing I have always disliked. As I have to go out 1 
might call and see ono of my colleagues and show him tho 
now Oolite fossil. It should interest him. 

November 12th, — I wish to record here at once that it 

was all McQuirk’s doing. Had I not come across him 

But I had better tabulate the events in tho order of their 
occurrence. 

On leaving home yesterday morning I arrived at my col- 
league’s house (after much difficulty, owing to tho extreme 
congestion of the traffic), only to discover .that everyone 
was out and tho place completely deserted. As I retraced 
my steps, intending to find somo quiet corner for luncheon, 
McQuirk came upon me. 1 have never cultivated his friend- 
ship, as I always lesented his boisterous manner, and I was 
not at all pleased to meet him now. But directly he saw mo 
he seized mo by the arm and shouted out, “ Hello, Septimus, 
what about the JIuns, eh ? ” 

I looked round, apprehensive that dome acquaintance 
might see me in company with such a maniac. He was 
bedecked from head to foot with the flags of most nations ; 
in ono hand he carried a small boil and in the other a vari- 
coloured hooter, upon which he blew loud blasts with un- 
remitting fervour. “ Come along with mo, old chap,” bo | 
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Her filer . “Say, mate, ykk hat’s on stratoii 


went on, still holding mo by tbo arm, 1 and 1 11 wake j 

you lip.” . i 

1 would have explained iny views to him on renunllemcnt ; 
and retrospoct but for tbo hooter, which was a bar to any; 
sustained conversation. He swept me along till wo came , 
to a bouse whom some friends of bis resided. Hero light : 
refreshment was being circulated. Though inclined to tem- 
perance ) was persuaded to celebrate the occasion. I 

1 do not know bow long wo stayed (continuing to (ado- , 
brate tbo occasion), but, on someone’s suggestion, we all j 
went out ultimately in a body and secured a conveyance., 
I do not remember thinking it singular at the time that 
fifteen of ns got into one taximeter-cab; I do recall, how- 
ever, that l was very insistent about going on to the top, 1 
cannot think why, for in that position it is difficult to 
| retain one’s equilibrium. McQuirk was on the top with 
| mo, and someone kept making ear-splitting noises with a 
1 hooter. 1 discovered later that it was myself. 

About the following events I cannot be quite clear. I 
have only a general impression of noise and cheering and 
laughter; of many times slipping off tbo top of the convey- 
ance and as many times being replaced , of being the centre 
of a group of young officers and singing as loudly as any 
of thorn, “ What, are wo when we're out of a job ? How- 
wow ! ” Also of an exuberant dinner somowhore, and of 
McQuirk’s accompanying mo homo at a very late hour, 
while I was conscious of assuring him that he had always 
been my best, my vory best friend, and shaking hands 

wifch^iim repeatedly. 


All this happened yesterday. Only this morning am I 
beginning to realise it wijli growing horror. 1 note that 
my landlady is less respectful — though perhaps more 
friendly — in her attitude. 1 fear I may never get hor hack 
to her former footing. Kurthcr, on looking over my Oolite 
fossils J suddenly remember giving the Cvnthium sub- 
sralari forme to the cab driver and imploring him to keep 
it for my sake. 

My landlady has just been in, and said with what 
approximated to a snigger, “ I supposo you won’t be going 
j out again to-day, Sir?” The woman has nettled me. 
Why shouldn’t 1 go out? I can prepare my lecture on the 
' Affinities of the IWniotjlossa to-morrow. Am 1 to sit hero 
calmly writing while outside there are celebrations of the 

greatest victory in history, the most colossal Where s 

my bat? There it is, and ah, yes, the hooter. I think I H 
step round to MeQuirk’s and see if lie has made any plans 
to-day for a further celebration of the occasion. 

A Study in Irish “Detachment/’ 

‘ Tchf Topics. 

Phamix Park, coming at the tail-end of an unutterably dull \'cc '» 
was a sort of pipe-open* t.” -Sunday Independent (Dublin), Aor. lOln* 

*»Tho American Wireless learns that the Herman authorities in 
Belgium have given notice to the coal-mining companies that all men 
and animals should bo brought out of the pits, that all raw matci ia 
should be delivered to Hermans, and that the mines will he flestro)U . 
This is in fragrant violation of Gormuny’s Note of Oc tone ^ 

“The offence is rank ; it smells to Heaven.” 
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Keep Smiling 

I HAVE often told you that there 
is a smile in every glass of my 
delicious contents. Here you see 
one of my smiles looking through 
one of my dimpled sides. 

But for Government and trade restrictions 
you would see my smile broaden into a 
beam of pure delight. Some of my 
admirers write to say, “ Why can I not 
obtain your Whisky at . . . . ? ” These 
enquiries come from magnates in the City, 
magnates in the West End, magnates in the 
Provinces throughout the United Kingdom. 
Many enquirers say, “ I lunch or dine at 

Restaurant of world-wide fame, 

but when I ask for Haig & Ilaig Whisky 
the answer sometimes is, ‘We cannot 
obtain supplies.’ ’’ 

Many excellent people who arc unable to obtain 
supplies write us asking why we continue to adver- 
tise goods that they are unable to purchase. Our 
answer is : “We advertise to maintain our position 
in uncontrolled Markets.” 



In time the Home Market will he uncontrolled and 
our advertisements of the quality of our Whisky 
will then entitle us to ask the equivalent value. 

Ours is the “ Sheraton” quality, and our customers 
are willing to pay the “ Sheraton ” price. 

Moral: Government controls price only. We 
control the quality. We are building 
a House for “ After the War.” 

Haig &Haig Five Stars 

ScotsWKisky 

Head Office : 

57 Southwark Street, LONDON, S.E.l 


M Y famous con- 
tents are ex- 
ported in this bottle, 

Africa is calling 
for me 

India is calling 
for me 

Ceylon is calling 
for me 

Egypt is calling 
for me 

Are you ? 
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GOOD lUCK flOW NANN I C . BROUGHT VIOIL # 

“Y 71GIL” Silk is pure Silk and its wonder- 
V ful durability a great economy. It is not 
mixed with cotton for cheapness nor weighted 
with tin to give a false impression of quality. 

In plain White Pastel Shades, Khaki, Stripes, etc.— for Laci es’ wear, Men’s 
wear, Children's wcar-for blouses, Dresses, and Nurses’ Cloaks, Under- 
wear, Nightdresses, Pyjamas, Dressing Gowns and Shirts, Dra peril 
Curtains, Cushions, Fancy Work, etc. 






Tobacco Bloom 

Virginia Cigarettes 

SUPPLIED IN 

'20 s, 1/4 - oO’s, 3/2 - and 100’s 6/4. 
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I- RUTTER *C9 


Everything 
you could wish 

T HE motor which you select 
should combine lightness 
and durability. You find both 
in the Overland. You find 
everything which you would 
expect in a big car, yet lose none 
of the economy of a small one. 

Motorists the world over are 
finding that the Overland gives 
supreme satisfaction. It is light, 
yet it rides well. It is econo- 
mical in upkeep, easy to operate, 
the finish is distinctive, its equip- 
ment complete and ready for 
the road ; its parts are 
readily accessible, and its 
price astonishingly low be- 
cause of its vast production. 

See the Overland dealer in your 
town for aftcr-thc-war delivery . 


Wa hoi p ty.j 

At the Club ^ * 

Y OU like to present a well- 
groomed appearance— and this 
you can easily do if you send your 
suits and overcoats regularly to 
Achilla Serre. The Achillo Sen e 
Service takes care of your gar- 
ments— removes spots and stairts, 
tailor-presses away creases and 
” bagginess, '* and mends all lorn 
parts. By spending a few shillings 
with Achille Serre you are able to 
combine smartness with economy. 

Achille Serre L“ 

Head Ojt/ice: 

Hackney Wick, London, E. 9 

Telephone : East 3710 U lines). 

Branches and Agents everywhere. 


Willys-OverlQnd.Ud. i 

<51-153. Great Portland Streel.LondonW 1 


Mayfair 6700. 

" Wilovelon, London 





Booklet which gives 
Brices, List of 
Branches, & Partial- 
la:s of our Service. 




CARRYING ON IN GERMANY. ‘■SSP' 

Syndicate of 1 Potsdam vublishkks call on Gknetul Friedrich von Bkrniiahdi to commission him to white a book entitled 
'Germany and the Next War." 


CROOKED ANSWERS. 

A calamity lias occurred and I am undone. In the first 
place I had been overworked all tho week; on top of that 
my old wound began to worry me, and then I started a bad 
day by having a row with my stenographer. She said 
nothing at the time. 

After some discourtesies on my part I dictated replies to 
two letters ; I was already badly rattled. The letters to bo 
answered were as follows : — 

(a) To Deputy-Director of Telepathic Services. 

Sir, — I am commanded by the Army Council to bring to 
your notice the fact that a conference on points arising out 
of Schedule K of A.C.I. 057131 (1918), in reference to 
instructional personnel for telepathic schools, will ho held 
on the 20th inst., at 3.30 p.m., in Room 1197, War Office. 

I am to ask if a representative of your branch can attend 
this conference at tho hour stated above. 

I have the honour to be, Sir, Your obedient Servant, 

S , Major G.S., 

For Director of Psychical Uesearch . 

(h) From Captain X. 

Dear Old Thing, — Feed with me on Wednesday night, 
7.0, at Luigi’s, and wo 'll go to a show afterwards. 

Yours ever, Jack. 

I signed the replies to these letters automatically. On 
reading the carbon copies after the letters had gone this is 
what I found : — 

(a) Captain X. 2317, Jermyn Street. 

Sir, — I am instructed by the Deputy Director of Tele- 
pathic Services to acknowledge recoipfc of your letter of the 
10th inst. 1 am to say that, as representing tho D.D.T.S., 


1 will attend at the Restaurant Luigi as required at 7.0 p.m. 
on the 10th inst. It is regretted that, owing to curtailment 
of traffic facilities to the suburbs, I shall bo unablo to 
attend a Psychical Research performance at a later hour. 

Yours, / , Captain, 

For Deputy Director of Telepathic Services . 

(n) Director of Psychical Fescarch . 

Dn\u Oli> Hean, Right-ol I’ll he thero at your pow- 
pow in tho War House on the 20th, on behalf of this bally 
old branch. Cheerio ! 

1 have tho honour to be, Sir, 

Your obedient Servant, Reggie. 

MR. PUNCH’S APPEAL FOR “OUR DAY/' 

From tho Hon. Sir Arthur Stanley: — 

“ I should like to express to tho Proprietors of Punch the 
cordial appreciation and gratitude of tho Joint War Com- 
mittee of the British Red Cross Society and the Ordor of 
St. John for their very practical interest in our work on 
behalf of tho sick and wounded. 

“ The appeal which you have mado to your subscribers 
lias received a very gratifying response and I hopo >ou will 
find some means of conveying the thanks of tho Joint War 
Committee to the contributors whose names are in the list 
you kindly enclosed. 

“ I note that your list is still open and that we may expect 
to receive a further remittance from you before your wonder- 
ful effort on our behalf is conclude d. 

“ Yours very faithfully, 

“ Arthur Stanley, Chairman." 

Mr. Punch understands that his list of subscriptions will 
appear, if it has not alroady appeared, in The Times . 
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THE MUD LARKS. 

I can readily believe that war as 
performed by Messieurs our ancestors 
was quite good fun. You dressed up 
in feathers and hardware — like some- 
thing between an Indian game-cock 
and a tank — and caracoled about the 
country on a cart-horse, kissing your 
hand to balconies and making very 
liberal expenses out of any fat (aijd un- 
armed) burgesses that happened along. 

With the first frost you went into 
winter quarters — i.e. you turned into 
the most convenient castle and wiled 
away the dark months roasting chest- 
nuts at a log fire, entertaining the 
ladies with quips, conundrums and 
selections on the harpsichord and vying 
with the jester in the composition of 
Limericks. 

The profession of arms in those spa- 
cious days was both pleasant and profit- 
able. Nowadays it is neither; it is a 
dreary melange of mud, blood, boredom 
and blue- funk (l speak for myself). 

Yet even it, miserable calamity that 
it is (or was), lias produced its piquant 
situations, its high moments ; and one 
manages to squeeze a sly smile out of 
it all, hero and there, now and again. 

I have beard the skirl of tho Argyll 
and Sutherland battle-pipes in tho Lor- 
ghose Gardens and seen a Highlander 
dance the sword-dance before applaud- 
ing Home. I have seen the love-locks 
of a matinee idol being trimmed with 
horse-clippers (weep, O ye H uppers of 
Suburbia ! ) and a Royal Academician 
set to whitewash a pig-sty. I have 
seen American aviators in spurs, Royal 
Marines a-horse, and a free-born Aus- 
tralian eating rabbit. All these things 
have I seen. 

And of high moments I have experi- 
enced plenty of late, for it has been 
my happy lot to bo in tho front of tho 
hunt that has swept the unspeakable 
Bosch back off a broad strip of France 
and Belgium, and tho memory of the 
welcome accorded to us, tho first British, 
by the liberated inhabitants will remain 
with us until the last “ Lights Out.” 
The procedure was practically the same 
throughout. 

There would come a crackle of wild 
rifle fire from the front of a village ; 
then, as wo worked round to the Hank, a 
dozen or so bluo-cloaked Uhlans would 
scamper out of the roar and disappear 
at a non-stop gallop for home. In a 
second tho street would bo full of 
people, emptying out of houses and 
cellars, pressing about us, shaking 
hands, kissing us and our horses even, 
smothering us with llowers, cheering 
“ Vi vent tvs Any lain /” "Vive la France ! ” 
clamouring, laughing, crying, mad with 

joy* 


Grand meres- would appoar at attic 
windows waving calico tricolors (hid- 
den for four long years) while others 
plastered up tricolor hand -hills — 
“ Hornmagc d nos Libirateurs ,” “ God’s 
blessings unto Tommy.” 

However, touching and delightful 
though it all might be, it was not 
getting on with the war; this embarras 
dcs amis was saving the Uhlans’ hide. 

Furthermore, though I can bring 
myself to bear with a certain amount 
of embracing from attractive young 
things, I do not enjoy tho salutations 
of unshorn old men ; and when Mayors 
and Corporations got busy my native 
modesty rebelled, and I would tear my- 
self loose and, with my steed decorated 
from ears to croup with flowers, so that 
I looked more like a perambulating hot- 
house than a poor soldier-man, take up 
tho pursuit once moro. 

In due course we came to the con- 
siderable town of X. All happened 
as before. As we popped in at one 
flank the hold Uhlan popped out at the 
other, and the townsfolk flooded tho 
streets. I was dragged out of the sad- 
dle, kissed, pump-handled and cheered 
while my bewildered charger was led 
aside and festooned with pink roses. 
Tricolors appeared at every window ; 
handbills ol welcome were distributed 
broadcast. Tho Mayor and Corporation 
arrived at the doubio, and wo struggled 
logo t her for some moments while they 
rasped me with their stubbly hoauls. 
When the first wild ecstasies bad some- 
what abated 1 gathered my troop and 
prepared to move again. 

“Whither away?” tho Mayor en- 
quired, a tine old veteran he, wearing 
two 1870 medals and the ribbon of the 
Legion. 

“ To z.,” hiiid r. 

“ Fcontcv , done,' ho warned. “Thoy 
are waiting for you there in force, 
machine-guns and cannon.” 

I intimated that nevertheless 1 must 
go and have a look-see, at any rate, 
and so rode out of town, the vast crowd 
accompanying us to the outskirts cheer- 
ing, shouting advice, warnings and 
blessings. In sight of Z. wo shed 
our floral tributes and, debouching oil 
the highway into the open, worked for- 
wards on the look-out for trouble. 

It came. A dozen pip-squeaks shrilled 
overhead to cause considerable casual- 
ties among some noigl ibouringcabbages, 
and shortly afterwards rifle- lire opened 
from outlying cottages. I swung round 
and tried for an opening to the north, 
but a couple of machine-guns promptly 
gave tongue on that flank. Another 
flock of pip-squeaks kicked up tho 
mould in front of us and some fresh 
rifles and machine-guns joined in. Too 
hot altogether. 


I was just deciding to give it best 
and cut for cover when all hostile fire 
suddonly switched off, and a few min- 
utes later I beheld light guns on lorries, 
machine-guns in motor-cars and Uhlans 
on horses stampeding out of the village 
by all roads east. 

The day was mine. Yip, Yip! Bonza! 
Skookum ! Ilurroosh ! Nevertheless I 
was properly bowildcrcd, for it was ab- 
surd to suppose that an overwhelming 
force of heavily-armed Huns could have 
been bluffed out of a strong position by 
the merest handful of unsupported cav- 
alry. Manifestly absurd I 

I turned about, and in so doing my 
I eye lit on tho poplar-lined highway 
from X., and I understood. Along the 
' road poured the hordes of an advancing 
! army, advancing in somewhat irregular 
! column of route, with banners flying. 

I Tho head of the column was not a milo 
I distant. The Infantry must bo on my 
heels, thought J. Stout marching! L 
; grabbed up my glasses, took a long look 
land bellowed with laughter. It was 
not the Infantry at all; it was the lib- 
! crated population of X., headed by the | 
Mayor and Corporation, come out. to 
. see the fun, the yrandmdres and grand - 
| f.eres, the girls and boys, the dogs and 
: babies, marching, hobbling, skipping, 

| toddling down tho pave, waving their 
calico tricolors and singing tho Mar- 
seillaise. I thought of tho Bosch flee- 
ing eastward with tho fear of God in 
his soul, and rolled about in my saddle 
drunk with joy. Patlandek. 

REMEMBER, REMEMBER! 

IT. G. writes to The Times to sug- 
gest that in future November 11th, the 
day on which the armistice began, shall 
bo an additional Bank Holiday, to he 
called Thanksgiving Day. Mr. Punch 
thinks this a very good idea; but he 
goes farthor and proposes that the 
11th shall not only he celebrated as 
a national holiday, but shall absorb 
(without any ecclesiastical hearing) its 
neighbour, the oth — now rapidly be- 
coming obsolete — and that fireworks 
shall be associated with it and, if ncod 
be, ^uyg. 

R mn ember , i cm embe r 
Tho eleventh of Novem her ! 

Let that bo the new refrain. No prize 
is offered for the best suggestion as to 
whose effigy should be burned. 

Another Sex-Problem. 

“Young Geese, suitable for breeders: 
parents laid over 30 eggs each last season.” 

King abridge Gazette. 

“ Tuesday, Nov. 11, 1918, will, of course, 
live for ever in history.” — Daily News. 
Provided that it can first get into the 
calendar. 
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THE PERFECT CAMOUFLAGE ARTIST. 



A NOTE ON MIL D . 

The pictorial sequence form of adver- 
tisement, which is an innovation of our 
own day, undoubtedly renders certain 
of our periodicals more entertaining. 
One, at any rate, of our most illustrious 
statesmen, now rogrettably emeritus , 
rojoiees in each variation on the ac- 
tivities of that elderly buck who com- 
ments upon the excellence of a certain 
accessory of horseless vehicles, and 
whom for the moment we may call 

Mr. D ; and others less exalted 

would probably confess, perplexedly, 
to the same attractions. The com- 
manding height, the knowing air, the 
confident smile, the tilted hat — and the 
hat of a glossiness too! — the swinging 


cane, the trousering and the tailoring - 
all exert their spell. One laughs, hut 
one looks. This well-groomed (Ugotje 
patriarch is indeed rapidly becoming 
ono of tho best known figures in the 
British Isles and bids fair soon to he j 
more familiar than either of the! 
Goorges — Box or Llo) d. Every town 
now lias him in its windows ; some- ! 
times in drawings ; sometimes cut out 
in cardboard, viewing with affectionate 
regard his own portrait held in tho left 
hand ; sometimes even in plaster statu- 
ettes, coloured to tho life. 

There is peril perhaps in such univer- 
sal publicity. One foresees the danger 
of J ohn Bull losing identity. It will not 

be Mr. D ’s fault if his own form and 

lineamonts do not come to he taken 


by foreigners as typically national 
if he does not, in fact, oust John Bull. 
Tho normal Briton of course resem- 
bles neither; he is not so solid and 
apoplectic and agricultural as our 
ancient symbol, nor so complacent and 
raffish and urbane as this new one. 
But certain it is that in years to come 
one of tho tasks of antiquaries will be 
to analyse and determine the body of 
myth attaching to .Mr. 1) ’s person- 

I - — 

According lo The Daily Chronicle, 
“tho ex-Crown Brinco had a lot of 
luggage with him. It was all carefully 
examined by tho Dutch guards, and was 
found to consist entirely of personal 
effects.” Yes, but whose * 




ARMISTICE DAY. 

Small Child (cjccitetlly), “On, Motiiku, what j>o vor think? Thky’vk (.ivf.n is a wiiot.k holiimy to-day in aid of tiik War.” 


Tho ex-Mpret of Adiunia said that lie Hx-Tsar Boris had only reigned for a 
EX-KINGS AT ELAY. was sorry to strike a jarring note in this few weeks, or was it days? He was 

At the general meeting of tho ex- duet of eulogy, hut ho felt bound to convinced that it was desirable in the 
King’s Club at Berne last Wednesday oppose tho election on tho ground that best interests of tho club that a rule 
the claims of several new candidates what they wanted above all was a quiet should bo passed making it obligatory 
for election were considered. Wo are life, and to live with the ox-Kaiser Win- for a candidato to have occupied the 
indebted for tho following account of helm would bo like living in a railway throne for a minimum period of two 
tho proceedings to Mr. Paul Pryor, the station. years. 

celebrated correspondent, who was pie- The ex-Khedive Amua supported the Lx-Tsar Ferdinand hero interposed 
sent (on tho roof) at tho meeting. ex-Mpret. Tho climate of Switzerland to protest against tho enforcement of a 

The lirst candidate proposed was the was bracing enough to supply thorn rule borrowed from English county 
j ox-Kaiser Wilhelm. In moving bis with all necessary stimulus, and, what- cricket — a gross slur on kingship as be 
! elect ion ex-King Constantine observed over might be said of the ex- Kaiser, interpreted it. 

! that bo was not actuated solely by be could not bo truthfully described as Ex-King Constantine retorted that 
! family reasons. He preferred to base a nice man for a small tea-party. ex-kings might learn ovon from their 

i the candidate’s claim on tho broader As the voting was equal the candi- oncmics. Boms might be au excellent 
! grounds of bis versatile gifts, bis great dale was withdrawn. young man, but bis Slavonic name was 

i conversational powers, bis musical at- Ex-Tsar Ferdinand then proposed suspicious. He might for all they know 
' tainmonts and bis prowess in the chase, his son, ex-Tsar Boms. Setting pater- be a crypto-Bolshevist. 

| which, lie added, might be of great nal bias aside lie was quite sure that Ex-Tsar Ferdinand replied with some 
| value to the commissariat department his son would prove a most eligible heat that ex-King Constantine’s own 
j if tho native chamois could bo persuaded member of the club. lie bad himself mother was a Slav. 

, to collaborate. • instructed him in natural history and Whereon ex-King Constantine re- 

I Ex-Tsar Ferdinand seconded in a taken a deep interest in his conversion joined, “ And you are the groat-grand- 
| brief speech. The ox-Kaiser, be pointed to tho creed professed by ex-King Con- son of a regicide/’ 
j out, was interested in everything, in- stantine. At this point the mooting broko up 

; eluding botany. In his company stag- Ex-King Constantine expressed a in disorder, the waiters intervening, 
nation was impossible, and bis reminis- lively regret in having to oppose the and the claims of nineteen other candi- 
: cenees would be an unfailing source of candidature of this estimable young dates were unavoidably postponed till 
J stimulation. man, but ho thought it a bad precedent, the next meeting. 
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r ( capedtlio eagle glance of tho Minister 
j of Reconstruction, who in a long and 
Ulotailed statement outlined the pro- 


# * belligerents to sue for peace, is the only 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, country now in tho war; and so long 
Monday , November 11 th. — As the as she retains in her Government tho 
Prime Minister entered tho crowded personages described by Mr. Balfour jposals by which the Govormnont hoped 
House of Commons to announce the as “conscious agents of tho Gorman 
terms of the armistice Members in military autocracy,” she cannot expect 
nearly every part of the llouso rose to to get out of it. 
acclaim him. Even “ tho ranks 


of Tuscany” on tho Front 
Opposition Bench joined in 
the general chcoriug. Only - 
Mr. Dillon and his half- 
dozen supporters remained 
moody and silent. To them 
tho great day came as uti 
anti-climax, for Nationalist 
Ireland gave up lighting 
months ago. 

Tho rest of the House lis- 
tened eagerly while Mr. Lloyd 
G force recited tho condi- 
tions to which tho German 
plenipotentiaries had put 
their unwilling hands at live 
o’clock that cold grey morn- 
ing. Tie read so fast that 
Members had scarcely time 
to endorse wilh their ap- 
plause one outstanding item 
in the bill of costs beforo an- 
other equally notable claimed 
their attention. Alsace- Lor- 
raine to ho freed at once, with- 
out waiting for tho Peace 
Congress; the Watch on tho Rhine to 
bo kept in future by the Allies; can- 
nons, machine- guns and locomotives to 
bo surrendered by tho thousand; all 
U-boats lit for sea to he handed over, 
and the rest of the German Navy to 
bo interned or disarmed ; all the gold 
stolen from Belgium, Russia and Rou- 
mania to be delivered in trust to the 
Allies — these were some of tho thirty- 
live points with which Marshal Porn 
and Admiral Wemyss have penetrated 
the German cuticle. 

Well might. Mr. Asquith say that 
the terms niado it clear that not only 
was the War at an end, but that it 
could not he resumed. 

Then Mr. Speaker, in his gold-em- 
broidered joy -robes, headed a great 
procession to St. Margaret’s Church. 
Tho e\- Premier and his successor 
- the man who drew the sword of 
Britain in the War for freedom and 
the man whoso good fortune it has 
been to replace it in its sheath — fell in 
sido by sido; and behind them walked 
tho representatives of every party save 
one. Mr. Dillon and his associates 
had moro urgent business in one of the 
side-lobbies-— to consider, perhaps, why 
Lord Grey of Fallodon in his eve-of- 
war speech had referred to Ireland as 
“tho one bright spot.” 

Tuesday , November 12 th. — By the 
irony of fate Russia, the first of the 



ENTHUSIASM OF MU. DILLON ON IIKA1UNH 
NEWS OF VICTORY. 

Demobilization is tho order of tho 
day; and several Members endeavoured 
to assist tho Government by suggest- 
ing that preference should be given to 
various classes of their constituents ; 
miners, the owners of one-man busi- 
nesses, industrial “ key-men,” agricul- 
turists, and married men being tho 
most favoured. Tho House was glad 
to find that these points had not os- 


THE 



DORA STARTS CLEANING UP. 


, to mitigate the horrors of peace. 

I Dr. Addison’s remark that in tho 
, disposal of war-stores the Government 
would endeavour “ not to 
incur more scandals than 
could ho avoided ” was espo- ^ 
cially welcome to persons 
with memories reaching hack 
to the South African war. 

As the stores in question 
are estimated to bo worth 
a trillo of fivo hundred mil- 
lions they will ho a useful 
set-off to tho amount, of tho 
war-debt, now standing, ac- 
cording to tho Chancellor 
of the Exchequer, at a 
figure approaching seven 
thousand millions. Yot he 
rightly considers that, no 
one will grumble at tho ex- 
penditure since it has enabled 
us to put “ paid ” to a long- 
outstanding Bill. 

Tho disappearance of one 
autocrat will, it is hoped, 
soon be followed by thodo- 
dethronement of another. 

“ Dora” must soon think 
about abdicating. Already 
she lias consented to give us more 
light in our streets. The next thing 
wanted is more light in our Press; 
hub for that, Mr. Bonar Law says, 
wo must wait a while. 

Perhaps it was prejudice against 
Dora’s petticoat Government that 
caused Lord Chaplin to utter so fer- 
vent a protest against tho Bill for 
enabling women to sit in Parliament. 
The ladies found a devoted champion 
in Lord Haldane, hut were neverthe- 
less temporarily baulked of t heir desire, 
for beforo a vote could lie taken the 
House, most ungallant ly, counted itself 
out. 

Wednesday, November VMli . — -The 
Lords having recovered their good 
manners gave way to tho ladies nnd 
passed the second reading of thoir Bill 
without further demur. Possibly along 
discussion on that trite topic, the dis- 
tribution of honours, had taken the 
starch out of them. Lord Selboune 
declared that tho size of the lists, now 
swollen to a condition of positive 
obesity, mado it impossible for tho 
Prime Minister to exercise any proper 
supervision and urged t he appointment 
of a Committco of tho Privy Council to 
act as a filter for tho fountain of honour. 
Lord Crawford threw scorn upon tho 
suggestion and warmly resented tho 
comments made by persons “of high 
standing and full of honours” upon the 




S'Ji.Mi. Doctor's Waiting-room. 

First Stranger. “1 think it’s youh turn to go in, Sir.” 

Second Stranger (sot to voce). “Kb— AR a matter of fact I only came in to get WARM.” First Stranger. “Same here.’ 


“ hum hi o people ” who got the O.B.E., \prnlhjH ; and there is a prospect that 
some of whom, I fancy, will not thank I a few apple? and oranges may be pro- 
hirn for the description, fjord Lank- : curable at Christmas-time oven by non- 
downk, too, objected to the notion of millionaires. 

turning the Privy Council into a private | Thursday, Xwember 14 th.~~ Amid the 


inquiry oflico. Tho motion was nega- 
tived without a division. Lord Skl- 
rornh may comfort himself with the 
reflection that tho evil, such as it is, 
will cure itself, for “ when everyone ’s 
somebody then no ono ’a anybody.” 
in tho Commons a lively attack upon 


sday, 

crash of falling thrones and exploding 
empires Mr. Kfrwnch of Wexford keeps 
an unfaltering gaze upon the parish 
pump. Tho pump in question ought 
to be, hut isn't, at Cullenstown in his 
constituency, and lie sternly called upon 
the Chief Secretary to supply the 
the Food -Controller was made by deficiency. Mr. Shortt considered this 
Mr. Cautley, tho lato Director of Pig to be a case where the local authority 
Production, who narrated how his might usefully apply the principles of 
efforts had been nullified by tho vacil- Sinn Fein — “ourselves alone.” 
lating behaviour of the Government. Though “ the mad dog of Europe " is 
Mr. Clynes protested that it was not J now more or less safely kennelled in 
his fault. Members might possibly re- j the Netherlands his congeners in Devon 
member that there was formerly a war [and Cornwall have not yet been corn- 
oil, that at one time it was going rather pletely destroyed. But Mr. Prothero 
badly for us, and that tho shipping in- lias good hopes that tho pest will not 
tonded to carry pig-food had brought spread any further, in spite of a short- 
gallant American soldiers instead. age of muzzles. Mr. Trevelyan’s 
The shortage of food is still serious, suggestion that tho muzzles should bo 
for wc now have to “ food tho Huns ” taken off the newspapers and applied 
instead of tho guns ; but there are signs to the dogs was not favourably received, 
of improvement. It may soon bo pos- 
sible to mill white Hour, and that will Vendor of Allies' Flags: “Here you 
moan more offal for Mr. Cautley's l*o. Penny each. All tho winners 1 ” 


THE PROBLEM. 

No more tho busy search -lights scrawl 
Their diagrams across the stars — 
Lines, angles, intersections, all 
Tho grim geometry of Mars. 

To-day these portents are removed 
And tho invaded sky is free, 

Now that the proposition ’s proved, 

And wc have written, “ Q.E.D.” 

Nelson on His Monument (Night 
of November 13th) : “ I was often under 
fire, but it was nothing like so bad as 
being over it.” 

“ A now world will arise, pelican fashion, 
out of the ashes of tho world which is now 
burning. ” — Provincial Paper . 

After roading this paragraph the phoenix 
retired, broken-hearted, to take the 
pelican’s place in tho wilderness. 

“ Remember that though its teeth and claws 
may be cut, tho nature of tho tiger is tho 
same.” — Spectator . 

But for our contemporary’s unrivalled 
reputation as an authority upon natural 
' history we should have ventured to 
suggest that it is generally found better 
to let the tiger cut its own teeth. 
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THE RIVAL. 

House and foot, balloons and wings, 
Tanks and guns are we, 

Straight from doing desperate things ; 
Jones is A.S.C. 

All can tell of toil and fight 
Freeing glorious Franco, 

Exploits such as most delight 
Maidens in romance. 

Hut, behold, when Jones appears 
All our yarns are vain ; 
lie usurps tho pretty ears 
Wc so want to gain. 

Does lie talk of how the Hun 
Bombs his moon-lit dumps 4 ? 

How his reckless lorries run 
Through the whooping crumps? 

No, such talk of war’s alarms 
Subtly ho ignores, 

Weaving more olTeetivo charms 
Chatting of his stores. 

As some venturer of old 
Back from Southern seas 
Filled his talk with tales of gold, 
Ancient treasuries, 

LYrfumes, dyes of mystic art, 

» i e w els flam o - pos sessed , 

Till lie roused tho listener’s heart 
To a fierce unrest ; 

So this cunning lad dilates 
On his piles of jam, 

Tons of raisins, sugar, dates, 
Pyramids of ham ; 

Till the eyes that pass us o’er 
Yearning on him dwell; 

Hungry hearts resist no more, 
Caught in Jones’s spell. 

SOAKS AND STRIPES. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — 1 hope you have 
not forgotten me. 1 am the dog who 
wrote to you at the beginning of the 
War about going to the Front with iny 
master. 1 was a Very Sad Don then ; 
1 feel better and more hopeful now. 
You will bo pleased to hear that my 
master lias come through it all right, 
though ho carries tho marks of three 
nasty bites on his left arm, all in a row. 

I thought at first that he had been 
bitten three times in the same place, 



"(’\N YOU J'L \ Y UJtl OCjK TO-NKillT?" “ S >HJIY. GOING TO 1 IK All BOMK WAONKK. ’ 

"What!— do you j,ikk run stuff?" "Frankly, no; butI’vk iikahd on tjii: 

BUST AUTHORITY THAT HIS MUSIC’S VKIIY Ml CJ1 BKTTF.Tl THAN IT SOUNDS." 


called an armistice which the ( lormans wo went. I happened to bo wearing 
wanted, so as to stop the light. Of an old collar a si/e too large for me, so 
course I am glad for my master's sake, tho moment the hall-porter’s back was 
but, speaking as a dog of some ex- turned I was out of that collar and 
poricnco, I do not understand it at all. into the hospital and had managed to 
When I fight another dog 1 don’t allow lick my master’s face thoroughly before 


and it struck me as very remarkable ; 
but another dog, whose master works 
in the War Ollice, told me that these 
bite-marks are called wound-stripes and 
do not indicate the exact situation of 
tho bite. I think that is a pity, don’t 
you? It would be so much more inter- 
esting if they did. 

My master is at present in hospital 
with a fourth bite, and my mistress 
tells me she thinks he will not bo asked 
to fight any more because of something 


an armistice or anything else to inter- 
fere until I ’ve made him wish ho had 
nevor been horn, and I don’t think tho 
Germans deserve to bo treated any 
better than a dog ; do you? 

My mistress and I have boon to see 
my master in the hospital several times 
and his bite seems to he healing rapidly. 
I am not allowed inside the place; my 
mistress goes in by herself, leaving mo 
! chained up in the ball. But oh, Mr. 
! Punch, I had such sport the first time 


they could turn mo out. Tho muses 
were very kind and wanted to let mo 
stop, but there was a disagreeable per- 
son called a Commandant who wouldn’t 
hoar of it. She rominded me of our 
cat. 

Needless to say I have not been able 
to play that trick again, hub unless my 
master comes home soon I ’m going to 
got at him somehow. 

Yours sincerely, 

A Very Determined Dog. 
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CLARENCE AND THE N.C.O. 

you months Clarenco had suffered 
a sorb of humorous vivisection at the 
hands of sergeant-majors, sergeants and 
corporals, i lo had been called in front 
of his platoon “ a funny-looking thing ; ” 
ho had been told 
(with that air of 
deliberate gusto 
which the British 
N.C.O. adopts 
when he is palming 
off old army jokes 
as the product of 
his own fertile wit) 
that he resembled 
a soldier less than 
a wet sock or a 
broken - down cab- 
horse. Sparkling 
littlo impersona- 
tions of his moro 
salient character- 
istics had boon 
given with im- 
mense effect 1) y 
tho Company Ser- 
geant - Major, who 
dwelt lovingly hut 
with obvious ex- 
aggeration on his 
method of present- 
ing arms. A lance- 
corporal had point- 
ed out to him with 
sweet - tern pored 
patience tho essen- 
tial points wherein 
a cravat differs from 
a rifle, tho explan- 
ation appearing to 
him necessary in 
view of tho fact that 
Clarence would per- 
sist m his efforts to 
tie his “ D.L*.” in a 
knot round his neck | 
when sloping arms. 

He had heen ex- 
horted in public 
places “ to ’old his 
’cad up,” as all 
available fag-ends 
lmd already been 
collected by tho 
local hoy scouts 
in whoso ranks lie 
appeared to con- 
sider ho had enlist ed when passed fit for ! 
service by a doctor who was obviously \ 
intoxicated at the time. 1 

lie had be »n advised to try to look 
liko tho “ Arch-dook of Canterbury” 
instead of liko a man who had lost six- 
pence and caught a cold in looking for 
it. On moro than ouo occasion ho had 
boon brought beforo his Company Com- 
mander for minor offences. His cap 




had been snatched from his head, himself but to the whole barrack- room 
44 Private Fielder, Sir.” whore lie slept, as, for instanco, that 

“ Private Fielder, improperly dressed there were thiovos about, that ho had left 

on parade,” the Company Commander hiscap Bub it was never any good. 

would say, and then call for evidence. Tho Sorgoant-Major always chipped in, 
14 Sir,” the evidence would remark, “ Idle excooses, Sir. This man is very 

“ono o'clock parade this morning tho careless, Sir. ’E ” And then tho 

Officer would say, 
14 All right, Sor- 
geanb- Major, that 
will do," just to 
show that ho was 
independent of ser- 
geant-majors, and 
proceed to do what 
the Sergeant-Major 
told him, and give 
Clarence three 
days’ G. 13. And be- 
foro Chflenco could 
bog in a second 
speech, of restrain- 
ed and disciplined 
protest this time, 
the Sergcan t- M a jor 
would say, “ Dis- 
miss,” in a voice 
like a dog- fight, and 
Clarence would dis- 
miss, and go away 
and talk mutin- 
ously of officers who 
were under tho 
thumbs of their 
N.C.O. ’s and hadn’t 
got the — well, tho 
stomach, let us say, 
to act on their own 
initiative. 

It was very hard. 
Clarence knew that 
if he had boon an 
oflicor himself he 
would long ago have 
j put a stop to many 
evils, including 
strong language to 
the men. Bullying, 
that *s what it was, 
in Clarence’s esti- 
mation. He would 
tell his sergeants 

off if he wore an 
officer. lie had 
often imagined 
himself standing 
beforo his men, their 
adored hero, with 
... J his platoon - ser- 



0 KRMANT. 

Fkasce " 


‘AU REVOIR ! ” 

“ FAREWELL, MADAME, AND IF — 
IIA ! WE SHALL MEET AGAIN » * 


\ lieprothtced from Texxif.l's Cartoon, September 27th, W3. 


accoosed came on parade without a geant sobbing at his foot and asking 
cap-badge.” forgiveness. . . . 

Then tho Officer would ask some load- And now Clarence had an overdraft 
ing question, such as, “.Where 's your at Cox's, a sword ho was not allowed to 
cap-badge? ” And Clarence would he- wear and a revolver ho did nob know' 
gin a speech, a prepared speoch, mind how to fire. In short ho was an offcor. 
you, not just a rambling discourse — a lie put on a Sam Browne which he would 
speech which began by touching lightly not ho allowed to wear at the Front, 
on essential and undisputed facts con- cricked his neck in his offorts to sec in 
corning the case, as known not only to the mirror how his Bbdford cords looked 
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NO, MADAM, IT WONT SHRINK, IF YOU USE- 


LUX 

\JI7HEN the cleansing properties of Lux are known, 
* * the pleasure of buying dainty lace is not spoiled 
by the thought, “ But it may not wash very well” 


Wash all your dainty fabrics — whatever 
the material or texture — with Lux, the 
unique washing preparation which keeps 
all delicate fabrics dainty and fresh, all 
colours bright. It is a real pleasure to 
wash them in the creamy Lux lather. 


HOW LUX 


The rich Lux lather 
coaxes the dirt out, 
leaving the fabric 
fresh and supple, 
while, as no rub- 
bing is necessary, 
the delicate tex- 
ture and pattern 
are not injured . 


The finest fabrics can be safely trusted 
to the care of Lux. Delicate lace has a 
charm all its own, and that charm can 
be preserved, although the lace is worn 
as often as the stoutest torchon — when 
Lux is used in washing it. 


DIRECTIONS. 

Make a lather 
by dissolving 
LUX in boiling 
water . Add 
enough cold 
water to make it 
lukewarm . Put 
in the lace and 
squeeze gently . 
Rinse thorough- 
ly, and spread 
on a covered 
board to dry. 


Packets 
(two sizes) 
may be 
obtained 
everywhere. 

LEVER 

BROTHERS 

LIMITED. 

PORT .* 
SUNLIGHT. 

Lx 152—84 « 
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bon*t Sneeze — 

Use Milton . 

Milton is the best pteven- 
tive against Colds in the 
Head, Catarrh and similar 
Winter complaints. 


Ravages of Influenza 


Spreading Everywhere. 

Safeguard yourself by using 

MILTON 

M ILTON will effectively prevent the infection of Influenza. 

You cannot catch Influenza if you use MILTON according 
to instructions. It’s the real safeguard. 

This is a strong statement, but it is absolutely true, 
influenza is a germ disease — a catching infection. Germs cannot 
exist where MILTON is present. If used as a mouthwash and 
nasal spray morning and night (about two minutes’ attention and it 
does not smart) you will be immune. 

MILTON, in proportion of half a teaspoonful to a glass of tepid 
water, used three times a day (snuffed up the nose or used with an 
ordinary spray and also as a gargle) will be found to work like a 
charm. * 

Get a 1/3 or 2/6 bottle of MILTON from your dealer to-day. 

It makes an effective barrage through which the enemy cannot 
penetrate. ' 

MILTON is sold in 1/3 & 2/6 bottles 

To be obtained from all Dealers. 

Milton Manufacturing Co., Ltd., 125, Bunliill Kuw, London, K.C.r, W< llingtun St., Gla-gmv 







KHAKI SHIRTS 


ACTIVE. SERVICE CONDITIONS have proved 
more conclusively than ever the all-round good 
I \ qualities of “AZA” Khaki Shirts. They are 
healthful and non-irritant, durable, soft and unshrink- 
able— the essential qualities to satisfaction in wear. 
They are obtainable ready-to-wear or made-to-measure 
in regulation shade, and in standard and heavy weights 

OF ill G H -CLASS O UTFI TT HRS . 


Should you be unable la obtain, t. i ite to 
the Manufactutcis for name and addicts 
vj mart suitable Retailer ; - 
Wm, Hollins & Co., Lin. (Tiadc onlj), 
25W, Newgate St., London, E. C. x. 


(Kcg.l, Trade Mart!) ~ 








The BASEBALL ENTHUSIAST: 

“ Say bo, did y’ever see this cricket game they play over here? The 
umpire's an old guy all dressed up in white robes like one of those 
l)i ;ids, and they play ball for about a week on end, and slcnv— like 
molasses in January ! They don't have boys come round and sell 
you—' Pea-nuts or pop corn, chewing gum or candy, ' instead they 
hand you lime-juice drops and cigarettes. 

11 But say, kid, some cigarette 1 ' Army Clubs ’ they’re called. Here, 
grab a-holt of one." 

“CAVANDER’S 

ARMY CLUB” 

CIGARETTES. 

Sold by all iho leading Tobacconists and in alt H14 Canteens 

30 for 1/1 60 for 3/8 lOO foi* 5/4 J 



Bifil 







“YOU OUUHT TO HAVK IM;I,LKU IT TUB 1‘OI.U’KMAN WWKI) 1IIS H\ND." “ i N BVK.lt TAKB ANY NOTICK OK TUB IK FAMIMATUTY." 


from behind, buttoned up some twenty- 
three pockets all over him which had 
contrived to come unbuttoned while he ; 
was not looking, took a deep breath | 
and went out on to the parade ground. I 
Having saluted the Kegimontal Ser- j 
geant-Major under the impression that 
he was the Adjutant, and apologised 
profusely for his mistake, he presently 
found himself facing a platoon of re- 
cruits which had loon given into his 
hands by his Company Commander to 
“ put through some squad drill or move- 
ments of arms.” Clarence had decided 
on squad -drill. 

Ho had often laughed inwardly at ner- 
vous officers. lie understood them a little 
better now. Si x ty pairs of eyes watched 
him. The Platoon-Sergeant came up 
and saluted. “ Squad drill, Sir,” ho said. 

Clarence was a little annoyed. This 
should have conic from him. 

“No,” he said ; “movements of amis. 

I will take them myself.” 

“Very good, Sir,” said the Sergeant. 

“Platoon!” said Clarence. 

The platoon looked at him oddly. 

“ Platoon, shun ! v said Clarence. 

Somehow it did not sound quite right ; 
it had not the authoritative ring lie 
had imagined for his own voice when 
he was in the ranks. It lacked con- 


viction. However the platoon came 
to attention, and Clarenco told it to 
slope hipe. J t sloped hi pe. Clarence's 
spirits began to rise. lie was control- 
ling men. He told the platoon to pre- 
sent hipe. It presented hipc, hut it did 
so very, very badly. Clarenco brought 
them hack to the slope and stalled over 
again. 'This time they did it worse than 
before. As in a dream he heard the 
Sergeant addressing the platoon. 

“ Come along,’’ t he Sergeant was say- 
ing, “>ou ’re more like wet socks than 
soldiers. Number Three in the rear 
rank, old >our ’ead up. Thcro ain’t no 
fag-ends about there. Von ain’t in the 
boy scouts now. Private Bennett, that 
there’s a ii He, not a neck-tie.” 

Clarence smiled. How excellent was 
this man’s wit. “('airy on for a hit, 
will you, Sergeant?” he said. 

The Sergeant carried on. lie gave 
what was in Clarence’s opinion an ex- 
cellent imitation of Number Five of the 
front rank attempting to present arms. 
J 11 ten minutes he had the platoon 
doing “movements of arms” with a 
sort of frightened dexterity. 

“Excellent follows, these N.C.O.’s,” 
reflected Clarence. But ho remembered 
his exalted part and tried to steel him- 
self to a public reprimand which should 


! put him on good terms with tho men. 
I And presently his opportunity camo. 
! The Sergeant was, in Clarence's estima- 
| tion, a little too severe on a certain fool 
i of a recruit. Clarenco rebuked him. 
j There was an awful silence. Tho Sor- 
• gcant sal ul ed. 

j “ 1 hog your pardon, Sir,” ho said 
j stiffly, “hut I should like to refer you 
, to Para. 1 B7 in J\.K.” 

, Clarence felt giddy, lie did not 
j attempt to recall to his mind the con- 
! t<;nt.s of “Para, h‘17 in K.R.” because 
| he know that he had never read Para. 

\ P>7. hi some guilty and furtive fashion 
! he managed to get through the morning 
I parade, and when ho had dismissed tho 
| platoon, with its icily hostile sergeant, 
! lie rushed to his room and seized his 
i “ King’s Regulations.” With trembling 
, lingers lie turned the pages. Para. P37 
| swam before Ins eyes, 
j “ An ollicer,” said Para. 4-17, “ is not 
: to reprove a N.C.O. in tho presence or 
! hearing of private soldiers. . . 

| He read no further. With a groan 
I he bmied his white face in his shaking 
. hands, lie thought of his useless and 
j expensive sword, of his overdraft at 
! Cox’s, of tho revolver which he did not 
j know how to uso, and he broke down 
■ and sobbed like a child. 
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THE LONG ARM. 

“ Talking about coincidences,” said 
the Sergeant, “ did I ever toll you about 
ray brother-in-law ? That was a coin- 
cidence if you like. There's beon a 
lot of coincidences in this War.” 

In the entrance-hall of the hospital 
the Sergeant had met a churn with 
whom ho enlisted in 1914, and he had 
come to the ward to tell us about it 
and discourse on coincidences. 

“ What *s a coincidence, Sergeant ? ” 
asked Ginger. 

Ginger is a hardened veteran of 
twenty-four, one of the old army, and 
ho considers that the chief advantage 
of being in hospital is that one can 
be rude to sergeants without fear of 
unpleasant consequences. 

The Sergeant, who had been tlio 
victim of one of Ginger’s “ leg-pul- 
ling 99 exploits on tho previous day, 
regarded his questioner with stern sus- 
picion. 

“ It would bo a coincidence if there 
was two ginger blokos as ugly and as 
ignorant as you in the same hospital,” 
he answered. “That’d be a coinci- 
dence.” 

“I see,” said Ginger; “and if two 
ginger blokes both set about you and 
gave you two thick ears, that would be 
a coincidence.” 

“ No, that would bo a mutiny,” snapped 
tho Sergeant. “ You 'd find yourself in 
clink, p.d.q. Now shut up and don’t 
show your ignorance. I was going to 
tell thoso other chaps about my brother- 
in-law, Jimmy Hart. That was tho 
funniest coincidence I over knew.” 

“I don’t believe you know what a 
coincidence is yerseif,” remarked the 
irrepressible Ginger. “First you say 
it *8 two ginger blokes, then you say 
it *s your brother-in-law. Is he a ginger 
bloke ? ” 

“No, lie ain’t,” responded the Ser- 
geant angrily. “ A coincidence is some- 
thing that happens what you don’t 
expect.” 

“ Liko having a sergeant ho polite to 
you, or getting two lots o’ pay, or straw- 
berry jam instead of plum-und- apple, 
or finding that tho Quartonnasler ain’t 
watered tho rum ration?” queried 
Ginger witli an expression of guileless 
innocence. 

Wo throw things at Ginger, who 
subsided, and we then bogged tho Ser- 
geant to toll his story, having first 
mollified him with a cigarette. 

“Jimmy Hart’s in tho Middlesex, 
and he’s got tho Military Modal,” tho 
Sergeant began. “Before the War he 
was a carman, and ho lived in Islington. 
He ’s an ignorant sort of bloke— nearly 
as bad as Ginger — and ho had a lodger 
in his house.” 


“ Was the lodger a coincidence ? ” 
inquired Ginger. 

“ He was,” said the Sorgeant with a 
threatening glance; “and don’t you 
keep making noises like a damaged 
gramophone. Jimmy’s lodger was a 
German— a waiter he was iri a restaur- 
ant — and just before August Bank 
Holiday in 1914 ho did a guy; bolted 
without payin’ his rent. Went hack to 
Germany and loft a saucy letter saying 
he’d be back with tho Gorman Army 
to square accounts and ended up by 
calling Jimmy a pig-dog. 

“Jimmy wasn’t half wild. He went 
to tho police about it, and when war 
was declared tlio next week I reckon ho 
thought it was on account of his lodger 
having bilked him of his rent. I never 
saw a man madder against the Germans 
— -except a Scotsman once atPoporingho 
that had a smuggled bottle of whisky 
smashed in his hand by a sniper’s 
bullet. Jimmy said he’d make the 
Gormans pay, and he joined up with 
mo in tho first week of the War.” 

“ I see,” remarked Ginger, as the 
Sergeant paused to light another cigar- 
ette?. “ The coincidence comes in that 
it was your brothor-in-law that got this 
war started because his German lodger 
did him out of Ids rent ? ” 

The Sergeant snorted, turned his 
back on Ginger and continued his yarn. 

“it was at Beaumont Hamel that 
Jimmy Hart won tho M.M., and that’s 
where the coincidence comes in. His 
company was held up by a Bosch 
machino-guu and was getting cut* to 
hits. Jimmy was one of the best shots, 
and lie borrowed the officers glasses 
to have a look through when ho was 
trying to pick off the gunners. ‘ Gimnio 
a couplo o’ Mills’s,’ he says; 4 1 ’ll get; 
’im. This is what 1 ’vo been waiting 
for,’ ho says. 

“Out he goes on Ids own, crawling 
along the ground, and the officer lost 
sight of him and thought ho was hit. 
But Jimmy wasn’t hit, nothing to speak 
of. Presently the officer secs him jump 
up, chuck his bombs, then start chasing 
a big Fritz that was running away. 
Jimmy had put the machine-gun out 
all right, and when tho rest of his crush 
gets up to him he was kneeling on the 
chest of the Fritz he’d boon chasing, 
trying to choke him arid cursing liko 
hell. 

“ Tho officer thought perhaps tho 
Bosch was Irving to kill Jimmy, and 
ho shovos his revolver in his face. 

1 Don’t kill him, Sir,’ Jimmy shouts out. 
‘He’s my lodgor. Make him pay me 
my rent.’ And with that he grabs hold 
of Fritz’s throat again. ‘Fay me wot 
you owes or 1 ’ll strangle yer,’ he says. 
‘Who’s a pig*dog now?’ ‘I'll pay, 
I ’ll pay 1 ' the Bosoh cries, and pulls 


out some notes, when Jiinfhy lets him 
get up. Then Jimmy explains things to 
the officer and his pals ; tolls 'em that 
the German use ter be his lodger and 
had bolted without paying his rent ; and 
everybody laughed except the German. 

“ 4 1 recognised him through your 
glasses, Sir,’ said Jimmy, 1 and that was 
why I come out on my own. I got 
him, and now I got my rent I don’t 
care how soon the War ’s over,* he says. 

“Jimmy might ha* got the Y.C., I 
reckon, if he had shut up about his 
rent,” the Sergeant concluded; “as it 
was he got the Military Modal for rush- 
ing i ho machine-gun. But he was more 
pleased to get his rent out of that Ger- 
man than ho was about the medal.” 

The Sergeant sighed and re-lit the 
end of his cigarette. 

“ That ’s what I meant by coinci- 
dence,” he resumed, “ My brother-in- 
law joined the army just becauso of 
that German waiter, and he found 
him.” 

lie glanced round at Ginger, who 
was sitting with a thoughtful look on 
his face. 

44 Now )ou know what a coincidence 
is, my lad,” lie said with a smile. 

“Yes, I know,” said Ginger. “A 
coincidence is a bloomin’ lie about his 
brother-in-law, told by a sergeant.” 

PEACE IN THE VILLAGE. j 
Tick day that brought our village ihmns . 
of poaee, i 

Monday, that day of days, j 

Wo duly celebrated our release I 

In two liotoworthy ways. 

The church hells clanged and clashed: 
that made us feel 
That war at last was done ; 

But those who pulled the ropes and 
rang tho peal 

Were women — all but one. j 

| Then the church clock, long silent in j 
its tower, i 

Awoke to toll the time I 

And cheer us at the quarter and the 
hour | 

Willi its melodious chime. j 

Gone arc tho days when sleep alone ! 
could break I 

War’s grim and tyrannous spoils ; J 
Now it is rest and joy to lie awake 
And listen to the bells. 

The Great Alternative. 

Notice given out in a provincial 
chapel on Sunday, November 10th, 
1918 : — 

41 If an Armistice is signed to-morrow, there 
will bo a Thanksgiving 8ervico in this church 
at 8 p.m. If not, there will bo a lecture on 
* Hay-box Oookory * at the same hour.” 
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Furniture Auctioneer {officiating in abac, nee of livc-atoclc c.rprrt). 44 How MUCH roll tuts lot?' 
Facing Man. “I’ll (UVK YOU a tony ion him." 

Auctioneer {disregarding lid). “Will anyone start the ihddinu koh mis lot? ’ 

Facing Man. “I’ll c.ivh you A pony.” 

Auctioneer, “Look 'ere, Sir, I ain’t ’unis to swap animals; I’m V.rk r io si i.l 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Among the numerous persons who, unwittingly, have 
earned my fervent gratitude there are not many towards 
whom it is more fervent than the good kind people who 
have collected and written down and published in attractive 
shape the tales which, handed on from generation to 
generation, fed the world’s fancy before the present era of 
printed fiction began. Captain Oyrijs Macmillan, who] 
has collected and edited Canadian Wonder Tales (Lank), is j 
such an one; and, as Sir William Fktkrhen says in a 
foreword, tho stories, seen from different points of view, 
will entertain alike the folk-lore student and tho devotee of 
“once upon a time.” Some of tho tales were told to 
Captain Macmillan by Canadian Indians, some by French 
habitants. There are giants in them, and strong magics, 
and animals who talk, and birds who build boats, and 
mermaids, and fairy gifts and at least one tin with sardines 
in it. With a thrill of excitement, if you know your Grimms, 
you may discover JJummling of tho magic goose in the 
baker who made tho tiens-bon Id (but you don’t know what 
that is any more than tho wicked lawyer did who invented 
it), and Hiawatha in Glooskap , and tho warrior who fought 
lied Plume and won corn for the Indians. When you 
read that tho editor corrected his proofs on Vi my ilidge 
you will perhaps discover another stronger magic still tying 
East and West and Past and Present and War and Peace 
in a knot together. Mr. George Sukrtngham has drawn 


some delightful pictures in colour for tho volume. They 
remind me of tapestry; hut 1 gathered from the attitude of 
| a competent critic of six years old that they will probably 
appeal most to tho older reader. Now, please, will some- 
body collect the Wonder Tales of Australia and New Zea- 
land and all the other Dominions as quickly as possible? 

| 

Undeniably there are few literary tasks more difficult 
than that of conveying to paper the thrill and fascination 
of stage traffic. To pack the emotions of the theatre within 
tho covers of a hook remains as hard as to bring the scent 
of hay across the footlights- -that oft-quoted achievement 
than which to a modern audience nothing could he more 
disconcerting. This is why i have the warmer welcome 
| for Buzz! Buzz ! (Collins), a volume in which Captain J. E. 

| Agate has combined some reprinted dramatic criticism 
with a collection of papers hearing generally upon tho art 
of tho theatre; all of them both pleasant to read and 
stimulating to reflect upon. 1 have no room to number 
tho gods of tho writer’s dramatic idolatry, among whom 
you will find a high place given to 8ir Frank Benson. Thoy 
range from Mine. Bernhardt to Arthur Sinclair (I should 
have liked, by the way, more than a passing phrase of 
approval for one who was to my mind incomparably tho 
greatost of rccont English comedians, the late James Welsh ; 
interesting to see what impression this most delicate of 
players made upon a critic so receptive of precisely his 
qualities). There is special valuo in tho appreciation, by 
one who knew and shared bis early environment, of poor 
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Stanley Houghton, that victim of success too roughly ling the physically terrible with what is in its .essence 
handled, whose art withered so tragically in an alien soil, spiritual will make a popular appeal to the ordinary British 
I can do no more than suggest others of Captain Agate’s mind I cannot protend to guess, but it is safe to say that 
most fertile themes ; somo witty and provoking studies of both in imaginative intensity and realistio power M. 
the Repertory in action ; a poignant anecdote of the porils Malherbe has few, if any, oqimls among those who have 
of excessive appreciation ; and, as make-weight, the parable written on tho War. Indeed these sketches, which tell, in 
of Mr. CLeevcr , a grotesquerio, rather in tho Chestortonian unforgottable language, of things soon and felt, and reveal 
mode, of tho evolution of the artist. Buzz ! Buzz! (perhaps amidst the horrors of war the soul of a man seeking after 
a needlessly baffling title) is a book which I shall keep for tho light, aro stamped by the mark of something nearly 
froquent onjoymont ; not even Manchester, where alone related to genius, 
they sooin to preserve tho secret of such matters, has 

produced anything better. Mr. Maurice Hewlett is again digging among the sagas 

f or material. lie now reconstructs the story of Gudrid the 

Colonel James Mourns Morgan, the gallant author of Fair (Constable), whoso doom it was to survive three 
Recollections of a Rebel Reefer (Constable), was horn in husbands. This sounds unromantic, but, believe me, isn’t. 
1845, in tho extreme south of Louisiana. To a lady who For in Iceland and Greenland death came swiftly to men 
once doubted wliother he was a genuine Southerner he by weather and war, and a noble-hearted beautiful lady 
replied, " Madam, I can assure you that had I he *n horn like Gudrid was esteemed a great prize among a chivalrous 
any farther south than I was, I would have had to come people. As to the story, a saga is much what the porccp- 


into this world either as a 
pompino or a sof t-sholl crab, 
for tho hard ground stops 
whore I was born, in the 
southern part of Louisiana.” 

A soft-shell crab I know — 
properly cooked with ati 
appropiato sauce it is a 
delicious food — hut as to [ 
a pompino 1 must plead j 
ignorance. When tho great 
Civil War broke out Colonel 
Morgan was barely sixteen 
years old, but ho was soon 
m tho thick of somo very 
pretty water- fighting on 
the Confederate side, one 
combat in particular in the 
James River, seven miles 
south of Richmond, being 
narrated, as it was fought, 
in a very workmanlike way. 
Thenceforward young Mor- 
gan had as much fighting as 
ho wanted, and there seem 
to have boon very few' scraps 
that he did not bear a part in. 


j tivo American defined life 
i itself to bo — just one dam 
(thing after another; with 
1 much too many folk in it, 

: their names mostly begin- 
ning with “ Thor,” which 
| is apt to he confusing. It 
was Mr. Hewlett’s job to 
i enrich tho talo with tho 
colour and circumstanco 
which modern weakness de- 
mands, and ho has done it 
well. Somo great simple 
folk pass before you : old 
Eric the Red , Thorslon tho 
poet and sailor, Leif and 
Karls fesne the pioneers. 
Most interesting of all is 
the fact of tho throe sail- 
ings of tho Greenlanders 
to Newfoundland and the 
mainland of America, in 
what I guess to be (Mr. 
Hewlett oilers no dates) 
the eleventh century — or so. 
I hope you share my ignor- 

B lock ade- running, com- anco of, and therefore enhanced interest in, this egregious 



First. Pessimist. “I’m hi, ad it’s ovkk; it 'sheen atkukihj 
Bi t think what tiik m-;xt wak wild he like!” 

Second Pessimist. “ Vks — and tiik next peace!" 


mereo-raiding on tho Georgia — nothing came amiss to him, fact. A keen wind of adventure and primitive human 
and whatever the tight was lie seems to have had great simplicity blows through this refreshing book, 
gusto for it. Eventually, however, tho Confederate power 


declined, leaving Colonel Mouuan, not yet, by tho way, a 
colonel, a scarred and battered veteran of twenty-one. 
His next service was in tho Egyptian army, and it was in 
this that lie 10-.0 to bo a colonel, llis knack of attracting 
advonturcs did not cease, and he was probably enjoying a 
full-blooded one loss than a fortnight ago. Readers w ho 
like more than a dash of excitement with their leading will 
find this book very much to their mind. 

The Flaming Sword of France (Dent) is a translation of 
M. Henry Malherbe's La Flammc an Poing , a hook which 
has already had a considerable and woll-doservcd success. 
Miss Lucy Menhirs hastdone her work as a translator with 


WIDOWED. 

At last the dawn creeps in with golden fingers 
Seeking my eyes, to bid them open wide 
Upon a world at peace, where Sweetness lingers, 
Where Terror is at rest and Ilate has died. 

Loud soon shall sound a p&an of thanksgiving 
From happy women, welcoming their men, 

Life born anew of joy to see them living. 

Mother of Pity, what shall I do then? 

A Children’s Cause. 

A special Matinee of The Chinese Puzzle will be given, 


care and skill, and it is not her fault if beautiful words in in the presence of the Queen, at the New Theatre, on 
the one language sometimes refuso to bo expressed boauti- Monday, November 25th, in support of the Jubilee Fund of 
fully in the other. It was an act of courage as well as of the East London Hospital for Children, Shadwell. Some 
wisdom to place this book at the disposal of English time ago Mr. Punch appealed for this noble charity and 
readers who don’t happen to have the French tongue, for received a most generous response from his friends. The 
it contains qualities in which our own war -literature is present appeal is, ho believes, the first that the Hospital 
rather conspicuously lacking. Whether his way of rning- has made in particular to tho Other End of London, 
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Q Regent ‘Street jeweller were ransacked been reported in Scotland. This time 

CHARIVARI A* and some three thousand pounds' worth it is said to have been contracted by a 

Matters have so far settled down in of jewellery taken away, a crowbar, a haggis which lias since broken loose 


Berlin that the banks are not now j brace, a 
(guarded by soldiers. This is the first behind, 
official intimation that the Crown 
Prince has left the neighbourhood. 


file and a lantern were left 
This was excusably resented. 
Nobody likes to have his promises 
littered with burglars’ implements. 


and takou to the woods. 


, “ No one,” says the German Chan- 
cellor, “can deprive the German 
people of their brains.” We know; 
but Erert need not have rubbed it into 
them like (hut. 


An Austrian provision merchant at 
*•* Stepney has boon fined for selling cheose 

German papers recently announced ; at excess prices and with attempting 
that Admiral TmriTZ had fled into ; to bribe a Food Inspector. The report 
Switzerland. The report that lie was j that ho threatened to sot the choose on 


A sale of camels is announced by the 
military authorities in Egypt. The 
departure of white troops makes it 
The veto on winter racing is with- impossible to provide the animals with 
drawn, hub not, wo understand, in the i heir customary diet, 
case of slate-club secretaries. * ,* 

“Tho smoking of women,” says a 
Parish Magazine, “is a deplorable 
thing.” And not half so nice as tobacco. 


whiskered across tho border in a motor- 
car may account for the further rumour 
that his face-lmir has come off*. 


A gossip writer is of the 
opinion that ex-King Fek- 
idinand need not have abdi- 
cated quite so soon. Our 
information is that ho start- 
ed early to avoid the rush. 

Ch icago pork-packers n ow i 
admit that their method . 
of handling pigs lias been j 
wasteful. In Germany, as 1 
wo gather from the appeals j 
for modification of the arm- ! 
istice, even the squeal of tho | 
pig is utilized. | 

There was a keen compe- 
tition among our troops to 
he the first to re-enter Mons. 
A Canadian corporal won 
the race. Several German 
soldiers ” also ran.” 


the Inspector is denied. 

It is credibly reported that on one 
day last week there was no mention of 



“ Pi: A C’E 
S INSTITUTE 


And just when L hvd succeeded in inn un n m » a 

t'Olt T1IK SEEDS l.-KD IN TUSIMIKHRY JAM.” . 


Commercial Candour. 

“ He Careful. 

If you order ‘ — ■ ’ Whisky you are sure to 
want another one.” — Egyptian Gazette. * 

“ In order to save fuel Swansea workhouse 
inmates may stay in bed 4.5 minutes later 
each day.” The People. 

\ So that after a fortnight 
they can stay in bed all day 
and nave all the fuel. 

“ KAISER REACHES II IS 
DESTINATION.” 

Evening Paper. 

But not, it is generally be- 
lieved, his final one. 

“ DEMOBILISATION. 
Pi.ans Fou Easing' the 
Puobi.km. 

Thinning Out the Mubioners.” 

JArerpool Paper. 
Tiio process has apparently 
boon begun. 


44 It may bo recallod that tho 
announcement that there would 
be a (Jeueral Election in the late 
autumn was first made in The 
Times on July 18 — the historic 
date, by a curious chance, on 


The Commissioner of Police depre- j Lord Northcliffe in The Daihf News . ! which Marshal Koch begun the Allied counter- 
cates the action of some people in doing 1 We understand that this was due to an ,ho (,ftnnau forces 0,1 t,ie 

damage during the armistice celebra- oversight, 
tions. Indeod, if this sort of thing 

In answer to many inquiries we have 
pleasure in stating that tho word 
“armistice” is derived from the 
French armistice, which 
armistice.” 


coi 


•ens again, wars 
ucted in private. 


will have to be 


Mam P- - Times. 

But it is only fair to say that there 
is no reason to suspect the gallant 
Marshal of collusion. 


“ Magistrates,” says The Week l if Dis- 
patch, “ sometimes say funny tilings.” 
The use of the word “sometimes” is 
said to have caused much annoyance 
in certain magisterial quarters. 


means 


1 an 


1,770,000 acres of land are to bo 
afforested by the Ministry of Recon 


“It is when difficulties seem greatest, and 
when the outlook seems blackest, that British 
grit and determination have shown that it is 
when diffieulties’MTwl mw mw mwmw m\v m 
A youth charged at Marylobone with ! their fixity of purpose cannot be overthrown. 

* So it trill hr with the printers of Britain 
Carton Magazine. 

But they must he careful that the grit 
does not get into tho linotype machine. 


J O''”’ J 

stealing a motor-car produced a doctor’s I 
certificate which said, “ This must he I 
due to tho after-effects of influenza.” 
The doctor, it seems, had carelessly ad- 


4 MATRIMONY. 


struction. With the view of securing vised him to take something for it. 

the nation’s food-supply, experiments : V : 1 .. ,, 41 t 

•» arboreal rnbbit ar. rvoll in band. Kg-koopor., say, an ollicial o! tho j 

1 > Food Ministry, may lOgaid then troubles t,i( natc, abstainer, good apiMwranco.JVotestant, 

A stage journal anticipates a revival as at an end. Not so tho pigs, who g u od permanent position, aino t3,ooo cash, 
of ragtifne songs this winter. A sorry point out that practically nothing is desires companionship lady of moans, view 
blow to those who have been looking being done to stamp out the bacon-aiul- *bow.' —Melbourne Argus. 
forward to a millennium of peace. eggs habit. * What evor were tho eligible spinsters 

, ’ of Old Blighty thinking about to allow 

When recently the premises o£ a] A case of sleeping sickness has again such a prize to emigrate to Australia ? 
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OUTLAWED. , . 

You spoke too soon who asked a generous nation 
To staunch the tears that contrite Teutons shed, 
r .ro spare a fallen foe’s humiliation 

And let the past lie buried with its dead ; 

To love our former enemies and feed ’eni, 

Welcome their “change of heart” as true amends, 
And save them from the bloodier forms of freedom 
They preached in Russia when it served their ends. 

For in the very act of loud appealing 
For Christian mercy in a moving strain, 

Right on the top-note of his abject squealing 
The beast began his dovilish work again. 

Tortured and starved, with spirit and body broken, 

Ho loosed his captives from their long years’ hell, 
And left them there, for hatred’s crowning token, 

To die like dogs of hunger where they fell. 

This is your Hun. You’d have us still reprieve him? 

'Chough “Peace” bo signed on paper with a pen, 
Let Pity steel her lips, 1 say, and leave him 

Where ho belongs outside the law of men. 0. 8. 

TRAGEDY OF A WAR-TIME EGG. 

Violet (fifteen-yea r-old daughter, who does the shopping, 
to Mother, wife of business man). What about breakfast 
to-morrow ? 

Mother. r lt 's boon an expensive week. What do you say 
to broadband margarine? It satisfies me perfectly. 

Violet (heroically). So it does mo. 

Mother. And I ~don't think Billy and Betty and Baby 
really require anything more. 

Violet (with conviction). Certainly not. If it ’s enough 
for mo it ’s enough for little kiddies. 

Mother. But we can’t set your father down to it. He’s 
doing the work of three men. Ho must have an egg. 
Violet. They’re eightpence each. 

Mother. We mustn’t grudge eightpence for your father’s 
nourishment. 

Violet. Bacon works out cheaper. 

Mother. He can’t bear war-bacon. 

Violet. And he hates kippers. 

Mother. Sardines make him bilious. 

Violet. There’s nothing for it but an egg. 

| Exit to buy one. 

\lircak fast-table next morning. Mother dispenses coffee. 
Billy, Betty and Baby contentedly munch bread-and - 
margarine. Father does the same while reading aloud 
bits from the newspaper. 

Kilter Violet with poached eyy, which she places in front 
of Father. 

Father. Hullo ! What ’s this ? 

Violet. 1 hope it’s now laid (sits and helps herself to 
brcad-and-margarinc). 

Father. Where ’s yours ? 

Violet ( flushing), l don't care for eggs. 

Father (glancing behind coffee urn). Aren’t you having 
one, Mother? 

Mother ( flushing). Not this morning. 

Father, flow ’s that? 

Mother (flashing deeper). 1 don’t seem to want one, 
somehow. 

Hilly (imperiously). Where’s my egg? 

Mother . Little hoys mustn’t ask for eggs in war time. 


Billy. Why not ? 

' Violet (severely). Don’t ask questions. Fat your break- 
fast: - 

Billy. Shan’t for you ! (makes faces). 

Father. You shall have Daddy’s, old son. 

Mother (sharply). He ’ll have nothing of the kind. If 
Betty and Baby don't have an egg, why should Billy ? 

Father. But why don't they ? 

Mother ( with mild exasperation). You can hardly expect 
the weekly allowance to cover eggs for the family, dear. 

Father (with asperity). Then why give me one? 

Mother. Because your strength must bo kept up. 
You Te doing the work of three men. 

Father . Fiddle-de-dee ! 

Mother (bridling). You said so yourself. That *s all I have 
to go by.' ■ 

Father. And you’re always driving it into me that you 
do the work of six women. You have the egg. 

Mother (frigidly). No, thank you. 1 shouldn’t think 
of it. • • 

Father. Then wo ’ll divide it between the three kids ; that 
settles it. 

Violet (hotly). I don’t see why they should have eggs 
when I don’t. 

Father . But you said you didn’t care for eggs. 

Violet. Not at eightpence each. 

Father (aghast). Eightpence! You mean to say you paid 
eightpence for this egg for me? 

Betty (suddenly). 1 want an egg. 

Baby (hammering table with spoon). Egg! Egg! Want egg. 

Father (in a voice of thunder). Silenco! Nobody in this 
hpuse shall cat an eightpenny egg. ^ 

Mother . Are you going to put it in the dustbin ? 

Father. Preposterous, disgraceful extravagance. 

Mother. Ex tra vagan ce ! When I’ve only done my duty 
and provided you witli a nourishing meal (breaks down). 

Violet (hysterically). When I looked out the brownest and 
biggest ! Oh ! it ’s not fair (sobs). 

Father (flourishing plate in their faces). But look at it. 
It ’s eating money. Can you justify paying eightpence for 
a thing of that size ? 

\Fgg slips from plate into Violet's coffee. 

Mother (tragically). Now it ’s wasted. 

Father (brazening it out). Pooh! What’s a little coffee 
on an egg? (Fishes for egg with fork.) 

Billy (excitedly as egg is harpooned for third time). 
Nearly landed him, Father ! i 

Mother (with set teeth). You ’ll break the yolk in a minute. 

Father (murderously). Suppose I do. 

[Breaks it. Egg and coffee mingle in a ghastly fusion. 

Mother. There ’s eightpence gone. 

Father . Who cares? ■ 

For our Blinded Soldiers and Sailors. 

A concert, which Queen Alexandra has promised to 
attend, will be given at the Queen’s Hall on Friday, Nov- 
ember 29th, at 3 o’clock, in aid of St. Dunstan’s Hostel for 
Blinded Soldiers and Sailors. The programme will be 
carried cut entirely by a party of Blind Musicians, who for 
two years have been giving concerts about the country on 
behalf of the same splendid cause — for which they have 
raised nearly £b0,000 — and are now to make their first 
appearance in London. Mr. Punch begs to express the 
hope that they may receive a hearty welcome from his 
readers. 


Epitaph for Germany : I was well ; I would be better : 
1 am bust. 
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1‘ rhmtrr . “ Well, Sin, there was a lot of i.aukin’ doin' on, cap: mutin' tub haiimistick, dot I don’t think as I so far 

FORUOT MYSELF. AH. TO KISH *IM. If I DID, YOUlt WASHED, 1 DESERVES SIX MONTHS." 


“CEREMONIAL.” 

Thkhk is no greater stimulus to dis- 
cipline than a Ceremonial Parade ; a 
regular soldier told mo this ono day as 
wo chatted amicably after ho had ticked 
me ofT for some tritle. It is true ; I 
know now. It is there that the diffi- 
culties which beset the Stall are made 
evident to those who foolishly seem 
to imagine that the Stall have nothing 
to do but ask awkward questions and 
remain imperturbable in motor-cars. 

We had a Ceremonial last month on 
the occasion of a distribution of medals, 
and it was really a bon affair; you 
would have enjoyed it. The batta- 
lions marched on to the parade-ground 
shepherded by wild - eyed Company 
Commanders, who knew that what 
they had done was wrong, but that it 
was not nearly so wrong as the things 
they were going to do in their endea- 
vours to got into a hollow square. 
Ilowovcr, the Regimental Sergeant- 
Major was there and all was well. 

Every movement of tho Junior Stall* 
in the centre of tho square was watched 
critically. When tho Divisional Com- 
mander’s flagstaff was erected men 
. began talking of maypole dances they 
had witnessed in the Old Country. 
When tho Hag stuck halfway up those 
with relatives in tho Navy took a pro- 


minent part in the conversation. It 
was a most impressive spectacle. All 
tho officers lined up in front of their 
battalions, sized like tho pipes of an 
organ, f-ome with gloves, some with 
their hands well behind tho scams of 
their trousers. And the fun of it was 
to get everything arranged so that it 
should go without a hitch, for of course 
in Ceremonial everything must be ab- 
solutely right and absolutely uniform 
throughout -it is the Adjutant’s day 
out. 

Nothing was left to chance. I don’t 
know how many times I walked along 
tho lino of officers and made cheery 
remarks to oncourage them, now say- 
ing, “ Hem cm her, at tjjie General Salute 
you will all salute on tho third motion 
of tho ‘ Present’ and cut away the hand 
on the first motion of the* Slope Arms.’ ” 
Or, if 1 wasn’t saying that, I was telling 
them “ Of course you will salute on tho 
first motion of tho ‘Present’ and cut 
away tho hand on the second motion 
of the ‘Slope Arms,’ ” and yet, would 
you believe it, after all tho trouble I had 
taken to make each alteration quite 
clear, when the Genoral arrived every- 
body saluted on the second motion and 
cut away in their own time— all except 
the Staff Captain, who was so overcome 
at the moment of saluting, through just 
remembering he had forgotten some- 


! thing, that he stood up there mesmerisod 
jin the (centre of the square, with his 
, right lijmd blinding his right eye long 
1 after everybody else had stood at ease. 

A$ sOon as the Brigade Major had 
sidej-kicked the Staff Captain back to 
consciousness wo got right on with the 
business at once. All the recipients of 
thonneilals bad been lined up most 
carefully boforchand in the order in 
which their names were to be readout, 
and they stood there looking aghast at 
the distance they w T ould have to walk 
to the table. It w T as a fearful ordeal to 
have to walk fifty yards or more, fully 
conscious of being improperly dressed, 
possessing a blue nose and repugnant 
I appearance generally, ccrtaiu to trip up 
and miss the outstretched hand alto- 
gether and likely enough to salute before 
the handshake was over and carry the 
General’s hand to their forehead as 
well. 

Tho Staff Captain got busy at once, 
happy now in remembering be bad for- 
gotten what it was ho bad remembered 
having forgotten. Pulling out his lists 
! of recipients and their deeds lie read 
j out in a loud voice the name of No. 1, 
and looked expectantly at No. 1 of the 
! squad of braves. No. 35 stepped out. 
j The air was torn by a frightful rustling 
of papers as the Staff Captain rushed 
I through his lists to see what had 
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The “Valet” AutoStrop is the only safety razor with a 
self-contained automatic stropping device, and for this 
reason its blades last, on an average, four times as long as 
those of the “ no-stropping ” type. Probably because of 
this advantage, and also of the cheapness of “Valet” 
blades, the public do not always exercise economy in 
their use. The following hints will enable users to get 
even more than the two months’ service which is claimed 
as the average life of a single “ Valet ” AutoStrop blade : 

Use no abrasive strop- dressing, and keep your 
strop free from grit. 

Don’t over-strop — 10 seconds daily will keep 
your blade in the pink of condition. 

Don’t let anything hard touch the blade edge. 

Hold the blade almost flat against the face. 

It shaves better, besides lasting longer. 

There is no shortage of “ VALET ” blades at present, 
but in view of constantly increasing manufacturing 
difficulties, reasonable judgment and economy should be 
exercised in their use. 


“VALET 

AutoStrop 

SafetyRazor # 


AUTOSTROP SAFETY RAZOR CO., LTD., 61, New Oxford Street, London, W.C.I. 

And also at New York, Paris, Milan, Sydney, Dublin, Toronto, See. 
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IF YOU INSURE SOME 
RISKS , WHY NOT ALL ? 

- IN - 

THE POOL 
COMPREHENSIVE 
POLICY, 

The Most Complete and Economical 
System in the World. 

POOLING INSURANCE conducted by the 

LICENSES AND GENERAL 

INSURANCE CO., LTD., 

24. MOORGATE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 2. 

FUNDS EXCEED £500,000. 




| KHAKI SHIRTS. | 

p 1 he War has proved the absolute superiority of “Viyella" Khaki j§ 

H Shirts. “Viyella” is soft, warm, and non-irritant, exceedingly =§ 

§? durable, and w ill not shrink. Moreover, owing to the fact that 3 = 

s it both nhf^rbs and radiates away the moisture of the body, = 

S the wearing of “Viyella” is of real importance to the health. =? 

g Obtainable in Standard and Heavy Weights and in Regulation Shades g 

I OF HIGH* CLASS OUTFITTERS. N 1 

|§ If yrw are unable to obtain, write to the Manufacturers for name of /suitable Retailer E§ 
§E Wm. Hollins & Co., Ltd. (Ttaile only), «4, Viyella House, Newgate St., London, E.C. 1 || 

MllltllllllllllllllllHIIIIIIIIIIPillllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll'HUII!^ 



Out of each Tablet 


Jj comes the beautiful old-world Perfume of Lavender, | 

g a wealth of delicious fragrance lingering in the room | 

g and on the skin long after use. f 

jf A soap of exfra tine quality, it refines the skin and keeps % 

g the complexion youthful. j 

1 Ridleys 

1 T 016 (Encjltefi 1 

| Lavender Soap 

| Box of 3 Large Tablets 3/- 

M Of all Chemists and Stores, and from ^ 

SlIIIIIIIIIIIYARDLEYdk CO. Ltd. 8 New Bond Street, London/W-l'®' 1 * 1 ' 

Perfumer* and Fine Soafi Maker s liner 1770 _ _ _ 
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happened. However, No. 35 got there* 
halted nervously some five yards from 
the General, heard with a blush what 
lie had done to deserve this horror — 
honour, I mean— shook hands with the 
General, who very kindly advanced to- 
wards him ; turned to the right ; realised 
that was wrong ; turned about ; turned 
half left, and wandered off stiflly — for 
ever, in his own mind, a fool. 

No. 2 (No. 17 popped out) was also 
overcome with bashfulness, and the 
General again advanced to pin on the 
ribbon. By the time No. 4 (No. 29) 
came out the General was yards away 
from the tablo and the Staff were 
busy running to and fro, handing up 
D.S.O.’s instead of M.C.’s and running 
back to the table again. 

It was then that a brainstorm came 
over the Brigade Major, and lie picked 
up tho table and triumphantly carried 
the wholo tiling up behind the advanc- 
ing General. Everybody was so glad 
he had thought of this, for everybody 
had seen the necessity of it long ago 
and was just itching to give advice. If 
we had been civilians wo should have 
applauded the act. 

The lost was simple. Whenever tho 
General advanced out of range tho table 
came up in close support -no fuss, no 
bother; it was a wonderfully well- 
executed manoeuvre and ought to have 
a placo in every well-conducted Core- 
monial of this kind. 

1 don’t know 7 what the Staff Captain 
felt like aftor reading from his own 
handwriting some fifty live accounts of 
tho deeds done, but he looked like 
death. Ho was only just in time too 
on one occasion to nip off the D.S.O. 
from a wrong tunic and replace it with 
the M.C., and even then it turned out 
that tho owner w as duo to receive both. 



I SAY, OF, ATI OLD DEAN. WILL. YOU LUND MK YOUR MOTOR-BIKE ? ” 


And ho heard with impassive face the 
General say to a brawny Scot who had 
just been up for* the D.C.M. and had 
come back for his Military Medal, 
“ I ’m sure I ’ve seen you before some- 
where.” 

When tho distribution was over wo 
settled dow r n expectantly for the speech. 
Peace talk had loomed large tho last 
few days and wo had it definitely from 
a gunner, who know a man in a water- 
column, who had a friend who was a 


* Ob’ COURSE. WH V, ASK ? " 

’ \Y ELL, I couldn't* find the beastly thing.” 


future too. It was a groat speech, 
and we all felt very bucked up and de- 
termined to see it through; but, when 
w 7 e see tho gunner again who knows a! 
man in a water column who has it; 
from tho friend of a friend of someone j 
who knows, wo are going to say a few 7 1 
things to him. 


Jje Mot Jufte. 

“ Political conditions at tho present moment 
depend largely upon food conditions. Any 
(lovornmonfc which can supply the people with 
food will ho agrocable to tho Viennese, and 
probably could pass any measures it desires. 
'Idio whole position is provisional.” — Times. 


“ MXCITK1) HOLLAND. 

1 NASTY FEATURES WOUUYING THE DUTCH 


friend of someone who knew, that peace 
had just been declared. And when the 
General began w’o made sure lie was 
keeping the best news of all to the last. 
It was a jolly line speech, all about 
the British army, our battalions in 
particular, and what they bad dono in 
the past. But we wore rather sur- 
prised to hear how much remained 
to bo done and learned with fortitude 
that we ourselves wore going to have 
the chance to do it — and in the near 


i 4 For this relief . . .” 

“As none of tho public works in Lisburn 
suspended operations on tho declaration of 
tho surrender of (lormany, the employes were 
all given a half-holiday from tho 

UNITED THANKSGIVING SERVICE.” 

Hclfast Telegraph. 

We thought better of Lisburn. 

“ Gilgit Boots for Cold Feet. 

Send a pair to your Friend at tho Front. 
Ho will appreciate tho gift .” — Indian Toper. 

Some advertisers have no tact.* 


people. * ” 

Evening Standard. 

ft is anticipated that tho Netherlands 
Government will requost the ex-Kaiser 
to wear a mask. 

“ ‘ Seaways of 7«hnpire ’ docs not, as its title 
perhaps suggests, relate such episodes as the 
singeing of the King of Spain’s Beard at the 
Battle of the Nile.”-— Daily News. 

Nor, we understand, does it refer to 
tho clipping of Von Tirpitz/k whiskers 
by Jellicoe at tho Battle of Trafalgar. 
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THE MUD LARKS. 

Concerning Wilfrid Wilcox Wilbur, 
Minor Port, of the British Secret 
Service. 

Once upon a time, when the world 
was wrong and there was still a war 
on, I put my head into the Mess and 
discovered Albert Edward alone there, 
cheating himself at Patience. 

“ My leave warrant has come and 
I’m off to Pome,” said f. “If Koch 
should ring lip tell him he'll have to 
strugglo along by himself for a fort- 
night. Cheerio ! ” 

“Cheerio!” said Albeit Edward. 
“Givo my regards to Nero, Borgia and 
all the boys.” 

I shut the door upon him and took 
the road to Rome. 

Arrivod there I attempted to shed a 
card on the Pope, but was repulsed by 
a halberdier in fancy-dress; visited the 
Catacombs (by the way, in the art of 
catacombing wo latter-day sinners have 
nothing to learn from the early saints. 
Why, at Arras in 1917 we — oh, well, 
never mind now !) ; kept a solemn face 
while bands solemnly intoned “Tip- 
perary” under the impression it was 
the British National Anthem ; bought 
a bushel of mosaic brooches and several 
thousand picture-postcards and acted 
the perfect little tripper throughout. 

Then one day, while stepping into a 
hotel lift, I bumped full into Wilfrid 
Wilcox Wilbur stepping forth. You 
have all of you read the works of Wilfrid 
Wilcox Wilbur (“Passion Flowers,” 
“ Purple Patches,” etc.). If you haven’t 
you should, for Wilfrid is the lad to 
handle tho heart-throb. 

In pre-war days ho was to he met 
with in London drawing-rooms about 
tea-time, wearing his mane rather 
longer than is done in tho best mena- 
geries. And now behold him in mili- 
tary disguise parading tho Eternal 
City 1 

“ What may you be doing here ? ” 1 
gasped. 

Iiepufc his fingers to his lips. “ Pist ! ” 
Then, pushing mo into the lift, he ejected 
the attendant, turned a handle and we 
shot aloft. Half- way between earth 
and heaven he stopped the conveyance 
and, having made quite sure we were 
not being overheard bjr either men or 
angels, leaned up against my ear and 
whispered, “ Secret Service ! That s 
why I have to be so careful ; they have 
agents everywhere listening, watching, 
taking notes.” 

I felt for my pocket-case, momentarily 
fearful that They (whoever They were) 
might have taken it. 

at And do you also have agents listen- 
ing, noting, taking watches? ” I asked. 

< Wilbur said he had, and went on to 


explain that so perfect was his system 
that a cat could hardly kitten anywhere 
between Yildiz Kiosk and the Wilhelm- 
strasse without his full knowledge and 
approval. 

I was greatly thrilled, for I had pre- 
viously imagined all the cloak-and-dag- 
ger spy business to be an invention of 
the magazine-writer. 

“Look here,” I implored, “if you 
are going to pull off a coup at any time, 
do let me come too.” 

Wilbur demurred. The profession 
wasn’t keen on amateurs, he explained ; 
they were too impetuous, lacked sub- 
tlety. Still, if the opportunity occurred, 
he might— perhaps. 1 wrung his hand, 
thon, seeing that bells on every landing 
had been in a state of uproar for some 
fifteen minutes and that the attendant 
! was commencing to swarm the cable 
! after his lift, we dropped back to earth 
again, returned it to him and went out 
to lunch. 

“ And now tell mo something of your 
methods,” said T,as we sat down to meat. 

Wilbur promptly grabbed me by tho 
! collar and dragged me after him under 
the table. 

“ What ’s the matter now? ” I gulped. 

“ Fool ! ” lie hissed. “ Tho waiter is 
a Bulgarian spy.” 

“ Let’s arrest him then," said I. 

Wilbur groaned. “Oh, you amateurs! 
You would stampede every tiling and 
ruin all.” 

I apologised meekly and we issued 
from cover again and resumed our 
meal— silently, because (according to 
Wilbur) tho peroxide blonde doing 
snake-charming tricks with spaghetti 
at the next table was a Hungarian 
agent, and there was a Turk concealed 
• in the potted palms near by. 

I thrilled and thrilled. 

Then followed stirring days. Rome 
at that time, I gathered, was the centre 
of tho spy industry and at the height 
of tho sleuthing season, for they 
hemmed us in on every hand, accord- 
ing to Wilbur. 1 was continually being 
dragged aside into tho shadow of dark 
arcades to dodge Austrian admirals 
disguised as dustinon, rushed up black 
alleys to escape tho machinations of 
Bolshevik adventuresses parading as 
parish priests, and submerged in foun- 
tains to avoid tho evil eyes of German 
diplomats camouflaged as flower-girls, 
according to Wilbur. 

I thrilled and thrilled and thrilled. 
Also I bought myself a stiletto and a 
false nose. 

However, after about a week of play- 
ing trusty Watson to Wilbur’s Sher- 
lock without having effected a single 
arrest, drugged one courier, sfcilettoed 
a solitary waistcoat pr been allowed to 
wear my false nose once, I gave Wilbur 


the slip one afternoon and w eni on the 
prowl alone. 

About four of the clock my investi- 
gations took me to Vermicelli’s. At a 
small marble table, lapping up ices as a 
kitten laps cream, I beheld Temporary 
Second-Lieutenant Mervyn Esmond. 

You all of you remember Mervyn 
Esmond, him of the spats, the eyeglass 
and grey top-hat, who used to gambol so 
gracefully among the Frivolity Beauty 
Chorus singing “Billy of Piccadilly.” 
You must remember Mervyn Esmond. 

But that was the Esmond of old 
days ; for a long time past ho has been 
doing sterling work in command of an 
army pierrot troupe. 

I sat down beside him, stole his ice 
and finished it for him. 

“And now what are you doing here? ” 
I asked. 

“ I ’ve come down from tho line to 
got some now dresses for Quoonio,” ho 
replied. “ She — he, that is — is abso- 
lutely in rags, hursts his corsets and a 
pair of silk stockings every perform- 
ance — very expensive itom.” 

I had better explain here and now 
that Queenie is tho leading lady in 
Morvyn’s troupe. She — he, that is — 
started her— his — military career as an 
artillery driver, but was discovered to 
ho tho possessor of a very shrill falsetto 
voice and dedicated to female imper- 
sonations forthwith. 

“She— he — is round at the dress- 
maker’s now,” Mervyn went on, “ wrest- 
ling with half-a-dozon hysterical man- 
nequins. I ’m getting him up regard- 
loss. Listen. J)ainty ninon georgette 
outlined with chenille stitching. Char- 
meuse over-tunic embroidered witli 
musquash and skunk pom-poms. Cr£pc 
do Chino undies interwoven with blue 
baby ribbon ; camis ” 

“ Stop ! ” I thundered ; “ I am but a 
rough soldior.” 

Mervyn apologised, wrapped himself 
round another ice and asked mo how I 
was amusing myself in Tibertown. 

Having first ascertained that there 
were no enemy agents secreted under 
the table, I unburdened my soul to him 
concerning Wilbur and the coups that 
never came off. 

He staved at me for a few moments, 
his eyes twinkling ; then he leaned over 
the table. 

“My active brain has evolved a 
bo-autiful plan,” said he. “ It ’s yours 
for another ice.” 

I bought it. 

* >;t * * 

I found Wilbur sleuthing the crowd 
from behind a tall tumbler in the 
Excelsior lounge, and, dragging him 
into the liftr, hung it up half-way be- 
tween here and hereafter, and whis- 
pered my great news. 
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ARMISTICE DAY IN THE NORTH. 

Du gal. “Tiie news is no s\e »\ai> the day.'* DonaV. “Ay it’s improvin'." 


“ Whore — when? ” ho cried. 

“ In my hotel at midnight,” I replied. 
“ I hid in a clothes* basket and heard 
all. We will frustrate their knavish 
tricks, thou and I.” 

Wilbur did not appear to bo as keen 
as I had expected ; he hummed and 
hawed and chatted about my ama- 
teurishness and impetuosity ; but I was 
obdurate and, taking him firmly by the 
arm, led him oil to dinner. 

I hardly let go of his arm at all for 
the next four hours, judging it safer so. 

Five minutes before midnight I led 
him up the stairs of my hotel and, tip- 
toeing into a certain room, clicked on 
the light. 

“ See that door over thero,” I whis- 
pered, pointing, “ ’tis the bathroom. 
Hide there. I shall be concealed in 
the wardrobe. In threo minutes the 
conspirators will appear. The moment 
you hear me shout, ‘ Hands up, Otto 
von Schweinhund, le jeu est fait,' or 
words to that effect, burst out and collar 
the lady.” 

I pushed Wilbur into the bathroom 
(he was trembling slightly — excitement, 
no doubt) and closed the door. 

I had no sooner shut myself into the 
wardrobe than a man and a woman 
entered the room. They were both in 
full evening dress. The man was a 
handsome . rascal, the woman a tall 
languid beauty gorgeously dressed. 
She flung herself down in a chair and 
lit a cigarette. The man carefully 


lockod the door and crossed the room 
towards her. 

“Ilansa,” he hissed, “did you get 
the plans of the fortress?” 

Sho laughed and, taking a packet of 
papers from the bosom of her dress, 
j Hung it on the table. 

“ Twas easy, inon diet ." 

Tie caught it and held it aloft. “ Vic- 
tory!” lie cried. “ The Vatcrhmd is 
saved.” 

He passed round the table and stood 
before her, his eyes glittering. 

“ You beautiful devil,” he muttered 
through clenched tcoth, “ I know you 
could do it. J know you would he 
witch the young attache. All men are 
puppets in your hands, beautiful, beau- 
tiful fiend ! ” 

The moment had coinc. Hastily 
donning my false nose I Hung open 
the wardrobe, shouted the signal and 
covered the pair with my stiletto. The 
woman screamed and flung herself into 
the arms of her accomplice. 

“Ah ha, foiled again ! Curse you ! ” 
he snarled, and covered me with the 
plans of the fortress. 

I grappled with him, he grappled 
with me, the beautiful devil grappled 
with both of us, we ail grappled. There 
was no movement from the bathroom 
| door. \Ve grappled some more, wo 
' grappled all over the table, over the 
! washstand and a brace of chairs. The 
villain lost his whiskers, the villainess 
lost her lovely golden wig, the hero 


(me) lost his falso nose. .1 shouted the 
signal once more, the villain shouted 
it, the villainess shouted it, we all 
shouted it. There was no movement 
from the bathroom door. We grappled 
some more, wo grappled over the chcst- 
of -drawers, under the carpet and in and 
out of the towel-horse. 

“ Let’s go arid grapple on the bed,” 
panted the villain in my right ear. 
“ It ’s softer.” 

A muHled report rang out from some- 
where about the “ beautiful devil.” 

“ For Heaven’s sako, go easy ! ’’ she 
wheezed in my left ear. “ My corsets 
have went.” 

Then, as there was still no move 
I merit from the bathroom door and we 
I none of us had a grapple left in us, we 
! called “ Time ! ” 

Mervvn sat up on the edge of the 
bed sourly regarding the bedraggled 
Queenie. 

“ In rags once more, twenty pounds’ 
worth of georgette charmeuse and ninon 
what’s-his-name tom to shreds!” he 
groaned. “ Oh, you tom-boy, you ! ” 

“Come and dig these damn whale- 
bones out of my ribs,” said she. 

I staggered across the room and, 
opening the bath-room door, peered 
within. 

“ Any sign of our friend Sherlock, 
the spy-hound? ” Mervyn inquired. 

“ Yes,” said I. “ He’s tumbled into 
the bath in a dead faint.” # 

Patlandkr. 




Tommy (to pal, whom* feet have become entangled in ground bait). “Look olt, Diookk; can’t you see you’ he a-standtn’ on the 
C.KNTLEMAN’S JVUOl'AGANDA? ” 


VALEDICTORY. 

(lieing epitaphs on some prominent 

M.l\'s who are not seeking re-election.) 

Tun Right Hon. John Burns. 

“Thu soldier’s friend” and handy with 
your lists, 

Oh, here was irony of Fate indeed 

That made you join up with Pacificists 

In Britain’s hour of need. 

Thu Right IIon. Augustine Bihrkll, 
K.C. 

In a black hour you swapped the ease 
of letters 

For politics and Ministerial fetters. 

Bristol installed you safely in a seat 

And Norfolk furnished you a snug re- 
treat, 

Till Ireland whelmed you* in the Sinn 
Fein pit, 

Conspicuous by your absence and your 
wit. 

The Right Hon. Eugene Wasox. 

O genial and gigantic Scot, 

O man of Brobdingnagian build, 

A “ stalwart Radical,” yet not 
By party acrimony filled ; 

Of all the Members who no more, 
After tbo great Election scrap, 

* Will at St. Stephen’s take tbo iloor, 
No one will leave a huger gap. 


Admiral of the Fleet the IIon. Sir 
Hkd worth Meux. 

A sailor with no axe to grind 
You always frankly spoke your mind ; 
And so your speeches and confessions 
Blazed with delightful indiscretions. 
The llouso will miss your breezy ways, 
Your unexpected turns of phrase; 

But, at your passing, Winston’s eye 
Will be unquestionably dry. 

ON THE HOME FRONT. 

Demi Mu. Punch, — Cheerio! as my 
master would say. Ho is allowed out 
of the hospital at last and goes for a 
ride every day in what is called a bath- 
chair, and of course my mistress and I 
go with him. 1 wanted to drag it at first, 
but my teeth aro not strong enough, 
so I sit in it and keep guard, because 
evon in armistice time you never know. 
There are lots of Germans about over 
hero, and 1 don’t trust them. 

To begin with L sat on my master’s 
knee with my head sticking out over 
the apron and my oars cocked ready for 
trouble ; but I soon saw that this form- 
ation would not do. Only my head 
was free and I could not rise to any 
sudden emergency quickly enough ; so 
now I lie on his feet outside the apron. 
It is colder, but I don’t mind that as 
long as I feel I am doing my bit. 


Wo meet lots of my master’s friends, 
and all the ladies persist in petting mo 
and calling me a nice little dog. I don’t 
so much mind being petted and called 
nice, but I do objoct. to that word 
“little.” How big do they expect a 
fox-terrier to bo? 

I notice that my master doesn’t talk 
about ditches any more, but about 
tanks. I ain not quite sure what a 
tank is, but as far as I can make out it 
seems to bo a sort of cross between a 
bull-dog and a bloodhound, which can 
go anywhere and do anything. J should 
like to meet ono. 

It is perfectly splendid to bo with tny 
master again ; still, do you know, Mr. 
Punch, 1 find this nursing work rather 
wearing. You see there aro several 
| dogs of my acquaintance with whom 1 
I have always had regular appointments 
| for purposes of mutual exorcise. They 
now como and sniff at my bath-chair 
in a supercilious w T ay, and yesterday a 
eat sat down right in front of it and 
yawned in my face. 

They know they 're safe because I *m 
on duty ; but it 's a great strain on my 
nervous system and I ’m longing for 
the time when my master will be out 
of hip bath-chair and able to join me in 
celebrating the occasion. 

Yours sincerely, 

A More-determined-tiian-ever Dog. 
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the Labour pledge, has bid adieu to 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. Battersea. “ No Conscription ” is still 
Monday , November 1&/&. — In both his motto. 

Houses an Address congratulating His Tuesday , November 10th. — Seventeen 
Majesty on the conclusion of the Arm- years ago a Royal Prince, fresh from a 
istice and tho prospect of a victorious voyago round the world, made a mem- j 
Peace was passed by acclamation. The orable appeal to his fellow-countrymen 
note of all tho speeches 
was the security of the 
British Throne and the 
popularity of its present 
occupant. Dilating upon 
the democratic character 
of our monarchy Lord 
Cuhzon actually permitted 
himself to speak of the 
Kino as “ the spokesman 
of his fellow - subjects 
throughout tho Empire ; ” 
and one pardoned the tech- 
nical inaccuracy of tho 
phrase for the sake of its 
essential truth. 

The approach of tho 
General Election has pro- 
ducedthatuncommon phe- 
nomenon.an anxious desire 
on the part of Scotsmen to 
return to their native land. 

Loud complaint was made 
of the inadequacy of the 
railway accommodation. 

Mr. Eugene Wason was 
understood to say that he 

had been obliged to travel with a couple on the text, "Wake up, England! 
of Highlanders on the luggage-rack — j This afternoon, in the Royal Gallery of 
a remarkable tribute to the solidity of tho House of Lords, the same speaker, 
a structure intended 1 for light articles now Sovereign of these islands, de- 
only.” livered another address to the Metnbors 

In view of the impending Dissolution jof both Houses and the representatives 
Mr. Watt is redoubling his efforts to I of the Dominions, the gist of which 
win the Interrogation Stakes, though was that England, and not England 
his chance of catching Mr. King on only, hut the whole British Empire, 



MR. 

Si 


HOUSTON’S HE UK A VE MEN T . 
■ Leo Uhiozza Money rHi-cs. 


catching 

the post is hut slendor. 11 is latest in- 
quiries covered a wide field, ranging 
from the refusal of the Ministry of 
Munitions to enablo Glasgow to manu- 
facture clog-soles to tho excessive cost 
of the lovely uniform worn by tho 
officers of tho Women’s Royal Air 
Force and the enormous salaries drawn 
by Scottish sheriffs. 

Already there is a crack in tho Coali- 
tion. Sir Leo Chiozza Money lias 
withdrawn his powerful support from 
it* In a “ personal explanation,” which 
in length and character strongly re- 
sembled an Election Address, he chal- 
lenged the Prime Minister’s scheme 
of reform and put forward an alterna- 
tive programme of his own, drawn on 
the lines of full-blooded Socialism. 
Members generally bore up very well 
under their impelling bereavement, 
but Mr. Houston was deeply moved at 
the prospect of having to forgo his 
daily duel with the representative of 
^the Shipping Controller. 

Mr. Burns, having declined to take 


had waked up to some purpose. Ji>s 



MR. JOHN BURNS REFUSES TO BE A 
CONSCRIPT CANDIDATE. 


Majesty, in well-chosen words, gave 
thanks for the devotion of the Fleet, the 
Army, the workers at home and abroad, 
the Allies, and not least to our cousins 
from America, who have helped to 
consummate our victory. It was 
Britain’s Bidding-Prayer, and it was 
listened to in reverent 
silence. But the cheers 
were in our hearts. 

After this solemn inter- 
lude the two Houses re- 
sumed their prosaic busi- 
ness. The Lords heard 
Lord Buckmasteu, in his 
zeal for freedom, declare 
that even Bolshevist litera- 
ture should bo distributed 
without let or hindrance. 
Lord Cave (who is still 
acting as Home Secretary) 
is all for the restoration 
of our liberties within rea- 
sonable limits, but has 
no intention of giving free 
rein to Bolshevism. 

In the Commons Mr. 
Balfour modestly de- 
clined Sir .John Jauuine’s 
suggestion that he should 
give the House a resume 
of all the results, military, 
political and economic, of 
our Eastern campaigns. 
That, he indicated, was a task for a 
leisurely historian, not for a jaded 
Minister. 

Tho House was rather disappointed 
to hear that, though our soldiers on 
demobilisation would he allowed to re- 
tain their uniform, their great-coats and 
helmets would not be included. Surely 
the “tin hat” would be the most prized 
memento of this unique war, and 
should hang in every cottage and tene- 
ment from which a soldier went forth. 
How many millions they were wo do 
not yet know, but wo know that three 
millions of them have suffered death 
or wounds or the imprisonment that 
is almost worse than death, 
j For the first time in its history, 1 
! suppose, tho House received a new 
j Member in the uniform of a private 
I soldier. As the son of a former Member, 

, and the successor of Captain Cawley, 

; whose name is on the Parliamentary 
! Roll of Honour, Trooper IIopkinson 
would in any case have received a 
warm welcome. But I think that the 
special vigour of the cheers that greeted 
him was due to the proud garb he wore. 

Wednesday t November 20th . — The 
Lords, turning themselves into a 
| Salvage Corps, did a lot of cleaning-up 
‘ work necessitated by the sudden cessa- 
tion of hostilities. Among other things 
they passed a Bill dealing with tha't 
most indefinable of abstractions, the 
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‘‘duration.”' It was finally decided 
that the question when the War should 
be deemed to be really over should be 
left to the Government. Only Ministers 
who have refrained from making private 
bets oirthe subject will be allowed, I 
understand, to take part in the decision. 

The ignorant attacks upon Lord 
Newton for his alleged inattention to 
the welfare of our prisoners wore warmly 
resented by several Peers, who testified 
to his unwearying efforts in their be- 
half. But I think Lord Newton could 
have done without the assistance of the 
noble Lord who, with tho kindliest in- 
tention, no doubt, described him as “ a 
gramophone for other Departments.” 

This country is no longer to bo the 
dumping-ground for undesirable aliens 
that it has been in the past. As Lord 
Cave put it, there is no good in re- 
patriating the Gormans after the War 
if they can come back by the next ship. 

The First Commissioner of Works 
is a good deal in tho limelight just- 
now. The latest items in our Nouvellcs 
Mondaincs are that he did not take 
part in the discussion of the Armistice 
at Versailles, and that, far from com- 
mandeering any more hotels, he has 
actually surrendered one to its former 
owners. This looks as if Peace really 
were in sight. 

Now that the invasion of the German 
Fleet has actually taken place — Beatty 
possidente — tho trenches on which the 
London Volunteers expended so much 
muscular tissue are to be filled in. Also 
devout ladies may use thoir motors to 
attond divine service whenover tho spirit 
moves them — provided that it does not 
move them more than thirty miles. 

Thursday , 'November 21st . — I hope 
our good friends on the Continent will 
not imagine that John Bull is going to 
revert to his old habit of thinking too 
much about his creature comforts. But 
it is a little suspicious that of tho oight 
Questions on the paper in tho House of 
Commons this afternoon the first four 
should have referred respectively to 



THE FINAL. 

Tommy ( c.r-foothallrr ). “ Wh was jtbt wihn* them off ‘jjie face of the earth 
WHEN FOCH BLOWS JI1K WHISTLE AND SHOUTS ‘ TeMI’S ! 1 " 


bacon, salt, sugar and wine ; while in A Gilded Pill 

the fifth put by private notice, the .. The text of the Ministl . y ’ ol UniU]l 
irrepressible Mr. Watt, who does not issued to-day, states that the Minister’s salary 
appear to be suffering from malnutri- will be £5 ,<XX). n — Evening Taper. 

tion, complained that London was re- 

ceiving all the good Scottish beef and “ Tight Skirts Coming.” 

that Glasgow was being fed on “cows Daily Mail. 

of the worst description.” “ Giunc ltnes to Return.” 

And so, with tho reading of the Daily Mirror. 

King's Speech and its appeal for unity We presume the crinolines will be 
in peace as well as war, ended the worn over the tight skirts, 
longest Parliament since Charles II.’s 

time. Its declining years have done a “Washington, 

good deal to atone for the excesses of * The long-suspected belief that Lenin and 
its youth. Still, as the American show- Trotsky were German gents is now conclu- 
man said when his pet lion absorbed sivel y proved.”— Egyptian Gazette. 
his better-half. 11 1 kinder think the old It is supposed that they were over- 
insect has outlived its usefulness.” heard while drinking their soup. 


The Bitterness of Defeat. 

“ When tho conference was interrupted for 
luncheon and dinner, the Gormans ate aloe in 
the quarters of the Captain of the Fleet.” 

Daily Mail. 

That ’s tho stuff to give them. 

“Well over £,000 was raised for the British 
Red Cross Society by the sale on Manchester 
Royal Exchange yesterday afternoon of a bale 
of cotton. The same bale was recently sold in 
Liverpool for £2,670 .” — Daily Taper. 
Liverpool will bo pleased. 

“Elderly people mcl encouragement. A 
little gentle tack persuades them to accept the 
easy chair, the cosy corner, or the sunny 
wi ndow-seat . ” — Provincia l Paper . 

And then to vacato it with juvenile 
sprightliness. 


I 
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“Wiiat’s the matter with your ’Krbkrt?" 

”’E’S NOT BEEN ’IMS KEF LATELY— NOT TAKINU ANY INTEREST IN LIFE NOW THERE’S NO CHANCE OF AIR RAIDS. YOU SEE, ’E I'SED 
TO BLOW THE ‘ ALL CLEAR.’" 


THE GENERAL ELECTION. 

EXAMINATION L’aI’KR FOR PARLIAMENTARY CANDIDATES. 

1. Statk your theory of perorations. If you get en- 
tangled in a peroration do you consider it hotter to sit down 
at once without finishing it, or to struggle on while your 
audienco begins to shufllo its feet and your Chairman osten- 
tatiously looks at his watch. 

2. “ The Candidate will now ho delighted to answer any 
questions that may bo put to him from the meeting.” (State,, 
meat of any Chairman of any meeting at the end of the Can - 
didates speech.) Examine the truth of this statement in 
the light of your own experience and that of your friends. 

3. “ Will the Candidate pledge himself to refuse to accept 
a peerage or any other honour that may bo offered to him ?” 
(Question put from the body of the meeting.) (jive three 
adequate and straightforward evasions of this question. 

4. Do you consider it advisable to lighton your speeches 
with humorous stories? 

6. In the evont of your answer to the above quostion 
being in the affirmative give not more than one illustration 
of your idea of a humorous story. The following two 
stories are barred : (a) Tho story of the dogs who ato their 
labels ; (b) The story of tho puppies who were first Liberal 
(or Tory) and afterwards developed into Tory (or Liberal). 

Jo. How do you proceed when you realise, in the middle 
of telling a story, that you have entirely forgotten the point? 


7. ward ful Prov id mice fashioned vs holler 

O' purpose thet ire might our principles smaller 
What is tho name of the author of these lines? Com- 
pose two or more suitable couplets in the same literary 
stylo. 

8. Show how tho terms “ camouflage,” “ na-poo ” and 
“Mighty” may he avoided in an election speech, (live 
alternatives in each case. 

9. To what extent may tho dress and personal appear- 
anco of Candidates he expected to be taken into considera- 
tion by women exercising tho new right of suffrage? If 
A is young and has curly hair, blue eyes and a piuk-and- 
wliito complexion, and B is middle-aged and bears a general 
resemblance to a forlorn gorilla, which of these two Candi- 
dates would you regard as having the better chance of 
olection ? 

10. Is it iri your opinion wiso for a bachelor Candidate 
to kiss babies indiscriminately during a canvass? Give 
reasons drawn from jour knowledge of every-day life. 

“In pro-war days seventy per cent, of the meat wo consumed came 
from abroad. 

Already, by control and organisation, we have succeeded in reversing 
these figures, so that now threo out of every ton animals aro the 
product of homo farms.” — London Magazine. 

Somebody, probably the Meat Trust, has evidently got at 
the figures and reversed them again. 
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Organising 

for Efficiency 

T HE business as well as the nation 
which first regains its normal functions 
will win “the war after the war” 

Rapid — immediate business reconstruction 
and reorganisation are the vital issues of 
the hour Firms who have installed K & J 
Service and business systems are ready — will 
leap forward to the first place in production and 
ip distribution The firms who, from any cause 
whatsoever, have been unable to properly 
reorganise, should at once call at the nearest 
K J Showrooms and investigate the new 
K J business systems the adoption of which 
ensure increased production with less effort 

This is the hour for action — the eleventh 
hour — to-morrow it may be too late 


Organising for Efficiency 
means going to 



London— 22 St Andrew Street Holborn Circus E C 4 

Birmingham 
20 Temple Street 
Cardiff 
5 Church Street 
Leeds 

83 Albion Street 


Head Office 
West Bromwich 
Leicester 

19 iS* 20 Corridor Chambers 

Liverpool 

30 Castle Street 


Manchester 
7 Black friars Street 
Newcastle 
St Nicholas Square 
Sheffield 
28 Change Alley 


Swansea 
3-3 Goat Street 
Belfast 

Scottish Provident Bldgs 
Donegall Square 
Glasgow 
166 Buchanan St ret t 
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? SPINK® SON Lt^ 

.f ; S DIAMOND MERCHANTS 

|* Established 1772. 

| FINE JEWELS * 

% Purchased for CASH or VALUED. * 
$ Also ANTIQUE SILVER, MINIATURES * 
* GOLD or ENAMEL BOXES etc. & other f 
f ‘ ITEMS of ANTIQUARIAN INTEREST % 



Jewels or Plate can he safely sent per registered post insured , . . 

17 ® 18 PICCADILLY, LONDON, W.l. wv 


MABEL LUCIE ATTWELL 



“Little So Shy." 


CALENDARS 

and 

TOYBOOKS 


for Christmas 
and New Year 

Ask to See Them. 
Stocked Everywhere. 


VALENTINE A SONS. LTD., 

Fine Art Publishers 
London: 1 ,vv LANti 

Patch nostcr Row 

Dundee: wtiTriuo works 



"See Whal Muwer Found 
Under the Gooseberry Bush" 


< v. &s. 



LATEST 
& BEST RECORDS 

Sent by Post * 

K 15RP your .lock of “HI. 
Master’* Voice** Records up- 
to-date. gb that you &r« always 
able to entertain your gu<wt#gRt 
well as enjoy many pleasant hour#**" 
yourself, with the finest music of 
the day sung and played by the 
original artists. The finest Audi- 
tion Rooms in London and every 
Record in stock. If you are unable 
to call— send for one of our cata- 
logues— select whatever records 
you wish— -and they will be sent to 
you through the post without delay. 

The WEST END 
Gramophone Supply Co. 

Ltd. 

Q4 REGENT STREET, 
^ LONDON, W. 1 

Telephone i 




Mirth Maker 
in Chief to 
H.M. Forces 


“// it had n't been 
fof laughter," said 
an officer , “ we might 
have lost this war'' 



THE PORTABLE GRAMOPHONE. 


T HOUGH so light and compact that it 
can be carried as easily as a handbag, 
the “ Decca ” has the powerful tone and 
clear, natural reproduction of the largest 
and most costly gramophones. 

It is self-contained, needs no case, has 
no loose parts, and is ready to play 
immediately opened. Any make and size 
of needle record is playable on the “ Decca.” 

Leather Cloth Compressed Fibre Solid Cowhide 

£7 1 5*. Od. £8 15a. Od. £12 12a. Od. 

Of llarroda, Army uni N’jvy Stores. Wliitetey's, Selfridfie'.s 
tiuniujic’s, amt ill leading Stores ami Mu.sic Dealers. 

Illustrated Folder, ni d name of n >arest agent, 
freo on application to the Manufacturers— 

THE DECCA CO., 36, Worahip St., London, E.C.2. 

(Proprietors .* HARNETT SAMVEL l" SONS. Ltd.) 






k* THE NEW 

^ROYAL AIR FORCE., 
OFFICERS' UNIFORMS 



Jacket. light blue, 
complete . . 135/- 
TrouRera, ditto • 60'- 


Cap. with Badie, 
complete . . 32/6 

Breeches . . . 90/- 

Bi itish Warm . 150/- 



... Oxford Circus ^ 

0*ford and |. Mjitr 

S *s LudgateHrl 

X^..^ UMOON cASSt, 

Ht*F<JU(tsm ft Branch a S**p*t* ^ 


7 



Indispensable in Business 

Each man remaining Ins to do the work of two 
or three. It is necessary then to economise both 
time and effort, which is exactly what Waterman’s 
Ideal does. Its easy flow, smooth point, flexibility 
and assured reliability make penwork a pleasure. 

Waterman's 
(Ideal) 

Fou^tgriFen 

Especially recommended for Literary and Office use. No. 15 
(Regular), 91/-; for Active Service, No. 54 (Sclt-Killing). 90/- : 

No. 44 (Safety). 90 /- 

0/ Stationers anil Jewellers. 

L. G. SLOAN, Ltd., Z\)oO(kti Corner 

Klftisway, London, W.C., ft 39, Shiftosbury Avoniio, London, W. 1 
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THE UNSUNG SONG. 

Vaughan Smyth is his real name, 
but in pre-war days his insistence on 
German efficiency and his brush -like 
crest of grizzled hair prompted some 
anonymous wit to rename him Von 
Schmidt, and the alias stuck. Like 
many other nicknames it was unjust ; 
for Vaughan Smyth is as sound a patriot 
as I know ; it was an unkindly freak of 
nature that made him look rather like 
a Gorman professor and inevitably sug- 
gested tho perversion of a perfectly 
blameless patronymic. And his bad 
luck has pursued him right up to tho 
end of the War. ITo has done most 
useful unpaid work on various com- 
mittees; but, as so often happens, he 
prides himself on his slenderest title 
to recognition— that of writing verses. 
Sinco August 1914 V. 8. has been one 
of our most prolific but least pub- 
lished War poets. Indeed his failure to 
secure a hearing for his lyrics hurt him 
deeply. But this autumn he seemed a 
changed man ; he radiated optimism 
and had ceased to make sarcastic re- 
marks about the popularity of Mr. John 
Oxenham. So when I ran into him in 
Piccadilly on the afternoon of Novem- 
ber 11th I shook him warmly by the 
hand. “Wonderful news,” I observed. 

“Oli, yes, wonderful,” V. S. replied 
without enthusiasm. 

“ Almost too good to be true,” I con- 
tinued. 

“ Yos,” he rejoined, “almost too good 
to be true ; but I have the best reasons 
for knowing that it is true.” And ho 
passed on with an air of preoccupied 
gloom. 

Later on at the club I saw Fother- 
ston and demanded an explanation ; 
for he was one of tho favoured poople 
to whom V. 8. used to read his “ lyrics.” 
Fethcrston, a genial cynic, would pro- 
fess admiration for their style and sen- 
timent and then wickedly recite choice 
excerpts for the delectation of the ribald. 
But on this occasion even Fethcrston 
was sympathetic. It appeared that 
this summer V. 8. perpetrated an un- 
usually fiery ballad, which had been set 
to music of an appropriately explosive 
character. It had been brought to the 
notice of a popular singer, who had 
promised, when occasion arose, to in- 
troduce it at a music-hall. Tho usual 
delays followed; alterations had to be 
made in the words and tho music to 
suit the taste and tho compass of the 
singer ; but at last everything was fixed 
up and the song was to be given for 
the first time on the evening of Nov- 
ember 11th. But, with that inhuman 
want of consideration which men of 
action invariably show to artists, Foch 
and Haig intervened, and at the 





Countess. “Ark your trench feet very painful? ” 

Tommy . Not half, Ma’am. You ’ll have had jioi bf. maid's knee, I 
WELL, IT’S JUST HOUSEMAID’S KNEW IN THE FEET.” 


eleventh hour V. S.’s masterpiece was 
withdrawn. 

“Bad luck, wasn’t it?” said Fether- 
ston. “ It inspired me with the follow- 
ing lyric:— 

‘ V. S. poured some terrible tosh out 
On our chances of knocking the Bosch out ; 
But peace came too soon 
For the words and the tune, 

And his song proved a regular wash-out.’ 

I’m sorry for him, but he almost de- 
serves it; as you yourself have seen, 
the wounded vanity of the bad poet is 
his ruling passion ovon on a day of 
National Thanksgiving.” 

“ Look at the social side of the programme. 
I will take the number of subjects serratum.” 

Daily Chronicle . 

It seems to rhymo with erratum . 


Our Modest Candidates. 

From an Election Address : — 

“I belong to no political party. Mr. Lloyd 
George, with his great social sense and 
patriotic instincts, reflects more nearly my 
own views .” — Provincial Paper, 

i _ 

| “ It is believed that it will be necessary to 

keep a million men in Franco for police work 
: in Germany.” • Dally Mail. 

| Surely after our past experience of 
| them the Germans require closer sur- 
j veillanco than that. 

| 

“ STOCK EXCHANGE NOTES. 

Signatures are now being taken fora peti- 
tion to the Committee for the re-establishment 
of fortnightly settlements, but that no con- 
tagion should be permitted. This appears to 
he a reasonable request.” — Scottish Paper, 


Absolutely. 
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CIVIL AND MILITARY. 

In the third-class carriage there were 
already too many of us when the soldier 
came in. He was a tall handsome young 
follow, with the prancing white horse 
of the West Kents on his cap, an aqui- 
line nose, fair moustache, a scratch on 
ins cheek and a front tooth missing. 
Behind him, making far more disturb- 
ance in the packed smoking compart- 
ment even than his own extensive per- 
son, trailed his kit : rifle, knapsack, odds 
and ends of comforts from home — the 
chief of which, he told us, was salt — to 
tako back with him (for although the 
War was over he was going back) ; 
other implements of warfare, and, above 
ail, his helmet. 

. His apologies for overcrowding us 
would have constituted an introduction 
had one been necessary; but khaki — 
and especially so since the armistice— 
is a great federator, and those travellers 
near the door who offered to make room 
for him were on intimate terms with 
him at once. Among those, sitting op- 
posite, was a youngish man in civvies 
who had had a good deal to say already 
on most matters of the day, from his 
experiences on the historic eleventh to 
the prospects of the General Election, 
with a word or two on the surrender 
of the German fleet and his mortifica- 
tion that he was not there to see it. 
As a talker he was without charm, but 
lie used a powerful eye with such skill 
that lie compelled attention, all of us 
being cravens at heart. 

The soldier, however, being at once 
lured on to talk by one of his neigh- 
bours, this other fount was, for the 
moment, dried. * 

Yes, the West Kent said, he was going 
hack ; at any rate his leave was up, and 
he was to report at Victoria. Didn’t 
know for how long he might go or 
where he would ho sent. Didn’t much 
cave now the killing was over— as lie 
supposed it was. Had had two years 
of it out there and that was enough. 
Only two “ leaves ” in. all that time. 

Had he been hit ? Not really. Not 
exactly. lie laughod. He would show 
us. Here he reached for his helmet 
and displayed two holes where a bullet 
had eutered and emerged. About throe 
weeks ago. Thought he was a goner 
then. It half -stunned him for the 
moment. When he came to and felt 
something wet on his cheeks and dis- 
covered it was blood he said to himself, 
“That settles it; Jerry’s got me al 
last.” But it was only tho tiniest 
scratch from a splinter — see? — and he 
pointed out the mark on his cheek. 

“That’s funny,” said the civilian 
talker with the powerful eye. “ A 
friend of mine had a bit of" iron hit 


him during the last air-raid. We were 
walking together, going from sholter to 
shelter, and the shells were bursting 
up above something terrible, i dare- 
say ” — this to the soldier — “ you ’vo 
heard them ? ” 

The West Kent indicated that he 
had. 

14 Ah, but uot in an air-raid.” 

No, tho West Kent man had never 
been in London in an air-raid. 

“ I thought maybe you hadn’t,” said 
the man with the eye. “ Well, I can 
tell you they were a bit thick. You 
saw some rum things then, 1 can tell 
you. I remember another of them 
— let ’s see when was it?” lie went 
through some mnemonic system, cor- 
rected the result, re corrected it, ir\ade 
an amendment or two and decided it j 
was in September, 1917. “T was in all 
of them, you know',’* ho interjected, and 
raked tho whole carriage with. his com- 
manding glance. “ Well, about that j 
night ” 

A momentary pause gave one of the 
holder spirits among us a chance and | 
he asked tho West Kent what lie was 
doing when the armistice was declared. 
Ho was at home on leave, he said. 
He ’d had a spell in the hospital. Not j 
duo to the bullet through tho helmet, j 
but to trench fever, lle’d'como over! 
suddenly all over lumps and, when he , 
took his puttees oil, his legs swelled up j 
proper, and, oh, the irritation! Made 
him weak too, and he fainted. Next j 
thing he know he was cm a stretcher ; 
with a doctor looking at him. “ You ’ll i 
he all right to-morrow,” said the doctor, j 
Then he went to sleep again, and never | 
w oke up for hours and hours, and when 
he did wake lie was well, except for a ! 
little shakiness. j 

“Shakiness? Ah!” said tho young-, 
ish man with tho eye. “That’s what 
the air-raids used to do for people’s , 
nerves ! Lummy, you should have seen j 
how it took some of them ! I remem- 1 
bor on ono night a big strong fellow . 
running into the chube where I was ' 
with tho tears streaming down his J 
face. Something to remember, those j 
air-raids, I can tell you.” He paused, | 
but instantly began again. “My ! 
home \s at Piusbury Park and there , 
was a house within fifty yards of mine , 
blow n to bits. A falling bomb, you : 
know.” I 

The soldier grunted out acquies* ! 
cence : he knew. j 

“ Some people were terrified,” the j 
eye continued; “but others were just j 
foolhardy. So long as you stayed ■ 
indoors you were fairly safe, unless, j 
of courso” — he laughed mirthlessly — | 
“ your liouso copped it, like the ono at j 
Pinsbury Park. You see, my opinion 
is 1 1 lat our own barrage did as much 


damage as the Huns’ bombs. That’s 
always been my contention. We shall 
never know how many casualties were 
due to our own barrage.” Once more 
he paused a moment too long. 

“ So when I went before the doctor,” 
the soldier was beginning, when the 
train reached my station. 

As I was closing the door behind me 
1 realised that the eye had won again. 

“ Doctors ! ” lie was saying. “ You 
should have tried to get a doctor in 
London the day after an air-raid! ” 

HOMEWARD-BOUND. 

Sworn of blown sea-spray ■ 

On lips that dry to the wind, 
Thoughts of the dockyards, thoughts 
of pay, < 

And of comrades left behind ; 

To the measure of hows that drive and 
dip. 

Shiver and rise from each roaring 
crest, • . 

We count the hours as the gallant ship 
Speeds from the twilit West.. 

And it's ho ! for the Lougships, the 
Lizard and the Eddy stone — 
Hear the hiy semes thudding out 
their miles of milky foam? 

See the Old Man. on the bridge, 
tea telling for tfpe. Manacles , 
Edging her nor' east a hit, full-speed 
for home ? 

Calmed by the land’s embrace 
Tho sea but sobs in sleep : 

Here, with a sombre, spectral grace 
Dusk hillsides Hank the deep ; 

Slowly our white track dims and fades, 
Slower the grey hull shears the tide, 
Till like a ghost in a world of shades 
To tho -harbour of home we glide. 

Sing ho ! tee 've passed the Long ships, 
the Lizard, and the Eddy stone — 
See the darker sky and smoke over 
Plymouth Town ! 

Tell them we've arrived; blow a 
blast and rouse them up a hit ; 
Hea r the echoes answer ? Hear the 
engines slacking down ? 

Now the tide laps and slips 
Past our high bows, and soon, 
Threading a maze of ships, 

We follow tho path of the moon ; 
Happy each soul on board to-night 
As the deep gongs ring their wel- 
come call, 

And from aloft, by the binnacle-light, 
The quiet orders fall. 

Now the tender's spotted us sliding 
in through Cawsand Bay , 

Heard us calling, seen our signal, 
watched ns creeping past; 

See the Batten eye a-glcaming. send- 
ing friendly winks at us '!■ 

Hear the cable running out Home 
again at last ! 



Parson (delighted to find an allusion suitable to his hearer). "And now, John, 1 suppose tub time iias (.omk to be\t ouu kwokd 


INTO A PLOUGHSHARE ? ” 

Prosaic Smith. “Well, I don’t know, Sin. Spk\king as a b 
can’t be done." 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

David and Jonathan (Hutchinson) were two dullish 
young men who lnid the misfortune to he wrecked on a 
desert island. Not by any means a bad island, us such 
places go, furnished with creeks and swamps and man- 
groves, and, in a word, all appropriate fittings. As you 
may suppose from their names, David and Jonathan were 
great friends; but, as L have told you, dullish. When a 
boat drifted inshore containing tho inanimate form of a 
young woman in a green f dress, they put themselves to no 
end of trouble to revive the stranger. Whereby Mr. E. 
Temple Thurston got his eternal triangle in a somewhat 
new sotting. Naturally it was all up with the desert island 
as an abode of amity. The young woman saw to that. 
She was the kind of girl who put red flower petals to 
cosmetic use, and powdered her nose as carefully before 
sitting down to tho rough meals of tho castaway as if she 
had been in West Kensington. Perhaps wisely, David , 
who tells the story in snatches of diary, makes no reference 
to her practical qualifications as a desert islander. Instead 
we are told that both the young men fell victims to her 
charm. It may have been so. Personally I found her 
supremely unattractive; hut of course one has to allow for 
the absence of competition. Anyhow, tho interest (if any) 
of the situation lies in the problem of which mate she will 
choose; whether tho biceps of Jonathan or tho brains of 
David will weigh most witli her. I shall not give you the 
order in which they finish. But I may say that nothing 
occurred to make mo alter my opinion of the folly of both 


HACK SMITH 01?* FORTY-FIVE YEARS* EXPERIENCE, I MAY TELL YOU IT 

| suitors, or tho conviction that their author had before now 
told a better tale. 

Long ago Air. Hohace Annesley Yachell won distinc- 
tion as a keen analyst of type and mass temperament, and 
it is this gift rather than any subtlety of dialogue or breadth 
of vision that gives his latest novel, The Soul of Susan 
Vella m (Cassell), a satisfying quality that is absent from 
some of tho stories of tho War told by more assertive 
novelists. The hook might have boon called The War Soul 
of llural England , for that is its theme, and the characters 
in it are essentially types rather than individuals. Susan 
YeUam , who will not accept the War as an influence in her 
life, and thereby intensities her inevitable ordeal of sacrifice, 
is an exception, and for that very reason the hast interest- 
ing person in the hook. For she is Susan Yellant merely, 
while the rest are England at war. The cause obscures the 
individual, whatever the intentions of the author may he. 
Mr. Vaohell has written before for us of Nether Apple- 
white, and he returns to tho task of portraying its worthies 
and uii worthies with loving faithful cam And because 
there are Jane Much lows and Alfred Ycllains and William 
Saints and Sir (leoffreys and Parson Hamlins in every 
parish in Southern England tho reader comes hack to the 
haunts of Fishjiinyle with something more than mere 
interest. 

Mrs. JIknuy Dudeney in Candlelight (lliiuvr anji 
Blackett) camouflages an impossible situation with some 
sprightly chatter, hut not successfully enough to conceal 
its weakness. The publishers’ thoughtful review chaiac- 
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tenses the book as “ Ibsenfsh in, concept ion and treatment ” 
and “one of the cloverest psychological studies that bus 
appeared for some time.”'. . ; An ambitious politician, 
Edward Parris , is desperately in love with two women— 
with his affianced bride, Amu Whilebrier, and her brother’s 
wife, E hth. The Whi'ebrier offshoot, Bill r is really liis son ; 
and Edith , one of those mournful people Who must tell the 
truth at the least convenient moment, iriformsjier husband, 
Wilfrid, of this fact on the eve of Anne's wedding. Where- 
upon he, a sailor-man of violent impulses, ups and hacks 
off Edward's hand with his pot knife. . . . The scene is 
changed. ... In a little Sussex seaside cotlago behold 
Anny (elaborately described as a massive animal - like 
woman, hairy and yellow, very attractive and still unwed) ; 
Edith, still erratic and light, but apparently (and un- 
believably) faithful to the memory of Edward ; and little 
Bill, a morose youngster who tries to push a charwoman 
over the cliffs for ill-treating his cat. The two women 
conceal the dreadful secret of their connection with the 
XVhitcbricr scandal by (among other things) calling them- 
selves Blanchflower and hanging in their drawing-room a 
striking portrait of ^ 

the notorious ’sailor- Slil^ £ " - jIRM 1 ® 

surgpon. Then, after 
sumpjent interval of , 
travelj»#Es\v gloomy j 
little BiWm grow up j 
and the author to get , 
more quickly to the j 
end of her tale in a 
day of dear paper, 
there suddenly app#*r 
simultaneously from | 
all parts of the globe, j 
Wilfrid (reported- 
drowned), Parris with 
a false hand, and Bill, j 
who met him iu the 
train, liked him im- 
mensely, and, learn- 
ing the real facts, pro- 
poses to push him 
over tho cliff (Bill, 
you notice, is a spe- 
cialist and apparently inherited a homicidal tendency from 
his putative father). Wilfrid aud Edith again conic to- 
gether. Anne and Edward likewise. Poor old Bill is odd 
man out. So much for Ib^en. 


Vance (cruel father of heroine) or perish, all my novel-read- 
ing experience prepared me for his victory, or, failing 
that, for a pathetic decease. But the author liad thought 
out a result infinitely more subtle. Also when the gentle 
mouse-coloured wife is pitted against the enchantress, who 
would not cheerfully take odds on the triumph of domestic 
charm ? Wrong again. From all which you can observe 
! that Merchandise, while to my thinking of unequal valuo, 
j is in bulk well worth its cost. 

Mr. Frank Swixnkutok in Shojis and Houses (Methuen) 
sets himsolf a pretty problem in snobbishness. The 
Vechantovs were with good reason considered to be the 
people of Beckwith, a small suburban town in which 
j “ society ” was run on rigid lines and gossip was the chief 
dissipation. But even Miss Lampe, a woman with a 
I peculiarly active and poisonous tongue, was almost bank- 
! rupfc for scandal when the local grocer sold his business 
j and was succeeded by a man called William Vcchantor . 

Whon the Vechantovs heard of this “they groped their way 
* carefully hack through the sparse foliage of the family 
i tree,” and only two 

nr • • ■ 
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generations behind 
thorn they found a 
shady cld great-uncle. 
A sort of cousin the 
~ grocer undoubtedly 
. - ' Was, and just what to 
| do about him puzzled 
~ his relations very con- 
; siderably, and also in- 
tritfUftd the Udies of 

mi**''?. jV . 


Traveller \irh a has just misseil a train 
HOCUS IN Tills HKHKUTEI) HOLE .' " 

Porter. ** Well, wk ’vk got a nick. 

VERY INTERESTIN’ HEADIN'." 


| BecWitlv. Tins is the 
| situation, created by 
; Mr. Swin nekton, and 
| he develops It with so 
much gracious irony 
and literary skill that 
it is redeemed from 
any suspicion of tri- 
viality. He confirms 
my own experience ef 
the Beckwithian type, 

which I seem to know 

by heart, and the only thing that surprises me about these 
I people is that they did not rise in a body and extinguish 
Miss Lampe , or at least put a shade over her. Altogether 
a most attractive book, irreproachable botli in style and 
construction. . . j 


I HOW AM X GOING TO KU.L THREE 
E\V LOT OF BY-LAWS IN, Sir. THEY MAKE 


Mr. Boy Bridges has written in Merchandise (Hodiikr 
4SD Stouohton) a clever and in places exceedingly powerful 
story of Australia. (I give you the setting at once to save 
you from the bowildormont I suffered by reason of supposing 
the early slum-chapters to l>o laid in London.) The crux 
of the talc is this — Edward's mother havinglef this drunken 
and brutal father to live with a rich (blit riot unsympathetic) 
man who adores her, is Edward justified in accepting help 
from him ? Or will this simply ho to take a price for the 
woman who cynically regards herself as merchandise? 
The problem is furthor complicated by Edward's own love- 
affair and the fact that a little ready money is desperately 
needed for its prosecution. Mr. Bridges tolls the whole 
thing in a vivid and picturesque style that only now and 
then becomes a trille too impressionist for coherence. As 
a plot too the intrigue has tlie merit of continual surprise : 
evgry time that I fancied myself seeing what was ahead 
I turned out to be wrong.. Partly that was localise Mr. 
Bridges is too much a modern to follow any of the 
conventions. Thus when Edward vows to get upsides with 


In Aid of Belgian Workers. 

On Friday next, November 29th (2 to 5 p.m,), Mr. John 
Astor is lending his house, IB, Belgrave Square, for a Sale 
of Lace-work made in Belgium during the War. Notwith- 
standing the fact that the Germans “aimed at creating the 
unemployment which would furnish them with an excuse for 
deportation ” (to quote Viscount Grey’s words) the Neutral 
Commission for Relief in Belgium succeeded in not only 
saving but improving the lace industry. Fifty thousand 
women ha\e boon employed in it, and received decent 
wages in place of the old starvation rates of pre-war days. 
The profits derived from the sale of this lace-work, which 
is copied from beautiful old Flemish designs and is regu- 
larly' on sale in Piccadilly Arcade, go to the Relief Fund, 
and roach the Belgians in the form of food or clothing. 

Mr. Punch asks leave to share the Queen's view (Her 
Majesty having been a purchaser at a previous sale of 
Belgian lace) that money spent in so good a cause caiinot 
be regarded as wasted on luxury. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

We understand that there is some 
talk of the Kaiser being elected an 
Honorary Dutchman. 

“ No parrot’s food,” says a contem- 
porary, “is to he obtained in South 
London.” It is supposed to have been 
all used up for election addresses. 

There is, after all, no truth in the 
report that Colonel Roosevelt was 
nearly killed in a motor car accident j 
the other day. People should know by j 
now that it is not Teddy’s custom to i 
do things by halves. 

Because a motoitst ran over a dog 
at Billericay ho is being sued for ' 
damages. Frankly motorists are be- j 
coming alarmed. The next thing we ! 
shall hear is that they have been sum- 
moned for running over pedestrians. 

“ For the purpose of ration,” says a | 
Food Ministry statement, “ marmalade 
is jam.” This will he a shock to those 
misguided folk who have been smoking 
it in mistake for tobacco. 

. v i 

“During Armistice week the number | 
of glasses and china articles smashed j 
in one hotel exceeded 2,500,” says lltc J 
Evening News. The management hold j 
the view that there must have been [ 
some rowdyism going on. 

A contemporary suggests that a I 
census of dogs should l>o taken in tho 
New Year. This would, we think, be j 
extremely difficult in these days when 
oqo half of tho Dachshund does not 
know where tho other half lives. 



Ccinfih tir*x \/i) pusm injcr cnnit sily sttuhj'uuj mtwu-buoJ>). “Aim you Tin: (;i:\ti.kman 
WITH Til K TWO I N HIDES V ’* 


“ A # number of daylight robberies 
have taken place at Clapham Com- 
mon,” wo read. It seems a pretty 
mean sort of theft. 

“ A plea for the Protection of Irish 
Antiquities ” was recently addressed to 
The frisk Times by a number of 
eminent archaeologists. A similar ap- 
peal is being, put forward by tho sup- 
porters of Mr. Dillon. 

Solicitors who desire an early release 
from tho Army on public grounds are 
requested to communicate with tho 
Council of the Law Society. No hope 
is held out that the public will be 
heard on its own behalf. 

The London and Suburban Railway 
Passengers’ Association has requested 
the Board of Trade that all restrictions 
on travelling should be removed. In 
particular the proposal that payment 


for railway Fckels should bo optional 
is likely to roceive wide support. 

There arc 283,000 fingerprint im- 
pressions recorded at Scotland Yard. 
This does not include two which were 
found on the Bank of England and 
which it was decided to leave in situ. 

According to the Newcastle Food 
Vigilance Committee the so-called in- 
fluenza epidemic is due to eating had 
bacon. If tho patient is seen breaking 
out into a rasher ho is almost certain 
to have got it. .. ... 

Among other drastic cricket reforms 
it is proposed by Lancashire that there 
should be eight balls to the over. After 
their experience of the trenches, we 
doubt whether our bravo fellows will 
be satisfied with anything less than 
bowling from both ends at the same 
time. 


Tho Local Govern men t Board has 
decided that no cinema performance 
shall last for more than threo consecu 
| tivo hours. Several of our best film- 
actors complain that this will reduce the 
fine art of murder to the level of mere 
butchery. ... ... 

“ Men returning from tho Front,’ 
t- aid a Labour Member to tho Bristol 
City Council, “ will want something 
better than a domestic dug out.” It is 
pleasant to obaorvo that there is at 
least ono man who isn’t pandrring to 
the womon’s vote. 

“ UNDERTAKERS. 

To the British Prune. 

Why employ an Undertaker that dots (In- 
man work ? Dock’s is theonly house that refuse 
Hun patronage.” — Standard ( Buenos Ayres). 

This seems to be an example of per- 
verted patriotism. Why not “intdi 
them all ” ? 


vol. cr.v. 
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THE HORRORS OF “PEACE.” 

Protest of a British workman who loves 
his country even better than he loves 
the Labour Party, 

[“Labour lias warned the Coalition that 
opposition towards tlio young democracies of 
the Continent will be disastrous. Labour de- 
mands the immediate withdrawal of the Allied 
forces from Russia. It stands for the imme- 
diate restoration of the Workers 1 Interna- 
tional.’’ - Extracts from the Labour Party's 
Election Manifesto, Chairman of Executive , 
Mr, J. McGriih-.] 

At times a backward look I cast 
Upon the days that are no more, 

'Che relatively poaceful past 

When wo wore still engaged in war ; 
For then with patriot hearts at one, 
Pledged to our land, tho common 
Mother, 

We fought our common foe, tho Ilun, 
And now wo ’re lighting one another. 

People with memories ono-rnonth-long, 
Who still recall tho Golden Age 
When Britain's valour, going strong, 
Enhanced her freedom’s heritage, 
Dazed by the hustings’ hideous hum, 
View with regret these changed con- 
ditions 

By which our new-horn K' ills become 
Tho sport of party politicians. 

Myself, a simple labouring man, 
Working witli what J call my brain, 
[ ’d hoped to figure in the van 
Of Reconstruction, sound and sane ; 
But, just as I, with that fair aim, 

Was putting to the front my host toe, 
Into my eager hands there came 
Labour’s Election Manifesto. 

In this amazing screed I trace 
That wo have let our life-blood tlow 
To make tho world a nicer place 
For our dear brothers, Souk and Co.; 
That England spent herself for this, 
That Labour might delight to babble 
Of love with Trotsky’s crow, and kiss 
The rooking lips of Lenin’s rabble ! 

0 days with precious memory fraught, 
When still we nursed, with faith 
serene, 

L’cace in our hearts because we fought 
To keep our English honour clean ; 
And now and that is why 1 weep 
To think those happy days are over — 
They ’d have us fight like cats to keep 
The Bosch and Bolshevist in clover. 

Dearly I love my honest toil 
(And seldom underrate its worth), 
But dourer yet I hold the soil 
Whore 1 was planted out at birth ; 
So if, in England’s cause, I shirk 
Tho claims of other lands that hate 
her, 

Forgive me, Mr. J. McGi rk, 

• For proving such a sorry traitor. 

0. S. 


NOT CRICKET. 

Mu. Punch, Sir, to you, who have 
always backed tho good cause and dis- 
played the best common sense and have 
almost never nodded — to you, Sir, 1 
appeal to bring your eldorly rolativo, 
The Times , to its senses. 

For Th* Times, your eldorly relative, 
wishes, when cricket is again firmly 
established as our national summer 
game, to exclude the left-handed bats- 

That row of dots, Sir, is to give you 
breathing space to take in this amazing 
proposition, as it is possible that you 
missed it. It. was made in the issue of 
November Yes, Sir, incredible as 
it must scorn, there, in cold print, was 
tho treacherous, the infidel suggestion. 

0 temporal O mores! 0 Clement 
Hill and Joe Darling, F. M. Lucas 
and F. G. J. Ford, II. T. IIewktt and 
Woolley ! 

Tho reason given is that the delay in 
the field caused by tho umpire crossing 
over, and by other changes, when a left- 
hander is in, is vexatious; as though 
cricket were a rente, or a movie, or 
any other frivolous spectacle, and as 
though it wore played to Hatter tho 
impatient eye of tho mere hunter of 
excitement. 

The article, Sir, in which this out- 
rageous suggestion occurred was nomin- 
ally tho work of “A Correspondent.” 

1 rejoice to think that The Times 
does not harbour on its staff so detri- 
mental a contributor. But wlmt kind 
of a man can he he? What kind of 
hold can cricket— real cricket. — the game 
which gentlemen have followed for a 
century and a half, tho game which 
numbers such names as Nyren and 
Osraldestone, Felix and Alfred 
Mynn, Ponsonhy and Grimston, tho 
Lytteltons and the Graces, the 
Studds and the Steels, Alfred Shaw 
and old Clarke, Ulyett and Lohmann, 
Stoddart and Weihie, Fry and Ran- 
jitsinh.il— -what kind of a hold can 
tho cricket which these men perfected 
have upon him ? So little is he funda 
mentally touched by it that ho would 
eliminate the left-banders just because 
they cause a moment’s interruption, 
forgetting what compensations they 
bring in their beautiful freedom and 
often superior ease. It was the pecu- 
liar glory of F. G. . 1 . Ford, of Middlesex, 
to urge the ball to tho ropes at a terrific 
speed with a placid fluid stroke in which 
no force was apparent. But we want 
no more such wizards; they are a nuis- 
ance ; thoy bring into a game that 
should be hectic and breathless an ele- 
ment of delay ! 

Again, to the true amateur of cricket, 


what could he more fascinating than 
to see II. T. IIkwktt and Lionel 
Palairet opening a Somersetshire in- 
nings ; the one, the left-hander, so mas- 
sive in his punishment and so rich in 
unconventional forcing strokes ; the 
other, the right-hander, such a model 
of classic style? But troats like those 
are not for the correspondent of The 
Times. No, Sir, they would but cause 
ennui, provoke his hostility. For him 
cricket must be wholly a rapid manifes- 
tation of right-handed tiuie-savers! 

No doubt some kind of modifica- 
tion could easily ho devised that would 
attract larger crowds to Lord’s ; it 
might oven ho arranged that, no matter 
how often he was howled or caught, 
Mr. Lessor, for e Simple', should be al- 
lowed to hat for a full ton minutes. One 
despairs of no ingenuity or enterprise 
on the part of the cricket-brightoners, 
in whose ranks The Times is now un- 
happily enrolled ; hut some other name 
must he found for tho result. It will 
not he Cricket. It may he called “Bag- 
time Cricket” or “British Baseball” 
or “ Tip-and-Run,” or whatever other 
alluring stylo can he hit upon by the 
! promoters; hut it will not he Cricket. 
Cricket is an intricate, vigilant and 
leisurely warfare, and tho fact that 
every moment of it is equally fraught 
with possibilities and openings for glor- 
ious uncertainty makes it peculiarly 
the delight of intelligent observers, none 
of whom finds dulness in the specta- 
cle of a batsman, no matter how stub- 
born, defending his wicket successfully 
against eleven opponents. Nor does it 
occur to thorn to ask him for gallery 
effects. First-class cricket calls for 
such very special gifts of temperament 
and skill that only tho fittest, survive ; 
and all their actions are worth study. 

Left-handers are particularly inter- 
esting because of the embarrassment 
they offer to many howlers and because 
of certain strokes natural to them which 
have no exact counterpart among right- 
handed men. The left-hander’s strategy 
is often completely different. Above 
all lie still is usually able to hit to leg, 
which tho right-handers too often can- 
not do. But to labour the point is ah - 
surd ; one lias only to recall such left- 
handers as I have named to realise how 
monstrous is The 'Times' suggestion. It 
is for you, Mr. Punch, Sir, to convince 
it of error. .. 

“Mr. Asquith, in a foreword to a pamphlet 
issued by the Liberal Publication .Depart- 
ment, says : 1 The successful solution of pro- 
blems of social reconstruction will depend 
upon . . . our determination to make tho new 
era to which we are looking forward ono in 
which a lmmano and civilised wife shall be 
within reach of overy man.” 

Edinburgh Evening News. 

Hear, hear ! 
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The Bells that have rung in the 
Armistice must not ring out 

NATIONAL WAR BONDS” 


^HE fighting is over, but until Victory is ratified by 
■ the signing of a just Peace, our finances are a part 
I of our military strength. 

* JL. “ Our Armies have Still to be fed and equipped, 

our ships have still to be maintained. After the problems of 
War come the problems of Peace, and money is as necessary for 
the latter as for the former. Our fighting men have to be 
brought home and started again in civil work. The widows 
and orphans of those who have fallen for us must be cared for, 
and our ability to fulfil these obligations will be conditioned by 
the measure with which we provide the money necessary. 

Money will also be needed to smooth over the inevitable 
dislocation of our industries so that there will be no risk of 
unemployment for men who come back. The State must take 
a more active part in securing better conditions of health, 
housing and of livelihood to the people. 

“ Each one of us can help by investing in Government 
Securities rather than in other directions — however tempting. 

We can help by avoiding all unnecessary expenditure. Peace 
and Plenty will come in time ; at first it will be Peace and 
Scarcity. The habit of economy which has been learnt during 
the war must continue to be practised now that the war is won. 

“ I still desire a minimum subscription of £25,000,000 a 
week to War Bonds by the people of this country. I am con- 
fident that I shall get it. If only as a thankoffering for the 
immeasurable sacrifices of the gallant men who have won for 
civilisation and for us a settled future, money should be 
forthcoming.” A. BONAR LAW. 

Keep on 

Buying¥far Bonds. 
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, %/p to make 
this page worth 

MILLIONS 

of pounds to your Country 

I F every reader of Punch will see that the four Application 
Forms on this page are used either by himself or his friends, 
millions of pounds will be provided towards the £25,000,000 
which our country requires each week. Do your best now. 
Apply for as large an amount as you can by to-day’s post. 

[ APPLICATION FORM FOR NATIONAL WAR BONDS } 

To ... (Bank) 5 

or Messrs (Stockbroker) S 

I hereby request you to apply for jQ 5 per cent. ) 

B, ten year National War Bonds. ( 

SQ . I and to c} large my a ccount acc ording y f 

r f otrthe out one oj these) f or enclose ) 

Name j 

Address J 

APPLICATION FORM FOR [ D » tc L 

NATIONAL WAR BONDS 

To - - (Bank) 

or Messrs .. .. (Stockbroker) 

I hereby request you to apply for £ 5 per cent. 

ten year National War Bonds. 

(Strik* out ont of that) MMUMI 

Name 

Address 


r^r application form for 

NATIONAL WAR BONDS 

To (Bank) 

or Messrs. (Stockbroker) 

I hereby request you to apply for £ 5 per cent. 

ten year National War Bonds. 

, 0 .. „ , t and to charge my account accordingly 

( Strike out one of these) for which — T encLo ^ ch^ue 


Address 

APPLICATION form for \ 

NATIONAL WAR BONDS 

To (Bank) 

or Messrs (Stockbroker) 

I hereby request you to apply for j£ 5 per cent. 

ten year National War Bonds. 

/Qtril* Sol..* \ and to charga my account accordingly 

( om*e out one oj these) yo> which sum r endos< c ^ u ; 

Name 

Address 

Date . 


(Bank) 
(Stockbroker) 
. .. 5 per cent. 
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All M. MY, WHY DUES DADDY hh: D ON READING JHE TAIL.; 
IlK WANTS TO BEK THE NEWS, DEAR.’* 

HUT I THOUGHT THE WaH Wfs OVER/’ 


THE WATCH DOGS. 

lxxyit. 

My deaii Charges, — It is all very 
nice about this armistice, and I should 
bo the last to grudge you all your inno- 
cent rejoicing. But lifo is a serious 
thing and must bo taken seriously. 
These groat wars are not without a 
certain importance of their own, but 
they must not ho allowed to divert 
attention from more pressing matters. 
There is the question of my pay, for 
example. 

When, at the beginning of this year, 
it was decided that my work on the 
Western Vront was complete, that 
matters there might lie loft to take their 
course and that 1 must ho transferred 
to handle matters elsewhere, I took my 
old friend, the War Oflico, fully into my 
confidence in dealing with the personal 
aspect. T pointed out that I was one* of 
those persons, too few, alas! in these 
days, who have nointerest in themselves, 
but merely wish their very remarkable 
capabilities to ho fully utilised for the 
nation’s good. 

There was a subdued outburst of 
^pplauso when I stated this, and to be 
"uitesuro it was thoroughly understood 

repeated it once or twice. Tho W.O. 


responded with a short speech, in which, 
with considerable emotion, it recognised 
that it owed everything to mo person- 
ally and regretted that the moment did 
not admit of an illuminated address and 
a handsome marble timepiece. 

1 replied that these tilings meant 
nothing to me, and it was full com- 
pensation to know that I hud done my 
j duly. Meanwhile, however, since we 
were on the subject, what about pay for 
the future? 

After some little discussion, which 
tended to wander from the point, we 
got down to the business aspect of the 
new and highly important post I was 
about to occupy. The suggestion of my 
being graded as a General Officer and 
drawing a four-figure salary was re- 
garded as both brilliant and sound, but 
for certain technical reasons imprac- 
ticable, and it was eventually arranged 
that 1 should draw the equivalent, 
abroad, of the pay and allowances of 
ordinary persons enjoying tho rank of 
major. It was thought well to hide my 
light under a bushel, and the foregoing 
was considered to bo a useful disguise. 
In order, however, that wo should not 
be deceived ourselves, we gave mo a 
fancy title in my new capacity, some- 
thing imposing to roll round one’s 


| tongue, at the end of one’s signature; 
one of llioso titles which bogin with a 
modest “Assistant,” but go on with 
everything that matters, and givo the 
idea that there aro two people running 
this war, and it is tho Assistant who 
is really doing things, while the other 
makes the speeches, takes the peerage, 
and is received from time to time by the 
King at Buckingham Palace. 

Tho W.O. was very proud of me, but it 
did not, I am afraid, explain mo fully to 
its subordinate departments. Notably 
it omitted to got straight with its own 
Pay People, than whom there are few 
more stupid and less understanding. 
Unfortunately that fancy title was one 
which carried no particular rate of pay 
on its own ; when the Cash Department 
studied it from tho merely cash point 
of view they appear to have regarded if 
as one so honourable that the holder of 
it would bo insulted by the oiler of any 
pay at all. Accordingly no offer was 
made; tho great public showed no in- 
terest in the detail, and the still greater 
Mr. Cox, being ever too polite to inter- 
fere, sat tight and said nothing. 

After having been a second lieutenant, 
a temporary lieutenant, an acting cap- 
tain, and many startling and embarrass- 
ing combinations of the three, I found 
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THE 14 POINTS OF PELMANISM. 

USEFUL SUMMARY OF FACTS. 


I N view of the enormous interest in Pelmanism 
shown by all classes of men and women, the 
following brief summary of facts is given for 
the benefit of those who have not followed 
closely the announcements of the Pelman Institute 
which have already appeared. 

Pelmanism appeals to everybody. — There 
is no man or woman who cannot gain by adopting 
this remarkable System. This fact is readily 
apparent to everybody who takes the trouble to 
examine the wonderful evidence which the Pelman 
Institute offers to all applicants (see below). If 
you are not already a Pelmanist you should at 
once write for the free literature which is offered. 

But first read carefully the following plain 
facts : — 

i. Over 400,000 men and women of all classes have 
now adopted Pelmanism.- -These include literally every 
class and rank: clerks, managers, soldiers, sailors, generals, 
admirals, peers, peeresses, shop-assistants, salesmen, account- 
ants, barristers, solicitors, doctors, clergymen, journalists, 
artisans, engineers, typists, secretaries, manufacturers, 
bankers, etc.., etc. 

2. Large numbers of these have increased their 
incomes hy 100 p.c., 200 p.c., 300 p.c., and even more, 

as a direct result of Pelmanism. Thousands of others have 
gained important positions or speedy promotion. In the 
Army and Navy some hundreds of officers openly attribute 
their promotion (and in many cases their M.C., D.S.O., etc.) 
to Pelmanism. 

3. No man or woman has yet failed to reap great 
benefit from Pelmanism, provided that the System has 
been conscientiously followed. Sweeping as the assertion 
may seem, it is yet an .admitted fact that “ progress by Pel- 
manism ” is certain if the Course is properly followed. 

4. No hard study is required. The Course is ex- 
ceedingly interesting and takes but a few minutes 
daily. Most people find that half-an-hour daily for a few 
weeks enables them to master the System, which is taught 
entirely by correspondence, and which can be followed any- 
where. It does not in any way interfere with your usual daily 
work, but helps you in it, making your work easier, quicker, 
better, and far more productive. 

5. Benefit begins with the First Lesson. This is 
testified to by thousands of letters in the records of the Pelman 
Institute, many of which record promotion and increases as a 
direct result of Lesson I. 

6. The benefit Is lifelong. A few weeks of study (a 
few minutes daily) produces a betterment of your mind and 
your ability, which make for your advantage all your life. 

7. There is nothing artificial in Pelmanism : it 
develops your natural powers upon natural lines. The 

Pelman System exercises and disciplines all your faculties, 
bringing them to full strength and enabling you to show 
greater ability in everything you apply yourself to. 

8. It brings out latent powers and talents. Testi- 
mony upon this point is simply overwhelming; thousands of 
men and women writing to say that they now find themselves 
able to do better work and to occupy far more responsible 
positions (with correspondingly bigger incomes) than they ever 
dreamed themselves capable of. 


9. Anyone can understand Pelmanism. There is 
nothing technical or difficult in it ; anyone of average (ele- 
mentary) education can quite easily master it. 

10. The cost is very small. Many Pelmanists write 
that the Course would still be wonderfully cheap at ten times 
its present cost. Pmolment may still be secured at one third less 
than the regular fee. * 

11. Employers are quick to appreciate the services 
of Pelmanists. Many firms pay for the enrolment of their 
staff, large firms having thus enrolled 70, 100, 145, and 165 of 
their stall's at one lime ! 

12. Pelmanism is now indispensable to every man 
and woman, no matter of what age, status, or occupation. 
That fact is warmly attested by all of the many famous educa- 
tionalists, M.P.’s, authors, editors, and public men and women 
who have investigated the work and results of the Pelman 
Institute. No such important body of independent testimony 
has ever been gathered in support of an efficiency movement. 

| That fact alone is conclusive. 

13. Pelmanism is world -wide. There are Pelman 
students in every corner of the British Empire, and many of 
these are so eager to commence the course that they cable at 
great expense from the Farthest East, from India, Africa, &c., 
for the “ little grey books ” to be sent out. 

14. Every statement or claim published by the 
Pelman Institute can be verified by any bona-fide inquirer. 
Critical investigations have from time to time been made by 
great journals like 1 ruth , Public Opinion , John Bull , British 
Weekly, See., and have invariably resulted in warm editorial 
appreciations of the System. The Directors of the Institute 
have always welcomed investigations by the public, as the 
better the facts are known the more surely does enrolment 
follow. The Institute is, in sober truth, doing a great work of 
national importance, and every man and woman should know 
at least the elementary facts about this wonderful movement. 

What TRUTH says: 

*• The first point which emerges in the survey of the present 
position of the Pelman Institute is ... . that recognition is being 
j more and more accorded to its educational activities by men and 
women interested in the improvement of the intellectual fibre of the 
j nation and the resultant increase in national efficiency. The judg- 
! incut passed by Truth has been upheld by every judge who has 
j examined the facts for himself, and, be it added, by a jury of un- 
exampled magnitude, which has coinetothe same conclusion through 
personal expci ience. 

Allusion has already been made to the amazing increase in the 
j number of men and women who have taken, or are taking, the 
j Pelman Course of instruction. The number of students on the 
i Pelman roll to-day has passed the 250,000* mark, and of those a very 
! large proportion have enrolled within the past two years. From no 
j one of these students has Truth heard a single word of discontent, 

I or a suggestion that any of the conclusions arrived at are misleading 
or fallacious, though those conclusions in a large proportion of recent 
enrolments were probably a determining factor.” 


Now write for a free copy of “ Mind and Memory” in which 
the Pelman Course is fully described and explained , and which also 
contains a full Synopsis of the Lessons of the Course. With this you 
will also receive an unabridged reprint of Truth’s sensational Report 
on Pelmanism , and particulars showing you how to secure the complete 
Course for one-third less than the regular fee. Address your applica- 
tion to the Pelman Institute , 1 Pelman House , Bloomsbury Street , 
London , W.C.i. 

Overseas Addresses : 46-48, Market Street , Melbourne; 15, Toronto 
Street , Toronto; Club Arcade , Durban. 
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CIGARETTE 
SITUATIONS No. 3. 
When one’s thoughts are too 
sublime for verbid utterance, 
Aristons will diffuse the un- 
utterable thoughts in fragrant 
wreaths of satisfying smoke. 

The cigarettes for every situation, 
Aristons turn discord to harmony, dis- 
content to complaisance, and always 
soothe the palate with the full, rich 
fragrance of rare Dubec Tobaccos. 

Ariston Cigarettes are sold at price* out 
of all proportion to the enjoyment they 
give. They arc beautifully packed, smooth 
smoking, and thoroughly enjoyable to 
the end. 

A riangc .i i/ h your tobacconist to send a regular supply 
to your Naval or Military Friend. Quantities of 200 
a re duty free a nd carriage paid. A t iston No. 10 — / 71 - , 
Ariston Cold Tipped— 171-, or NeFKa No. 2-ISI-. 

Obtainable, from all h Mi-class tobacconists or from 

MURATTI'S, Mil., 

\Vi>.t F.tnl Depot, 28, 1’iccadilly, London, W. 


JirUton No. 10. Large, 
Dubec. 

joo-l 1/« 50—B/6 25— 2/10 J 

Ariston Gold Tipped 

(22 cf.) Medium Dubec. 
100—II/- 50—6/6 ao—2,3 


ARISTON 

Cigarettes. 

11. MDKATTI, SONS dx to. , Manchester, London, Pans, New York 


Ariston Dellcat for those 
who prefer a small cigarette. 
100-8/6 50—4/3 25— 2/1 J 

Neb - Ka No. 2 Large 
Turkish. 

100 — 10 /- 50-5/- 
20 - 2 /- lo-ll* 




Important Occasions 

B F. prepared for important occasions 
by sending evening suits and uniforms 
to Achillc Serrc for occasional treatment. 

Achille Scrrc removes all stains and 
creases from your Raiments skilfully 
and thoroughly. Experienced tailor* 
pressers will restore them to their origi- 
nal shape, and return them to you 
looking like new. Thus you will l>e 
sure of a smart and well-groomed ap- 
pearance at a minimum of expenditure. 

Achille Series 

f Head Office: 

Hackney Wick, London, E. 9 

Telephone: East 3710(4 lines). 
Branches and Agents everywhere. 


r WOLFF’S 

Royal Sovereign 

BRITISH MADE PENCILS' 


Wntc for Illushatrd • 
Booklet which give-, ; 
Prices, List of , 
Blanches, & Partial \ 
lais of our Service. : 


♦J* *J 4 ♦♦♦ 4 t 4 4 t 4 + 1 * 4 t 4 4 J 4 *J 4 4 t 4 •J 4 4 J 4 *J 4 ♦♦♦ ♦♦♦ 4 t 4 *5* 4 t 4 

I SPINK® SON L*i 

DIAMOND MERCHANTS 

Established 1772. 

FINE JEWELS 

Purchased for CASH or VALUED. 

Also ANTIQUE SILVER, MINIATURES 
GOLD or ENAMEL BOXES etc. & other 
ITEMS of ANTIQUARIAN INTEREST 

Jewels or Plate can be safely sent per registered post insured . . 

17 «£> 18 P ICCADILLY, LONDON, W. 1 . ‘ * 

J 

The Clear Complexion of 

the English Girl 

is the reason for the admi- 
ration of all Colonials. The 
English girl uses Oatine— 
it keeps face and hands 
clear, soft, and velvety. 

1/1* and 2/3. Ask for 


* 


1 * 


The finest Pencil in the world for Draughtsmen, Artist9 
And General use because of its smoothness and great 
durability. Made in all degrees by E. Wolff & Son, 
Ltd., at the Falcon Pencil Works, Battersea. By 
appointment to H.M. The King. Price ad. each. 

Sold by all Stationers. 


QStSle 

USB IT « PROVE IT 
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it a relief to be a simple major. True, 
one cannot wear spurs to advantage in 
mufti, and the outward insignia had 
necessarily to be suppressed. But even 
for such refined and sensitive natures 
as my own there is a certain comfort to 
be derived from the more remuneration 
— a comfort to which I made froquont 
resort, until Mr. Cox, with that courtesy 
but firmness for which ho is famous, 
called attention to shortcomings on the 
credit side. This was in April last, and 
it was only then I discovered that the 
Pay Department wero regarding me a3 
something greater and higher than they 
dared intrude upon. 

The correspondence with the W.O. 
began on a quiet and friendly note — a 
personal letter to an esteemed friend 
commenting upon tilings in general, 
progress of war, criticisms of food, in- 
quiries as to mutual acquaintances and 

oli, by the way, wasn’t there some 

slight misunderstanding as to my pay? 
The answer was as friendly — all well 
at home, coal not quite up to t ho mark, 
and no need to worry about pay, since 
that would como all right, no doubt. 
A slight touch of hauicur crept into 
my next memo. My friends, l inti- 
mated, would always be my friends, 
and, rather than risk friction, I would let 
the whole matter drop. This was, how- 
ever, a matter of principle, and I was 
always firm on principles. The short 
reply to my reply to his reply was 
a postcard, stating that the matter 
had been passed to the responsible 
quarter. 

I won’t take you through all the 
tragic story ; I will only say that I. had 
eventually to bo extremely stern with 
the W.O. I hate to bully, hut the time 
comes when it is nocessary to take a 
strong lino. I took it, and, as the 
months passed by, I wont on taking it. 
I will not brag, hut there can bo no 
doubt that I gob the W.O. thoroughly 
undor. If, about the beginning of 
August, you noticed a subdued and half- 
ashamed look about Whitehall (incon- 
sistent with the good news then arriv- 
ing from the front) I may tell you that 
I alone did it. The W.O., taken firmly 
in hand, improved in behaviour; they 
wrote me most adequate apologies and 
hinted at some very good times coming, 
with the arrival of more arrears in 
sterling than I or Mr. Cox would prob- 
ably know what to do with. But for one 
reason or another, possibly because the 
Pay Department man had gone on leave 
and taken the key of the cash-box with 
him, neither the arrears nor the good 
times ever arrived. 

To be exact, I found myself well into 
September and still nothing in Mr. Cox’s 
cellars for me. Think me weak, Charles, 
if you will, but by now my moral was 



"’Alp a pint, Mibb, plf*.sh." 

"No, you 'hr too late. The clock’s struck. ’’ 

"Oil, COME ON- IT AIN’T FINISHED ’(JMMIX’ YET.’ 


deteriorating. Pay is a sordid thing, 1 
but there is something about it which i 
makes its absence keenly felt. I will ■ 
confess the truth and tell you that it 
got to such a pitch with mo that simply 
to hear a man jingling francs, oven 
centimes, in his pocket brought tears to 
my eyes. .1 1 was more than I could bear 
to hear other people commiserating each 
other upon the disadvantages of the rate 
of exchange and discussing means of 
transmitting funds from England to our 
neutral State, whereby they might get 
the better of that rate. 

And at last, after six months of 
poverty, only relieved by glowing pro- 
mises of an overwhelming credit at the 
bank in the days to come, thoro fell the 
final blow, which broke me completely 
down and caused mo to put my head on 
my arms and burst into tears at my 


ofiice desk. It was a message, a tele 
gram, from the W.O. It was from the 
Pay People. It was about Pay. It con- 
cerned ME. It said : “ Message begins. 
You are strictly forbidden to have your 
pay sent out to you in Bank Notes, 
Treasury Notes, or coin of fcho realm. 
Message ends.” 

So do J. Yours ever, JIknhy. 

More Coast Erosion. 

11 It has boon arranged that thu ‘ms story | 
ship’ Hyderabad will visit the West Coast ' 
ports, while the Suffolk Coast will visit London ; 
and the Last Coast.” — Liverpool Pont. 

There was a young soldier called Joe 
With a penchant for whiskey and eau; 
Whou they asked him to halve 
A bottlo of Graves, 

He answered, “ Non demi , quel ho l ” 
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THE HEART OF THE PEOPLE. 

The last tram is still a gonial tram. 
If not so alcoholic as in the old days, 
people still burst into jocund reminis- 
cences of songs they have heard at 
“ Second houses,” and wonder loudly 
how the heroine will get out of episode 
thirteen at tho pictures. 

This night an elderly lady with a 
very large framed photograph of a 
soldier sat opposite to me. A gentle- 
man who boro unmistakable signs of 
being in tho wholesale whitewash busi- 
ness remarked genially, “ Mother, I ’ll 
lay a bob ’o got the Victoria Cross.” 

“Not ’im,” said Mother. “ 'E was 
called up two months back. I ’ad ’im 
enlargod, thinking 'e ’d bo going to tho 
Front and wishing to be on the safe 
side. I 've chucked away thirteen-and- 
a-tanner on ’im. Victoria Cross ! All 
Vs got is roomatism.” 

Tho wholesale dealer in whitewash, 
having satisfied a legitimate curiosity, 
turned to mo and, placing an amiable 
band on my ktioo, said, “ ’Elio, Boss, 
this election ’s a puzzler, ain’t it ? Onco 
it was jus’ reds and blues. Now it’s 
all colours, not counting females. ’Ow 
would you vote ? ” 

“ Coalition,” I said. 

“ You ’re backing a winner this time,” 
returned tho whitewash - merchant. 
“Ole Coalition '11 romp ’ome. The worst 
is thoro’s three ’ossos from the stable 
runnin’ ’ere. They ’re all for Coalition. 
I don’t know which to back.” 

“ Not for mo,” replied the lady. “ I 
always said that if I vote it’ll bo for 
them as boils tho Gormans.” 

The general sentiment of the car 
scorned to approve the boiling of tho 
Germans, but found it unfeasible. 

“ ’Ow can wo boil tho Germans, 
Mother, if we’ve made peace with 
'em ? ” protested the whitewasher. 

“ My ’usband 's a soldier of the Kino. 
E ain’t a Conscientious Object or, charg- 
ing double prices for everything.” 

“I ain’t a Conscientious Objector,” 
retorted Whitewash; “I got no con- 
scientious objections to nothing.” 

A gontleman who carried a mangle- 
roller on each knoo as if they were 
children broke in, “You vote Labour, 
Mothor. It ’s time wo got a bit of our 
own back out of tho toll's.” 

“I wouldn’t give ’arf-a-pound o' 
marge for all tho Governments that 
ever ’as been or over will he thought 
on,” said Mother. “ I ’m going to tho 
poll, I am, and I’m going to vote 
against all of ’em.” 

“It ain’t allowed,” protested tho 
whitewasher. “If everybody voted 
against everyone what ’d be the use of 
living elections? ” 

“ Well, what ’s the use of 'aviug ’oiu ? ” 


“ You ’ll ’avc to take things more ser- 
ious,” burst in the mangle proprietor; 
“ you ’vo got a stake in the country 
now. ’Ere you are a ’ardvvorking 
woman.” 

“ I wish my ’usband could ’ear you 
call mo a ’ardworking woman. Ile’d 
set about you. If you ’d stop pinching 
mangles and leave respectable ladies 
alone in tramcars you ’d be better liked. 

I ’rn going to vote against all of ’em. 
’Ere, young woman, next stop for me. 
And none of your ringing on before I 
get down with this photograph. It’ll 
bo a county court job if you smash it. 
I ’m going to vote against all of ’em, 
and down with tho Zepps and boil tho 
Germans.” 

“’Ot stuff,” said tho whitowasher, 
wiping his forehead. 

“ She don’t understand tho solidarity 
of Labour,” returned the mangle-owner; 
“ but ’or ’usband ’ll mako 'er voto right.” 

“ Mark my words,” declared the 
whitewasher solomnly, “she’ll make 
’im vote as she wants ; but if thoy all 
go voting against everybody what ’s to 
becomo of tho British Constitution?” 

“ Torminus !” called the conductress. 

It sounded like tho ond of the world. 

THE MASCOT'S DOWNFALL. 

“ Si’Eakin’ aboot dogs as mascots,” 
said tho Corporal-drummer, “ we had 
a fair clinker in oor battalion at haino. 
She belongit till tho Sairgeant-Major. 
A great big brute she wis, mair like a 
Shetland pony than a dog, wi* as muclde 
ill-natur and pride tae the square inch 
as a Prooshian Junk. But for a’ that 
she was a bonny beast an’ wis a fair 
ornamont tae the rigimont, especially 
on Church parades, which, bein’ a 
female, she attendit wi’ the utmost 
regularity. 

“Noo Maggie— that ’s tho dog - had 
peculiar tastes in dross. If ye wore 
the kilt ye were riclib as rain ; oven if 
ye wore troosers ye wad pass as long 
as ye had on tho glengairry. But 
Heaven help ye if ye wore a flat kep; 
ye were fair fur it. 

“ At this time we had an auld Briga- 
dier, a terrible halin’ fur stalkin’ roon’ 
aboot tho camp efter lichts oot, scokin* 
whit lie mielit devoor. Oor tent wis 
awa at the lit o’ tho lines ; an’ tho auld 
man used tae come past oor way, which 
meant us daein’ some quick-change 
acts wi’ tho candle whiles. 

“ Ao nichfc we heard him an’ his 
Brigade-Major come up an’ then stop. 

“ ‘ Whit ’s yon? ’ said the Brigadier. 

“ ‘ A dog,' said the Brigade-Major. 

“ He wis richt. Maggie had gotten 
aff her chain an’ wis on the randan. 

“ * Grr,’ says she. 

“ ‘ Guid dog,’ says the Brigadier. 


“ 1 Grr/ says Maggie, no likin’ their 
flat keps nano. 

“ Wool, matters had got tao whit the 
papers ca’ a deeplomatic impasse when 
wee Geordie Barr, the drummer, wha 
could imitate the Sairgeant-Major tao 
tho life, whispered, 1 See ’em aff, Maggie.’ 

“ Efter that it wis jist like tho pic- 
turs. Koond the tents went the twa 
o’ them, wi’ Maggie ahint them, growlin' 
tao fair pit the wind up vo ; then across 
the parado grun’ slap bang intae tho 
officers’ mess. 

“Of course whit happened then wo 
couldna see, but yin o’ tho Mess waiters 
tcll’t us next day that tho Brigadier 
and his Brigade-Major had tao stand 
on the Mess table wi’ tho battalion 
officers haudin’ on tae Maggie till tho 
Sairgeant-Major cam’ across tao call 
her off. 

“ Needless tae say Maggio’s popu- 
larity rose tae unprecedontod hichts, 
for moonlicht raids by the Stall wis at 
a discoont for some time tao como. 
Tho hand a’ said that mair than half 
the glory belongit tao wee Geordie Barr 
for liis prompt an’ soldier-liko action ; 
but Geordie hirnsol’ didna seem sue 
anxious tao claim it. 

“A fortnicht efter there wis a Bri- 
gade Church parado tae be held in tho 
opon-air. Of course Maggie wis pro- 
sent, glancin’ aroond an’ pullin’ at tho 
lead, jist bung fix’ o’ pride an’ vanity. 

“ Efter we wero drawn up the Brig- 
adier entered wi’ tho customary flourish 
o’ trumpets. 

“ A’ at yinco ho saw Maggie standin’ 
in front o’ tho battalion wi’ hor tongue 
oot, kinchin’ like. 

“ The auld man edged roond ahint tho 
drums an’ took up a stratoogie poscot ion 
aside the Padro. 

“ 1 Kindly have that dog removed,’ 
says ho tae oor Colonel in his host 
orderly-room manner. 

“ Weel, d'ye ken, as sune ’s ho spoke, 
Maggie stopped lauchin’ and looked at 
him peetiously. Then aff the parade- 
grun’ she wis led wi’ her heicl doon 
an’ her tail atween her legs as if she 
wis ashamed o’ a’ tho folk sccin’ her 
doon fa’. 

“ A weok efter she wis found deid. 
Somo o’ the lads blamct the Doctor for 
pisenin’ her, him fatin’ aye in the dan- 
ger zone so tae speak, through wearin’ 
a flat kep. But maist o’ us is sure tae 
this day that she perished o’ a broken 
hort. 

“Ay, an’ there’s a moral tae that 
story. Niver fechfc the heid yins in 
the Airmy yersei’ ; get some ither body 
tae dae ’t instead.” 


The Long Arm of Coalition. 

“Soldiers away oil service aro stabbed in 
the back in their absenco .”-- Daily News . 
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PERSONAL. 

“I suppose it (loos work somotimos 
or people wouldn’t try it on,” I said, 
looking up from the advertisement 
columns of The Brain-Ware, 

“What do you suppose works', 
asked Ernest. 

“This kind of thing: ‘To Philan- 
thropists and other Patriots. Lady, 
well-connected, needs fifty pounds ur- 
gently.' " 

“Why? Are you thinking of try- 
ing it? ” 

“ I am,” I said. “ I badly need a 
car to get about in while l ’m lame. 
Why shouldn’t somebody lend me one?” 

“You’re not well- connected, are 
you? ” said Ernest. 

“One of my aunts married a man 
whoso fourth cousin but I’ve told 
you that before, I think. Ilowover, I 
needn't say I 'm well-connected ; I can 
say, ‘ not ill-connected.’ My advertise- 
ment shall be perfectly candid.” 

“They don’t have portraits on the 
outside sheet of The Brain-Wave, do 
they? ” said Ernest. 

• “I must ho contont with saying, 

* handsome young oflicor.' ” 


“Wouldn't ‘homely’ be a better 
word ? ” 

1 rose and surveyed myself in tbe 
"lass. 

“These things are a matter of 
opinion,” I said. “Put 1 would rather 
err on the sido of modesty. * Homely- 
faced,’ do you think? Or perhaps ‘of 
homely appearance.’ ” 

The advertisement as finally inserted 
ran, “ Young otliccr, of homely appear- 
ance and not ill-connectcd, would he 
glad of loan of motor-car , or cash to 
hire one, during disablement.- -Pox 
No. 000, Ihc Brain- Wave. 1 * 

To say that 1 eagerly awaited the ! 
result would bo an exaggeration. Ini 
fact I was so doubtful of extracting any j 
response from a callous public that 1 1 
bet Ernest five shillings that I wouldn’t ' 
get an answer at all. 

But l did; I got just one. It was 
in a feminine handwriting, and ran: “ I 
enclose two- and- sixpence towards your 
motoring expenses, for I feel that no 
sacrifice is too great for our brave sol- 
diers. Will you please acknowledge in 
the Personal Column of The Brain- 
1 lu vc . ? — Symiwi hi sew.” 

I was awfully bucked at this; it seemed 


so romantic. And l inserted in 77/e 
Brain- Wave : “ Sympathised. — Many 
thanks for kind present. — Ofkileu of 
Homely Appeakanck.” 

It didn’t strike me at the time that, 
after paying The Brain-Wave s fee for 
! the insertion of this acknowledgment, I 
was three-and-sixpenco out of pocket 
on balance ; hut when Ernest asked for 
his live shillings for the bet I saw that 
; my enterprise had been rather expen-. 
|sive. Thinking it over since, I have 
wondered whether Ernest could pos- 
sibly have been in collusion with my 
Lady Bountiful. But I prefer to be- 
lieve that somewhere “ Sympathiser ” 
is dwelling lovingly upon tho thought 
of me, and that my total deficit of 
oight-and-sixpence has been well lost. 


The Surrender of the Hun Fleet. 

(After The Ancient Mariner.) 

As idle as a German ship 
Cpon the “German ” Ocean. 

“ The King of Prussia’s promixo of a demon- 
eratie franchise must be fulfilled quickly and 
completely.**- -Natal Mercury. 

Pandemonium should bo a pleasant 
change after Pan-Germanism. 
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WITH THE AUXILIARY PATROL. 

The Surgeon-Probationer. 

The Surgeon-Probationer was very young indeed, and 
our trawler was his first ship ; but if lie lacked the sagacity 
of experienco he fully made up for it by his great enthu- 
siasm. Ho had an eager look. 

“ I don’t like it," said the Second Engineer. “ I ’d feci 
ever so much happier if that case o’ knives and forks ho 
makes such a fuss about was washed overboard some 
night. I should sleep easier." 

it so chanced that just at this time there was an unpre- 
cedented epidemic of good health among the trawler crews 
in our area. In the course of a fortnight we had only one 
call for medical assistance 
- -a suspected outbreak of 
measles; but even this they 
had succeeded in checking 
at its source before wo ar- j 
rived on the scene. The 
ship’s dog had boon getting 
into had company ashore, 
but a timely application of 
insecticide prevented any 
further spread of infection. 

It almost soemed as though 
people rofrained from going 
sick on purpose. 

All this was a bitter disap- 
pointment to the Surgeon- 
Probationer. He would scan 
our faces anxiously each 
morning, hut wo couldn’t 
summon up a symptom be- 
tween 1 us. When the third 
hand hit his thumb with a 
handspike the Lieutenant 
and the Skipper had to ex- 
orcise considerable tact to 
provent the S.-P. from am- 
putating it on the spot ; hut 
Joe was let off finally with 
an antiseptic bandage and a 
stiff dose of quinine. 

The roal trouble 
when old Bill, the Mate, re 
fused a third helping of the 
steward’s plumduff at Sun- 
day dinner-time. I remem- 
ber seeing the look that came over the gunner’s face one day ! 
when a German submarine came to the surface within aj 
hundred yards of us. The S.-P.’s expression reminded me 
of it somehow. 

“ Are you fooling unwell, Bill ? " he asked sharply. 

‘‘Eh, mo? Bloss you, Sir, I’m champion," replied Bill 
hastily. “ ’Ere, steward, pass mo over the rest o’ that duff, 
quick." 

“ Wait," commanded the S.-P. He regarded Bill earnestly 
and leaned across tho table to press down the under-lid of 
his left eye. 

“ You’re looking pale; sure you feel quite yourself 
lassitude or disinclination to work? " 

Bill, a stalwart sailorman weighing well over sixteen 
stones aiul hoarded like a paid, passed his hand nervously 
over his anatomy. 

“ No, Sir, 1 think I ’in all right,” he said. 

“ Let mo look at your tongue," ordered tho S.-P. 

‘’Bill a little shyly exhibited the member in request. 

“ Oh, wot an orrihlo sight ! " exclaimed the Second. 


began 


Mr. 1 V I LIT AM Hoiiks/oi 1 KIM (to 
Our future is on tiie Zee. ’ 


“ Very interesting," observed the Surgeon-Probationer 
critically. 

“ Put it away at once, Bill," said the Second, “ before 
someone slips on it and hurts himself." 

“ Y T ou ’old yer row," snapped Bill savagely. 

But ho was obviously disquieted. All the afternoon ho 
wore a worried look and soveral times I observed him try- 
ing to feel his pulse. By teatime he was thoroughly ill and 
rofusod tho steward’s most tempting delicacies. The S.-P. 
began to get quite excited about if. 

“ 1 feel mighty queer, Sir," Bill confessed ; “ I seem as 
though something was a-goin’ to happen to me." 

“Ah," breathed the S.-P., “1 feared as much. Whore 
docs it seem to catch you the most ? " 

“ Can’t say exactly, Sir," 
replied Bill miserably, “but 
I feel empty, like as if I 'd 
„ been scuttled a’most. Can 

you do anything for mo, 
Sir? " 

Tho Surgeon-Probationer 
j took his coat off and, after a 
1 quarter of an hour’s whirl- 
! wind fighting, made his 
j diagnosis. Tt was either 
| nervous breakdown or ap- 
! pendicitis; he leaned rather 
i to tho latter view as offering 
j the greater scope for sur- 
j gical skill. Bill, reduced 
i to a mental and physical 
I wreck, was tucked up in his 
' hunk and made to drink 
! evil -looking concoctions 
'from the medicine chest. 
Tho Second Engineer said 
1 he wouldn’t give ninepence 
I for the Mate’s chance of 
j seeing another breakfast 
i served. 

But Bill was still with 
us when Monday morning 
dawned, though he had 
weakened palpably during 
the night and had given up 
all hope of recovery. 

“ I *m afraid it ’ll mean an 
operation," said the S.-P., 
trying to keep the eagerness 
it’s the knife or nothing — your one 
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out of his voice 
chance, Bill." 

“ Oh, oh 1 " groaned Bill, burying his face in the blankets. 

The cabin was rigged as an operating theatre, and the 
Mate was lifted tenderly from his bunk and laid on the 
table. The crew crowded round to shake his hand and say 
good-bye. 

“ Tell ’em ashore as \ went down with flags flying," said 
Bill faintly. “ Good-bye, Second ; I forgive you all your evil 
goin’s on and hope you won’t be punished for ’em as they 
deserves. Good-bye, Joe; don’t forget to oil the winch 
when I 'm gone West." 

“ Any last request, Bill ? " ashed tho Skipper. 

“ Yes, Skips ; see that there ’s no splinters in the plank 
when you drop me astern ; an’ if the ’Uns comes out, boys, 
g-give ’em ’ell." 

Them while the S.-P. was poising his knife for the fatal 
stroke, I burst into the cabin, waving a signal-pad above 
my head. Tho news of the armistice had just come through 
from the base. 
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BRITAIN’S FATEFUL HOUR. 


' YOU WANT MY VOTE, MlSSY? W’Y, WOT MIGHT YOU KNOW ATJOUT BKER AND II ACCY ? ’ 


III tho excitement consequent on this momentous an- 
nouncemont poor Bill was complotoly forgotten. Wo 
crowded up on deck, lioisting every flag we carried and 
watching tho ridiculous behaviour of tho other trawlers 
who had utterly lost their helms and were rolling and leap- 
ing about like a lot of motor-launches in tho stern wavo of 
a destroyer. The S.-P. was the first to recollect tho urgent 
business that awaited him below. 

“ I must go and got on with tho operation,” he said. 

“Excuse mo, Sir,” remarked tho Third Hand, “but Bill 
seems to have took a turn for the better by the looks of ’m.” 

following the direction of his up-raised finger wo beheld 
the figure of tho lately moribund Mato standing, semi- 
clothed, on tho top of tho wheel-house, shouting himself 
hoarse and waving tangled lengths of linen bandages 
wildly in the breeze. 

“ ’Ooray,” he was yelling, “ ’oo-bloomin-ray for peace 
and no early closin’ ! ” 

“It almost looks as though an immediate operation 
might not be necessary after all,” observed tho Lieutenant 
drily. 

And the Surgeon-Probationer took his disappointment 
like a man. . 

“ Herr Natlibs and the old Radicals are trying to arrange for mutual 
assistance at the elections for tho Constituent Assembly.” — Times. 

Wo understand that Herr Soc and Herr Centrum are 
rather annoyed with Herr Natlibs. 

“From windows and roofs nursemaids promenaded with little Union 
Jacks floating from the baby carriages.”— Provincial Taper. 

We hope their little charges enjoyed this literal method of 
“ taking the air.” 


U N 11 E I )E E MED LON DON. 

In reading the list of our London streets 
There’s a typo of name ono frequently meets 
Which seems to call for drastic revision 
If only to save us from derision. 

Thus “ Ferdinand” Streot (N.W.l) 

Has a foxy hint of the high-placed Hun, 

And in Battersea’s roads I frankly own 
I have no further use for “ Cologne.” 

“ Schubert ” I pass, though it ’s hard to get 
At the reason that makes him a Putney pet, 

Or fathom the motive that has bestowed 
“ Parsifal ” on a Hampstead road. 

But, anyhow, let us draw the line 
At “ Margravine ” and “ Oberstein,” 

And, boycotting all Teutonic tosh, 

Start fair with Beatty and Haig and Eocic. 

“ PRIME MINISTER ADOPTED AT CARNARVON. 

The mover called oil tho electors to support Mr. Lloyd George as 
candidate without any qualifications whatsoever.” — Times. 

We always liked Welsh humour. 


“Now if there is any man in this country who has played a noble 
part in the war, it is George IY .” — Local Taper. 

Personally, we should give the palm to Gkouge 111. But 
for him wlioro would President Wilson have been V 

(l Tho war pensions grantod by tho Commonwealth Government 
to 25th July represent an annual liability of £3,820,868, t ho captain 
thon decided to put into Sydnoy .” — Australian Taper. 

We must have missed the early chapters of this story. 
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THE WINTER’S TALE. 

[ 4 ‘ To save coal many groups of families have 
arranged to spend alternate evenings together. 
Each family will take it in turns to play hosts ; 
thus many sets of fires will bo allowed to go 
out.”— Evening Paper.] 

Letter from Mrs. Henderson to her Sister. 

Surbiton, 3/11/18. 

Dearest Di, 1 suppose you 'vo road 
about tiio scheme to savo coal this 
winter by families sharing each other’s 
fires? \Vo start next week spending 
alternate evenings with the Blakeleys. 

1 think it is a splendid idea- 
quite mediaeval, in fact. Didn't | 
lots of people collect in one great j 
hall in the olden times — menials 
sitting at the same board but 1 
below the salt — and all that sort i 
of thing, you know ? 1 ’m sure ; 

I ’ve read something 
in Scott — or was it 

I I ewlett ? 

Your loving 

P.S. — Of course tho above ar- ! 
raugement could only bo carried 
out with realty nice people and 
old tried friends like the Blake- 1 
leys. On ne s'entcml pas a oec 
tout le monde . ' 1 


like that i 
M AURIC 

Vr. 


tho other night actually got up in even- 
ing dress ! Since Mr. Blakeley hooked 
that soft Government job Mrs. B. makes 
herself quite foolish with her pretence. 

I had Martha and Jane in as well, 
so that tho kitchen lire could go out, 
because when one starts coal-saving 
one ought to do the thing property, for 
it’s that spirit of thoroughness that 
is helping us 11 to pursue tho war to 
the bitter end,” as Lloyd George once 
said, or was it Lansdowne? 

Anyhow Mrs. Blakeley made Martha 
and Jano feel thoroughly nncomfort- 


Letter from Mrs. Blakeley to her 
Brother , Lieut. Hanson, in 
France. 

Surbiton, 10/1 1/18. 

Dear Peter, — I think T told 
you about our arranging social 
evenings with the Hendersons. 

You know how patriotic I am, 
and I always did try to take my 
share in tho sufferings of the 
War, just tho same as you hoys 
out there ; but I think that when 
some people get hold of an idea 
they become almost fanatical. 

Would you believe it, Mrs. Hen- 
derson actually had her two ser- 
vants in the room tho other 
evening sharing tho fire with us. 

Tho servants looked thorough- 
ly uncomfortable the whole evening, as 
well they might. And with them there, 
how on earth could I tell Mrs. Hender- 
son that I had discovered my cook 
sending parcels of food from my stores 
to her brother in France, or that 1 meant 
to give Mary notice next month for im- 
pertinence? Roally there was nothing 
loft for ono to talk about. Some people 
have no idea of the fitness of things. 

Yours affectionately, Miranda. 

Letter from Mn.Hendcrson to her Sister. 

Surbiton, 10/11/18. 
Dearest Dr,— We’ve started our 
44 social evenings,” but I must say that 
tlfe behaviour of tho Blakeleys is a 



using our ink. The worst of it is he 
mutters aloud over his tasks, which is 
a bar to any intelligent or sustained 
conversation. Also, when in tho throes 
of arithmetic or algebra, ho seems in 
torment and scrapes our chairs unmer- 
cifully with his fbet. I think ho ought 
to do Scripture or something light and 
less exciting the evenings he comes in 
hero. Yours affectionately, 

Miranda. 


From Mrs. Henderson to her Sister. 

• Surbiton, 22/11/18. 

Dearest Di,— I don’t believe 
there is any more patriotism in 
Mrs. Blakcloy than there is heat 
in her fires. She just uses the 
Government and newspapers to 
hide her inoauncss. Instoad of 
fuel she has a mixture of clay 
and something else equally in- 
effective made into balls. She 
says she road about this in a 
newspaper article entitled “Clay 
Balls as a Coal Substitute.” 
Bob, wbo looked very cold, asked 
rather bitterly if it was in the 
same journal that suggested the 
(bating of rhubarb leaves. After 
t his Mrs. Blakeley seemed rather 
distant. We left early. 

Yours ever, Yi. 

Let ter from Mrs. Blakeley to 
Mrs. Henderson. 

Surbiton, 29/11/18. 

Dear Mrs. Henderson, — 
Henry and I have decided to 
drop “ social evenings ” and have 
tho usual ovonings by our own 
fireside. I fear the stress of pro- 
sent times doesn’t leave one 
much energy to be sociable, after 
all. Yours sincerely, 

Miranda Blakeley. 


First Householder. what’s THE GENERAL ELECTION 

AUOVT f " 

Second Householder. “WlIAT ELSE 18 THERE LEFT FOR ’EM 
TO MAX E US FILL IN FORMS FOR ? ” 


From Mrs. Henderson to 
Mrs. Blakeley. 
Surbiton, 30/11/18. 
Dear Mrs. Blakeley, — T 
able, poor girls. I don’t know whether j quite agree. In any case wo ’re all laid 
they sat below the salt, but certainly it j up with colds and won’t be out for 
was as far from the fire and Mrs. Blake- 1 days. I fear w t o got a chill the last 
loy as possible. And this morning they j evening we spent at your house, 
both came to mo and said they’d give Do you mind giving me the name of 
notice if they couldn’t havo 44 a place to j the man who wrote 11 Clay Balls as a 
themselves to sit in at night.” 


Truly the way of tho patriot is hard. I 
Yours ever, Vi. 

From Mrs. Blakeley to Lieut. Hanson. 

Surbiton , 20/11/18. 
Dear Peter,- The Hendersons must 


Coal Substitute ” ? My husband wants 
to have a little frank talk with him. 
Yours sincerely, 

Violet Henderson. 


44 On Tuesday niglit there was a display of 
fireworks on tho Seal and tho Kaiser was burnt 


bo effecting a great saving by spending ( in The ordinary week-night. service on Wednes- 
Imif the evenings of the week at our j ***•"- Provincial Payer. 
house. Tlioy arc accompanied by their j In tho present shortage of fuel he was 
hoy, Edward, aged eleven, who docs j evidently not considered to be worth a 

1. 1 1 1 1 • .1 1 _ • l 1 f 


little ridiculous. They 44 dropped in ” j his home-lessons boro by our light and | special bonfire. 
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ACTIVE SKRVICE CONDITIONS have proved 
/\ more conclusively than ever the all-round good 
i Vitalities of “A/A" Khaki Shirts. They are 
healthful and non-irritant, durable, soft and unshrink- 
able— the essential qualities to satisfaction in wear. 
They are obtainable ready-to-wear or made-to-measure 
in regulation shade, and in standard and heavy weights 

OF II TG H- CLASS OUTFITTERS. 


Should you be unable to obtain, write to 
the Mami/iu turns for name and addiess 
of most suitable Ret ail n : — 

Wm, HoiiinsA Co., Ltd. {Tiade only), 
25W, Newgate St., London, K. C. 1 . 


iDAY/.A NIGHT . 
\vWear I 

(Rot-il. Trade* Mark.) 


Begin the day 

with 

CAFE AU LAIT 

IT LEAVES NO "GROUNDS’' FOR COMPLAINT 

Prepared in England by the Proprietors of Nestlo’s 
Milk and sold c\ erv where tinder MILKMAID Brand 

Cash price - - 6bl., 1/-, and 1/11 J, per tin. 



HE BEST 7d CIGAR SOLD IN 


Importers 
of the 

C//OK 7. .V T 
I/AI'AXAS 



THIS COUNTRY 

An altogether 
fascinating cigar, 
possessing a delightful- 
ly smooth Havana flavour. 

Made in England from the 
choicest Vuclta Abajo Havana 
Tobacco, and always sold in per- 
fect condition. 

CARASADA' 

Petit Corona 


66/- per IOO, 60 for 28/6 

Sample box of 5 Cigars for 8/0 (poU free in each case). 

Duty free, post paid from Bond to the B.E.F., 40/- for 
100, 20/- for 80. 

Ti v a bo\ - you will enjoy every one of the 
50 items, and will decide to smoke 
them regularly. 



Actual 

61ZB 


8END 

FOR 

XMA8 

CIGAR 

LI8T. 


SO CORNHILL E C3 BLUJ 

tOpposite The Royal txchangei 

Cigar and Wine Merchants. 

WARD-ROOM MESSES ON H.M. SHIPS 

een order a minimum of BOO Carasada Patlt 
Coronas aft a ooaft of At, providing order le aocom- 
panled by Form 04. We can send you a Fyrm «W 
if your Mobs Tobaeeo Caterer hasn’t a supply* 
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TROUBLES OF TOMMY IN THE BALKANS. 

How to l’KiiRi a of. Macedonian native lauouikrs employed in salvino Bvloar material that dud shells ark not the best 

MATKlllAL FOll MAKING CAMP FIREPLACES. 


HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

(The Ex-Kaiser and the ex -German Crown Prince.) 

Ex-Kaiser (hunts hurriedly into the room , thrown off his 
cloak and flimjs his whiskers into the fireplace). Oaf, what 
a life ! It seems I can’t stir ten yards from this castle. Dis- 
guises are absolutely useless. I am told I risk my life — — 

Ex-Crown Prince. Your so valuable life. 

Ex-K. Yes, my so valuablo life, if 1 show my face out-of- 
doors. Thou it lias come to this that I, whom millions of 
devoted subjects surrounded with every mark of respect 
and affection, I, the German Kaiser, cannot walk out 
without having such words as “scoundrel,” “assassin,” 
“ Hun,” hurled at my head. 

Er-C. P . Yos, it is a dog’s life. 

Ex-K, (testily). I wish you wouldn’t interrupt ; it is one 
of the worst marks of a defective education. 

Ex-C. P. Very well, have it all your own way, only 
remember that that ’s what has brought you to your pre- 
sent pass. 

Ex-K. Now, pray keep sijenco, as I have to consider a 
very difficult subject. For myself I am not greatly con- 
cerned. My personal wants arc small— three uniforms a day, 
four meals and a few millions of marks — say twenty. Surely 
they wouldn’t refuse me that to carry on with. No, no, ! 
they won’t hurt mo. It 's Gormany I am thinking of. , 
How Germany is to got along without me I cannot conceive. | 
How are these Socialists to govern ? They have voted — I 
yes, but have never governed. I am expecting a message 
of recall at any moment. 

Ex- C. P. But you ’vo signed an abdication, haven’t you ? 


Ex-K. So for the matter of that have you — or it was 
given out that we did. But anyhow neither of us intended 
to abdicate for ever, dust a week or two of retirement 
and then back again (o our Imperial destiny. 

Ex-C. P. What’s the good of talking iike that if the 
German people won’t have us back ? 

Ex-K. It is impossible that the German people should 
he so lost to all senso of their duty. Surely they are aware 
that without the Jlohenzollerns, my ancestors, no great or 
good thing has happened in Germany. 

Ex-C. P. They might answer that this War was great, 
but not good, and that for the future the people must he 
consulted before such things are undertaken in its name. 

Ex-K. Cease that revolutionary twaddle. I, your Kaiser, 
forbid you to talk like that. But to be sure we do live in 
terrible times. How has it all come about? All night 
long I lie awake retracing events in my mind and never 
can I succeed in fixing the blame on myself for anything 
done or omitted no, l can Illume my Chancellors, I can 
blame IIindenburg and even Ludendouff, but myself novel. 

J'Jx-C. P. “ At least we’ll die with harness on our back.” 
That *s from J\ lachelh. 

Ex-K. I know it is, and in quoting that you mako the 
disgraceful suggestion that I ought to have gone to the 
real Front and died like a common soldier. A llohenzollorn 
does not die in that fashion. He knows his country needs 
him, and that thought will not slitter him to die in battle 
however much he may clesiie to. 

Ex-C. P . Ahem, ahom ! 

[The Kaiskh moves restlessly about the room , occa- 
sionally glaring at his son. 
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ENTRENCHMENT AND REFORM. 

Before long most of us will, ifc seems 
likely, rolapso into civilian life, and the 
question is being asked, “ What shall 
we do with our uniforms ? ” A few have 
already made up their minds. Some 
think they will make usoful and appro- 
priate gardening kit, while others intend 
to maintain them in repair and wear 
them on such special occasions as birth- 
days or local flower shows. My delight- 
ful friend, Major Bouncoby, proposes 
to ha vo his fitted upon a wicker frame 
modelled on his own measurements, 
which will stand permanently at atten- 
tion, wearing all the major’s accoutre- 
ments, wound stripes and chevrons, in 
a corner of the drawing-room, as a 
constant reminder to Mrs. B. and the 
irreverent young B.’s of what papa did 
in the great war. 

All this is very woll, and of course 
individuals will please themselves ; but 
tho veterans of our suburb have decided 
upon a concerted plan which we desiro 
to suggest to othor communities. 

We propose to form ourselves into a 
so-called “ Trench Club/' of which tho 
II. Q. will ho a dug-out, specially con- 
structed if a suitable cellar is not avail- 
able. It will ho designed to admit the 
weather ; and rats and other vermin will 
be encouraged as sub-tenants. Members 
will only he admitted in marching order, 
with battle-howlers, gas-hags and other 
impediments. Ordinary conversation 
will ho perm it tod witli respirators in 
tho alert position, hut for political argu- 
ments thoy will ho worn as during a gas 
attack. 

The motto of the club will describe its 
object— 44 Entrenchment and Reform.” 
All of us, while at tho "Front, have 
dreamed in our dug-outs of the comfort 
and security of homo, and have glowed 
in tho mud with high resolves regarding 
our future behaviour as domestic crea- 
tures. Realising tho peril of imaginative 
forgetfulness, wo have decided to take 
stops against tho obliterating processes 
of time. 

Attendance at tho regular meetings 
of tho Club will ho compulsory, and the 
club-room or dug-out will he always 
available for tho convenience of mem- 
bers who wish to put in overtime. This 
possibility may arise iti tho case of a 
zealous member who linds himself in- 
clined to grouse at homo about the 
mutton, or realises that he has barked 
at his wife. It will he considered a point 
of honour for him to got into his uniform 
and spend the rest of tho evening at the 
Club. Bullyheof and biscuits will he 
stored on the premises, and newspapers 
not less than seven days old will bo 
provided. 

Should a member forget himself as 


indicated and neglect to adopt tho cor- 
rect disciplinary course, ifc will be in 
order (according to the constitution) for 
his wife to remind him of his duty with 
the phrase, “Wouldn’t you like to pro- 
ceed forthwith to tho Club, dear?” tho 
use of the words “proceed” and “forth- 
with” being recommended as a valua- 
ble stimulus by \irlue of their military 
associations. 

If the proposals outlined above are 
adopted our old and honoured uniforms 
will servo a not unworthy purpose. 

CROOKED HOUSE TOLL. 

The proud years have passed ifc and 
loft ifc alone ; 

No more with red blossoms its gables 
are gay ; 

From moss-covered thatch and from 
mouldering stone 

The rose that once wrapped it has 
withered away. 

No longer the gate to a challenge is 
swung, 

Nor through it the old-fashioned 
chariots roll, 

Rut I can remember the sixpennies 
flung 

As we came at a canter through 
Crooked House Toll. 

A little old woman all wrinkled and 
brown, 

Like a russet-rod pippin left long on 
the tree, 

Would stand by the gate in her clean 
cotton gown 

And hob to our elders and smile 
upon me. 

’Tis long since the lady relinquished 
her trust, 

But still 1 can picture on memory’s 
scroll 

The quaint little figure that stooped in 
the dust 

To pick up our silver at Crooked 
House Toll. 

j \Y1 icn the moon \s very round and the 
night ’s very still 

And the cottage is guest-room to 
goblin and gnome, 
l If you stand in the highway and look 
! to the hill 

You will see the brown horses come 
covered with foam ; 

You will hear tho light tap of each hoof 
as it falls 

And the chink of the chains to the 
swing of the pole, 

And see a white figure glide out from 
the walls 

To open the gato at the Crooked 
House Toll. W. II. 0. 

“ Wanted to borrow £20 privately ; no 
lenders.” — Provincial 1 * aper . 

The old difficulty. 


LITERARY RECONSTRUCTION. 

A great deal is written nowadays 
about rebuilding and reconstruction, 
but some of the greatest and most soul- 
shaking changes are taking place with- 
out exciting notice. In The 'Times of 
Tuesday, November 26th, a vast scheme 
of reconstruction was clearly fore- 
shadowed in the heading of the first 
leading article, but so far not a word of 
comment has boon uttered. 

Let us explain. Tho article was 
headed — 

“ Kitts in the Herman Flute.” 
Most of fchoso who noted the deviation 
in tho phraso from tho familiar form 
probably put ifc down to a misprint. 
But the idea is unthinkable. Misprints 
do not occur in tho titles of Times lead- 
ing articles. The penalty is too terrible. 
Besides there is such an instrument 
as a Herman flute (ifc is mentioned in 
iUnicJe). And, most important of all, 
Tennyson is an “eminent Victorian” 
and therefore fair game. The per- 
version, we have tho best authority for 
saying, is only tho pioneer instalment 
of a wholesale and drastic revision of 
standard quotations in accordance with 
the spirit of the age. 

This sunn iso has been converted into 
something like certainty by a curious 
discovery. A few days ago, while walk- 
ing in tho neighbourhood of Printing- 
house Square, I picked up a small note- 
book. Thero was no name and address 
inside, only a number of adaptations ar- 
ranged under subject-headings as thus : 

Carmelite Jlouse.- •“ Banting Times toils after 
us in vain.” 

Cheese.—" Stilton a name to resound for ages.” 
Coalition — 

“ 1 could not love thee, Lloyd, so much, 
Loved 1 not Bonaii Law.” 

Honshu/ Problem ~ “Tragic basements.” 

House of Lords . — “ Beers, idle peers.” 
Nationalist Members. — “More Sinned against 
than Sinn-Feining. 

Ifc may he objected that this is not 
altogether a new departure. Did not 
Mr. Harry Oust, when Editor of The 
PttU Mall Gazette , prefix the heading, 
“The Coisonod Pup,” to a leading 
article? True; hut that was a transi- 
ent ebullition, not part of a considered 
scheme of reconstruction. This is a 
more momentous development, for that 
ifc will develop we have no doubt. Mean- 
while, to use tho favourite formula of 
the huiir, wo can only bid our readers 
watch the middle page of The Times . 
Greek has already reappeared in a lead- 
ing article, and after that anything is 
possible. 


How Aero fell — a hitherto unreported 
incident of the Palestine Campaign : — • 
“ Now the famous old city has fallen into 
their famous old harbour .” — Egyptian Gazette. 
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Wage-earner (to parent, who has Icon suitably attired for revelry). “You LOOK A fair treat in Lie’s furs, Ma.’ 
Ma. ‘ Yes, Lie’s furs is aee right; but it's Lie’s boots that’s goin’ to spoil my evenin’.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I changed my mind about The New Warden (Murray) 
while reading it, because the latter half of the tale seemed 
to mo very much more interesting than the early chapters. 
All the same I hardly agree with her publishers in thinking 
that Mrs. David G. Ritchie lias drawn any real picture of 
what they rightly call “one of the most moving experiences 
of to-day,” the war-change of our University towns into 
camps. That transformation, wonderful and tragic, awaits 
yet its chronicler. The Oxford of The New Warden is at 
most a vague background of no special topical significance. 
L’eaco, no less than war, hath her brainless ingenues , angling 
for well-endowed Hoads of Collogcs, mislaying compromising 
letters, oven (though I trust rarely) purloining the small 
change of the improvident. This in effect is the plot of the 
tale. Will The New Warden he trapped by the blundering 
and amateurish intrigues of silly little Gwendolen (aided by 
his own Quixotic sense of obligation), or saved by a sensible 
sister for the more suitable mate who is so obviously only 
waiting to be asked? In the contrast between tlio throe 
women who wage their warfare over the body of the poor 
Warden, Mrs. Ritchie shows herself to have a more skilful 
touch than her somewhat long-drawn exordium prepared 
me to find. But to call an Oxford foundation King’s was 
surely to create needless confusion. Why should that homo 
of so much fiction, dear old St. Mary’s, not shelter ono more 
romance? There are chapters, not the host, of The New 
Warden which would have found an appropriate setting 
within those venerable walls. 

Once upon a time, and I am afraid it was a very long 


time ago, Miss Beatrice IIarraden wrote a hook called 
Ships that Pass in the Night , and because she did I am all 
the more regretful that I cannot say only charming things 
of Where your Treasure is (Hutchinson). Practised hand 
as Miss IIarraden is she should have known bettor than to 
mix up fact and fiction in the way that she has here. She 
seems to have written two books at once — ono, a very in- 
teresting account of the work of tho Americans, the Dutch 
and the Society of Friends among tho folk of Belgium as 
they lied before tho German invasion ; the other a somewhat 
thin and plotless work of fiction, redeemed by its principal 
character. Miss IIarraden has made Tamar Scott so roal 
that when I have forgotten the people in more perfect books 
I shall still remember the curio-dealer of Doan Stroot, and 
her avarice, her love of gems, and her hardly- won generosity. 
But ono character doos not mako a good novel. The gist 
of tho matter is that the powder is excellent powder and 
tho jam is quite good jam, but each spoils my appreciation 
of the other, and if Miss IIarraden will lot mo I would 
rather take them separately next time. 


Sussex, tho darling county of tho gods of England, has 
nmny lovers to praise her woods and downs and bonny 
countryfolk, slow to friendship (and other things), but loyal 
to friendships formod, shrewd and wise and solid. Miss 
Sheila Kaye-Smith stands distinguished among these 
discreet praisers. She gives us in Little England (Nisbet), 
for remembrance of these days of war, a portfolio of por- 
traits : of honest Tom Beat up, on whose young shoulders 
was thrown the whole responsibility of the farm by that 
heavy-drinking yeoman, Mus' Beat up , and who went late 
for a soldier because of this responsibility, hut at last went 
simply and finely as a Sussex man would ; of soft-voiced 
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Thyrza of the little friendly shop, Tom's liddle darling; of land just now and then an undue preoccupation with the 
mad minister Sumption and his wild gipsy* mothered Jerry, j obvious, I salute Mr. Hamblin as a genuine comedian, with 
who met the saddest fate of all, death from the rifles of aja pleasant and sympathetic understanding for his country 
firing party ; and Tom's two sisters — Nell, the delicate and j types, and (this especially) an infectious joy in country 
dainty, who set her cap unsuccessfully at the rather feeble sights which makes his occasional passages of description 
padre, and Ivy (perhaps the best study of the sheaf), holiest, altogether charming. Do not let me mislead you into 
passionate, rough of tongue, golden of heart. There is the expecting anything groat from The Lay of the Land; but 
slender thread of a story stringing the whole together; but j as an unpretentious trifle — the publishers call it a “relaxa- 
tlio value of Miss Kaye-Smith’s book lies in tire precision of i tion ” — it strikes me as very daintily done. 


her observation and the love of Little England which inspires 
hor. Those who have the misfortune not to bo Sussex folk 
either by birth or adoption may here see something of 
what they have missed. 


Verm dies is a booklet which describes itself as “ Notes 
on the Western Front by a Chaplain.” The author being 
anonymous, and therefore modest, anything I might say 

— _ — i about Vermellcs would only make him blush and give him 

There is an atmosphere of very cheerful determination | pain. This is a pity, for, before 1 noticed this drawback, I 
in Over There (Hooper and Stoughton), and as a record j had intended to eulogise his little hook for its sanity, for the 
of things done and seen it deserves a front place in any simple directness (never without a sparkle) of its narration, 
library of War literature. Captain Knyvett, Intelligence | for its gentle lambent humour and altogether for bping, as 
Ollicer, Fifteenth Australian Infantry, was in Egypt, it seems to mo, a compendium of how a chaplain’s duty 
Gallipoli and France, and wherever he happened to lie ho | should he done and his book written. On its lighter side 
was a keen observer of essentials. ‘I am,” he writes at * i should have drawn attention, to the admirable little 


FORTY YEARS ON. 

Fol.J.Ali Sl’t D COX’CUQIJ.LUI AND TIII3 13lJLT.I\IlD I’UVLK Cu.V! 
RKO\M. TTTKIH (ILOlllorS I'KATS IN THU Git RAT PEACE. 


Tin: 


scLine of dialogue which 
explains how the following 
announcement once ap- 
peared in brigade orders: 
“ The M.G. (machine-gun) 
Sections from each Bat- 
talion will rendezvous at 
the cross-roads just below 
the second ‘O’ in Auchc] 
(Map 1 : 40000, S. 2 /kI. 9. 
7).” M\ this i. had in- 
tended to say, but as it 
would only worry the 
Chaplain 1 must refrain. J 
refrain also from making 
public his name, which is 
known to me ; but I have 
no scruples alxHifi exposing 
(confidentially) the name 
of his publishers, though 
they seem to have been 
infected by bis reticence. 
They are The Scottish Chronicle Press , Edinburgh. 

The text of Miss Nktta Syuett’s latest book, The Wife 
of a Hero (Bkkffinoton), appears to- be “ Marry in haste 
and re-arrange at leisure.” Having said this I have as 
good as given you the plot of the tale. Anna was one of 
those pleasant, wide-minded modern girls with a nice taste 



tho beginning of his book, 

“ a scout ; nature, inclina- 
tion and fate put me into 
that branch of Army ser- 
vice.”, And then, for fear 
that he may scom to glorify 
his owu speciality at the 
exponso of other branches 
of the Service, ho explains 
that he does not know 
much about any other job 
but bis own, “and less 
than 1 ought to about 
that.” Well, I ask leave 
to disagree with him, for 
it is clear that he not only 
knew his job. thoroughly, 
but also did it extremely 
welt. I gather this from 
his sturdy way of describ- 
ing the incidents in which 
the Bosch scored off him, 

and from his obvious lack of any desire to “ make a song ” 
about his own successes. Tin’s is the right stuff, and I 
wish the best of fortune both to the hook and its author. 

I ean’t help thinking it a pity that Mr. Robekt A. 

Hamblin went to the trouble of iindiug such aggressively 
facetious names as Short men l and Bellowylms for the rival 
protagonists of The Lay <\f the Land (Allen), because, j for Bakst drawings and the Latest books, also with an agree 
intentionally or not, tho effect is to create an atmosphere able suitor hovering, as yet unvocal, in tho background, 
of fare© about a little story which belongs properly to- j Unfortunately tho outbreak of war and the chance meeting 
comedy. It is slight hut, in a modest way, engagingly i with a khaki-clad Hermes with crinkly hair and teeth like 
told. The plot concerns two families, bound by ancient J an advertisement proved altogether too much for Anne. 
ties of friendship, and their respective heads, the car- j Within a fortnight she found herself married ; three weeks 
pcnfccr and the plumber; and how the latter prospers,. ' saw Iiermes in Franc© and his. bride the writhing victim of 
even to the extent of building a line house and developing i a family of in-laws, who tied up their cushions with pink 
(by a nice- gradation) into a Sanitary Engineer with a shop' satin and know less than nothing of Russian art. A tragic 
in the High Street. Tho consequent enmity between the ! situation, out of which Miss. Sybett, with hor sympathetic 
two old friends is complicated, first by the sadly unoriginal! seuse of detail* gets the most. As for the re-arrangement, 
behaviour of son Bellowylass and daughter Short meal, for 1 though foredoomed:, it is nob conventional. I was touched 
whom the woeful tragedy of Verona might as well never ■ to observe! with what care Miss Sybett (in whom, if I may 
have been written ; secondly, by an ingenious situation eon- 1 say so, something of the old Eve still survives.) bad been 
hoc ted with the Bellowylass mansion,, which (as the clou of 1 careful to« counterbalance her one agreeable, man- by erowd- 
fcfae whole matter) it would perhaps be liardly fair to reveal, j hag the*, corners of tho picture* vvith every variety of the 
t have seldom met a slenderer tale in. book form; some of unattractive male. However^ as an admirable mixture ol 
the chapters are so short that they are gone in the turning topical romance and husband-training propaganda, her 
of a page. But, despite the over-emphasis of Iris names | book is safe to achieve wide popularity. 
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“ We shall not miss much,” says a 
German jDaper, “if they [the Hohen- 
zollerns] are recalled.” We can only 
say that in the case of Hohenzollern 
fils it would bo most unwise to leave 
anything lying about. 

“Berlin,” says a Reuter’s dispatch, 
“is in the throes of a money panic.” It 
is not stated whether the trouble is 
how to find money or how to hide it. 

According to the Ministry of Food 
the public may demand that potatoes 
sold to them shall be reasonably free 
from earth. Tastes differ. The ex- 
Kaiser, whether he wanted potatoes 
or not, always wanted the f 
earth. ... ... 

' * ‘ 

The fourth volume of The 
Life of David Lloyd Georye , j 
with a Short History of 1 
the Welsh People , has just 
been published. The pre- 
cise point in Mr. Lloyd 
George’s career at which 
the history of tho Welsh j 
people can properly be said j 
to begin is still imperfectly 
established. ' 

The dispute between Peru 
and Chile is still unsettled, 
and it is understood that 
several European Powers 
have offered to supply thorn 
with an attractive line of 
war, complete with several 
of the newest features, at 
considerably below cost. 


habit of taking a bit of dinner with his 
six pints of beer. „ 

Nothing further has been heard from 
the dear old lady who wrote to the 
Admiralty to know if she might present 
the German minelayer, UC95, with a 
china bomb to keep it from brooding. 

‘ * 1 

One thing after another. No sooner 
have hostilities ceased than M. Abel 
Lekranc, of Paris, declares that Wil- 
liam Stanley, sixth Earl of Derby, 
wrote tho works usually attributed to 
Shakspeark. ... 

Some irritation has been caused at j 
Bow by the fact that a landlord applied j 
for a summons against a tenant who 



IS TlIKim am 
ELECTION AJ’I’KAL PR1NTKD ON 


PAPER ECONOMY AND THE ELECTION. 
Profiteer Candidate {to Elation Agent). "Now, 

V.lnn.-al T.h.„r|.y " „, tv . . JKCTIOX TO MM KMNDINC OPT MY 
.uttnuai j-l 111 1 1 b BACKS OF TKN BOB lilUDIU It N K ? ’ 

the Cologne Gazette, “ is 

not to blame for tho failure of tho Ger- had frequently struck him, although 
man Elect..*’ Indeed, in Germany tho j tho provocation came from the land- 
idea is gaining ground that the guilty j lord. It seems that the fellow hsul 


party is the British Navy. 

* 

Tho fact that the Admiral has been 
referred to familiarly as “ Tirps ” by 
a provincial evening paper is said 
to have led several Pan-Germans to 
suppose that British sympathies are 
veering round. 

The rumour that lie has had his 
whiskers shaved off is denied. It is 
said that nothing will persuade him to 
come out into tho open. 

The workman who recently told tho 
Thames Street Police Magistrate that 
he took six pints of beer with his 
dinner seems to have inadvertently 
caused a misapprehension. It now 
appears that he lias merely been in the 


asked for his rent. 

The restrictions respecting short-dis- 
tance pigeon-flying have been removed. 
Pigcon-pieing over any distance is still 
confined to coupon-holders. 

“ Sweeping reforms,” says Mr. Ward 
Price, “are being discussed in Con- 
stantinople.” A similar report says 
that disinfection is rife in Mosul. 

❖ * 

* 

As it is not possible at present to 
connect the telephone fire -alarm to 
the house of the Chief Officer of the 
Uxbridge Eire Brigade the alarm is to 
be given by a hooter. This is much 

better than sending him a postcard. 

* 

It is not yet decided whether the 


Maid a Vale woman who slapped tho 
face of a taxi-driver is to ho recom- 
mended for tho Carnegie Medal for 
Gallantry. ... 

Mr. Havelock Wilson has had his 
motor-car stolon from outside his office. 
The report that it was last soon chasing 
Mr. Ramsay Macdonald along Victoria 
Street is still unconfirmed. 

“ Russia Wants Peace,” says a Daily 
News headline. JIow these papers 
manage to ferret out such things is 
really marvellous. 

“ A pound of coal,” says Professor 
SrooNER, “contains sufficient energy, 
if used properly, to lift three hundred 
and fifty people to the top 
of the Nelson Monument.” 
Persons dosirous of making 
the ascent should hear this 
in mind. 

According to a Polish 
paper Herr Ebert declares 
that those responsible for 
the War will bo executed at 
a certain spot in Berlin. 
Notices will shortly be ex- 
hibited at this place hear- 
ing the words, “ Rubbish 
may bo Shot Here.” 

Tho story told in a Lon- 
don club last week by w 
chronic angler that he had 
the previous day caught si 
taxi-cab should bo treated 
with reserve. 

The decision of tho Ed- 
itor of The English. Review 
to contest Carnarvon Bor- 
--- — oughs with tho Prime 
Minister lias revived tho old contro- 
versy, “ Who really won the War? ” 

Crushing. 

From a local concert-notice : — 

“ Miss met with a flattening reception.” 

•‘Wanted, it Eaby to Nurse. Must be re- 
spectable.” — Uurnley Express. 

| One, for instance, that avoids late hours 
! and is not addicted to tho bottle. 

"Now that D.O.R.A. lias relaxed her gog 
one may say many things that it was difficult 
to keep from saying during tho dark days of 
the war.” — Cork Constitution. 

Still, for our part, we shall continue to 
draw tho line at “gog.” 

“ London and Channel. — Mist locally ; milk . 
then rather cooler .” — Pall Mall Gazette. 

If the Metoreological Off co is going in 
for dairy business we hope it will give 
us a little less water. 


von. clv. 
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TRUTHFUL WILLIE AGAIN. 

Being a brief precis of selections from the Crown Prince's 
interview with the American Associated Press . 

I ’ve done it many timos before 
And once again I ’m glad to indicato 
My attitude about the War 

And prove myself to your good Syndicate 
As blameless as a new-laid lamb — 

Perhaps you might not think it, but I am. 

True, I have led a soldier’s life. 

But when, without consulting Willie, 

They fixed the Day for starting strife, 

I frankly told ’em, “This is silly; 

It comes too lato or clso too soon ; 

Believo mo, it is most inopportune.” 

But who was I ? I must obey 
The clarion call of common duty; 

So to the forefront, there to stay 

With never a sight of Home or Beauty, 

Save that I took, like other men, 

Leave for a little fortnight now and then. 

Bight in the line, for years and years 
1 shared with full participation 
My cannon-fodder’s hopes and fears, 

Thoir daily tasks, their indignation 
When Ludhndokff, that futile ass, 

Told us to make a frontal move in mass. 

Then came the Change; I lumped my pride 
And put the question “What about me?” 

And, when the High Command replied 
That they could do as well without mo, 

Though sorely tempted to revile ’em 
I tacitly withdrew to this asylum. 

Mind you, I’ve not renounced a thing, 

Like poor Papa, who ’s abdicated ; 

Yet would I toil, an uncrowned King, 

To humble labour consecrated ; 

Yes, in somo aniline factory 1 

For love of Fatherland would gladly dye. 0. S. 

A WAR-CHILD IN PEACE-TIME. 

Peace leaves Anno puzzled. To her it is an untried 
condition of life. As far as her memory goes back there 
has always been a war. 

“What is peace?” she wants to know, and I haltingly 
try to explain ; hut 1 know she finds it unconvincing. 

With war it was different. Sho has seen the soldiers 
and the endless processions of guns, with the baggage and 
ammunition wagons following them; she lias watched 
aeroplanes buzzing overhead and listened to the sharp rat- 
tat-tat of machine-guns practising down in the valley 
below; she has watched the signallers flag-wagging, and 
has often been hurried away to a placo of safety during 
an air-raid; hut now there seems to be nothing she can 
get hold of, nothing to make it a real and tangible thing 
now that the flags are being taken down and the cheering 
has died away. 

“Is peace over now?” she asked me. “Mr. Brown 
has taken down his flag.” 

I explain that Mr. Brown has only takon down his flag 
because it can’t stay up always, and that assuredly peuco 
is not over. 

“Will it be poace-timo a long timo? Till Christmas? 
and my birthday ? ” 


Even fireworks are not a symbol of rejoicing to her; 
there havo never been any within her recollection and so 
she is not used to them ; in fact they frighten her, only she 
is too plucky to admit it. 

“They are rather bangy, aren’t they?” she said, and I 
felt her little warm fingers tighten on my band when the 
first rockets began to go up. 

“ Bub look at the stars ; what splendid colours ! ” I said. 

“ Yes;” but there was no enthusiasm in her voice. 

“It’s very like an air-raid, isn’t it?” she said doubtfully. 
The rockets soared and whizzed, broke into wonderful 
colours, tli on disappeared. 

“ I think,” said Anne suddenly after a .minute — and 
there was a little note of determination in her voice that 
[ know very woll — “ that me and Teddy will go homo now. 
You see, if Dolly Dumps wakes up and hoars the bangs 
she may bo nervis.” So she and Teddy were taken home. 

“I’ve f rowed away Dolly Dumps’ ration-hook,” she an- 
nounced the other day. Immediately the rationing order 
came in her entire family (including the Noah’s Ark animals) 
were supplied with minute ration-hooks. Anno is seldom 
behind in anything that is going. 

But what will she do about food now?” I asked. 
“ She can’t get things without coupons.” 

‘ Wasn’t rationing cos of the War? ” demanded Anno. 

1 Well, yes ; hut then, you see ” 

‘ It ’s peace now, so of course we shan't want them any 
longer.” I weakly left it at that. 

“ You won’t never have to take cover any more,” T heard 
her telling her Noah’s Ark animals, as she was giving them 
their morning tub, fclic day alter the armistice was signed, 
“cos it’s peace-time now. Our soldiers have killed the 
Hermans. You ought to cheer, you know ; people may 
fink you are pro-German if you don’t.” 

“Don’t wake Teddy ; I ’ve just got him off” — Anne hold 
up a small warning linger as I came into the nursery — 
“ ho ’s boon crying dreadful.” 

“Hurt himself?” 1 asked. 

Anne went on rocking a rihhonod-and-laced cradle, par- 
ticularly feminine-looking, which sheltered Teddy’s bulky 
brown fur body. 

“No, it’s about peace,” she said. “You seel always 
j/romised Teddy when lie was a big grown-up man he 
should be a soldier like you and go and fight the Gormans, 
and now ho won’t he able to, cos there isn’t a war. Ho 
cried dreadful,” she added. 

“Poor Tod! Bad luck,” 1 said; “hut a hoy ought not to 
cry, you know.” 

“No,” Anno agreed, “I know ho oughtn’t to. I told 
him I was dispointed too, cos I was going to nurse 
the poor wounded Tommies when I was a grown-up 
lady, and now there won’t he any. But Teddy is only a 
very little hoy, that was why ho cried ; he ’s very bravo, 
really.” 

“The poor dolls needn’t he shut up in the dark like 
that any longer,” I reminded her; “you’ve still got tho 
dark blinds up in the dolls’-houso; tho lighting restrictions 
are off now, you know.” 

“Yes, I know the ’stnetions are off,” said Anne thought- 
fully, “but those blinds was such a bobber for Nurse to 
fix, so I link I shall leave them up till it ’a war-time 
again.” 

“ Heaven forbid ! ” I said fervently. Anne looked 
surprised. - 

“Tho climate [of Mesopotamia] holds no terror* for thorn, it 
is bettor than that of India. A minimum temperature of about 
400 F. and a maximum of about 1080 F. means a climato more 
resombling that of Egypt . . .” — Balkan herald . 

Or of an even warmer region. 








THE LIMIT. 

Uncle. “Now listen, Horace. I’ve been addressed as ‘old boy,’ ‘old thing,’ ‘old bean’ and other irreverent expressions 

WITHOUT COMPLAINING J BUT I DO OBJECT TO BEING CALLED ‘ OLD KUO .* ” 


THE ROAD TO THE RHINE. 

Thomas Atkins, after four long years 
of indescribable unpleasantness, has 
come into bis own at last. You can 
imagine bis feelings as be fell into the 
ranks for the first day of tho general 
march, no longer with the thoughts of 
death and distinction awaiting him up 
the line, but as a conqueror. You can 
imagine the glow in bis heart and the 
fire in bis eyes as tho ordor came and 
be turned bis face for the great tri- 
umphal march into Germany. i3ut all 
I beard him say as lie humped the pack 
on to his shoulders was, ‘ Gormany, 
eli? How many ruddy kilos is that?” 

Personally I had been looking for- 
ward to tho inarch. It possesses a 
great historic intorost for me, and as a 
Company Commander I have a horse. 
It is not much of a horse and it is 
astigmatic, but it’s a horse and has 
some kind of motive-power within it 
which seems to propel it satisfactorily 
if one keeps it awake. Stumbling Willie 
is one of tho old Contemptibles. Ex- 
actly how ho got into that noblo band 
I don’t know, but it seems reasonable 
to suppose tliat it must have been 
through influence. Also 1 may tell 
you that if the old boy sees a lump in 
the road he will, if not guided carefully, 


look at it, say resignedly, “ I 'in going 
to fall over that,” and over be goes, 
lie will then look you foolishly in the 
face and say, “ I don’t quite know how 
you got there, Sir, but you left my 
back some moments ago.” For the 
rest he has been shot at, shelled, bombed 
and bayonetted, yet here lie is taking 
part in tho great march — a very im- 
portant part too, as you shall bear. 

I loft my battle-bowler in the com- 
pany billet a mile or so away from the 
battalion parade-ground. It was a bad 
beginning to a two-bundred-mile march. 
True, the thing was merely a tin hat, 
and these trillcs may bo acquired 
surreptitiously, but it was my very 
own original tin hat, served out to me 
when tin hats first came into fashion 
and people thought it looked “ windy ' 
to wear them. With eight minutes in 
band before the move off and a hard 
slippery ice-covered road to cover, 1 
put spur to Stumbling Willie and bolted 
off. Of course you can’t really bolt 
with Stumbling Willie, but you can am- 
ble rather faster than usual. Festooned 
with tho usual articles of equipment, I 
must have looked like a curiosity-shop 
to the amazed inhabitants as wo flop- 
perty-kicked along the road; and, mind 
you, Stumbling Willie himself has a 
good many loose packages, such as 


forage bags, spare haversacks, etc., to 
run riot under the influence of an extra- 
ordinarily uneven action. 

13ut we got on ; the noise may have 
been deafening, but we moved some. 
And every time he fell I was ready, aye 
ready. We clashed and clanked over 
the midden into the billot well on time, 
and the inhabitants rushed from the 
cellars, thinking the Uhlans had re- 
turned. Madam, bless her heart, 
recovered when she heard my 41 iJonnez- 
moi mon chapeau, trds vite, s'il toils 
plait ” and the rot urn journey began 
under the happiest of auspices ; we 
did not fall over the missing flagstone 
as had been our wont for several days. 

What possessed me then I do not 
know, unless it was somo of that devil- 
may-care spirit left over since the War 
ceased, which 1 thought had hotter be 
used up harmlessly. Anyhow, I turned 
Stumbling Willie off the road (since the 
way led down an ice-covered country 
lane) and tried a spirited canter through 
country which, if you had a map of 
the district, you would know is what 
is called “ close country ” — orchards, 
hedges and other obstacles. 

Any ordinary horse would follow 
a nice grassy track along the side of 
the hedge and love it ; but Willie isn’t 
used to it. His idea of life is a gentle- 
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The only Safety razor costing 
less than One Guinea that can 
be Stropped without removing 
the blade. 

The “ 7 o’clock ” gives a beautifully smooth shave 
because you always have a perfect edge on the 
blade. The stropping is done in the simple old- 
fashioned way. As a result you obtain each time 
an edge of which any barber might be proud. 

The lower illustration in margin shows the razor in position 
for shaving. With a single touch of the finger it springs 
open into position for stropping or cleaning, as shown in the 
upper illustration. It is so simple that nothing can go 
wrong. In quality, finish, accuracy of adjustment and sharp- 
ness of blades, this razor will please the most fastidious. 
Indeed, many men, to whom money is no object, use it in 
preference to the most expensive razor that money can buy. 
Convince yourselves of its value by asking to see one 
before you decide to purchase. 



Complete razor set, handsomely boxed, with strop 
hinged partition, and 6 finest lancet steel blades 


" 10/6 


Of all high-class dealers throughout the world. 

The Proprietors of the "7 o’clock’* Safety Razor. 
61, New Oxford Street, London, W.C. 1, 
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Why not 

a 

Camelhair 

Coat 

for 

Christmas ? 


(Rrgd. Tnde Mark). 

KHAKI SHIRTS. 

The War has proved the absolute superiority of “Viwlla" Klwiki 
Shirts. "Viysllti” is soft, warm, and non-irritant, ruccdingly 
durable, and will not shrink. Moieover, owing to the fuel that 
it both absorbs and radiates away the moisture of the body, 
the wearing of "Vjyella" is of real importance to the health. 
Obta liable in Standard and Heavy Weights and in Regulation Shades 

OF HIGH-CLASS OUTFITTERS. 

11/ arc nimble to obtain, write in the Manufacturers far name of suitable lietaiU 
. Hollins & Co., I.lil. {Trade only), h‘4, Viyclla House, Nru-tjulr St.. London, !•' 


Jaeger 

Pure Undyed Camelhair 


LONDON DEPOTS: 

126 Regent Street, W. 1 
4 56 Strand, W.C. 2 
30 Sloane Street, S.W. 1 
102 Kensington High St , W. 8 
115 Victoria Street, S.W. 1 
85-86 Cheapside, 1£.C. 2 

Jaeger Agents in every Town and 
throughout the Uritish Empiiv. 


m/d 




In Lure Undyctl Camelhair 

7 guineas. 
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MADE IN ALL DEGREES 
FOR ALL PURPOSES. 

A Pencil of Uniform Excellence. 


KAN DAHAR" Pencils 
i/M smooth, durable, and a pleasure 
M to use. One " Kandahar ” P 
W will outlast a dozen ordinary pencils 

“KANDAHAR” PENCIL8 

are British Made by 


GEORGE ROWNEY & CO. 


hMAHLlsm:!) i;8g. 


4d. each 3/6 per do/.. From all Stationers. 

The SUPER Pipe Tobacco 






Smoking JSlixture 

Soft and Smooth 
to the Folate 
Fine Natural Flavour 

l^ll for 2 02 , 


R &J.H1LL LTD. 

The Spinet House. LONDON 
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Out of each Tablet 

comes forth the beautiful fragrance of the English 
Lavender Blossom. 

A soap made of extra tine materials, it refines the skin 
and keeps the complexion youthful, while the abund- 
ance of its beautiful perfume makes its use a delight. 

V&rdleys 

T 016 (Encjli^G 

Lavender Soap 

Box of 3 Large Tablets 3 /- 

Of all Chemists and Stores, and from # 

II YARDLEY & CO. Ltd. 8 New Bond Street, London, W.l 

Perfumers and Fine Soap Makers since 1770 
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manly pace along good hard roads — [the way, evidently; we’d better try 
none of your fancy cross - country j another,” and off we went without fuss 
tricks — and wise people let him have j or flurry. I will say tin’s for the old 
his way. Bending low in the saddle 1 1 hoy, if he does make a mistake he is 
maintained my seat and defied the i the first to acknowledge it. 
branches to scrape me off. Willie, I; “Cold morning,” said the 0.0. as 1 
discovered, had an awkward habit of sueaked into my place; hut I can’t sav 
cantering at an angle of thirty degrees ! I felt the cold at the time, 
from true north. Any horse with five | Then the march to Oermany began, 
chevrons and a watorod ribbon ought j Our glorious objective had clearly not 
to know that temporary Company j been appreciated by Willie, for, after 
Commanders like to ride duo north ;! going some ton miles and only falling 
they don’t expect much of a battalion j over now and then, ho began to get 
charger, but they do expect that. I [restive. Hold him in as much as l 
began to bo annoyed with him. My could, ho would keep sneaking up to the 
respirator became hopelessly twisted rear of the company in front, pushing 
round my neck. Of course, if you wish his nose into the ttecond-in-Conniiaud’s 
to do so, you may attempt to guide a j neck and sneezing there. I could see 
half-blind horse across an orchard with at once that the fellow didn’t like it, 
a tin hat and a few reins in one hand, j and as he wasn’t in my company 1 
while disentangling a respirator with couldn’t toll him to stick it out and that 
the other. I say you have my per- the inarch would soon he over now. Ho 
mission to try, but I warn you that it I pulled very hard indeed, and the ro- 
wants practice. " suit was surprising. Willie sat down. 

The reins slipped for a second. Do you roalise what happens to a 
Utterly at a loss, Willie charged three-mile column on the march when 
straight into the hedge, pressing it j anything sits down suddenly ? The 
outwards gently and firmly with his ( whole Brigade behind closed up with a 
chest. Then he halted in the hedgo j hideous concertina-like movement. It 
and took stock of our position. I was dreadful. 1 had to get off, for I 
maintained my dignity with an effort, make it a rule never to sit on a sitting 
“Hullo," said Willie, “this is not horse; I’m sure there is some Army 


Order about it. Willie refused to move. 
Prompt measures were taken, but no- 
thing could move him. The G.O. was 
so angry that ho called upon his sub 
a Items to draw their revolvers, not 
knowing that midday rations are usually 
carried in the holsters instead. 

Finally the dread order came. The 
leading four of my company solemnly 
fixed bayonets. Willie lookod round. 
It was enough. The sight of cold steel 
—lie has seen that kind of thing Ixjforc 
— was sullicient. ’Hie rebellion was 
over and the triumphal march pro- 
ceeded. L. 


Our Latinists. 

“ I strongly object to such people ;ls these j 
being branded with the word ‘pauper.’ Ori- | 
ginally, 1 beliew, the word comes from two ; 
Latin words, Pan pors, ‘ poor jhtsoii.’ ” j 

Letter in a f,oeil /‘a/ter. j 


To makers of cracker-mottoes : — 

Cl IRIS'] MAS (’ll EKTl. 

IVou Contkoli . i-.Tt’s Concession.” 

Chester Con null. 

When the Bosches set lire to Louvain i 
It caused the All-Mightiest pain; 
They say that the heart * 
Was the sensitive part, 

And I fear it is bleeding again. 
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THE WATCH DOGS. 

mvm, 

My pear Charles, — Now wo have 
arrived within sight of peace, the ques- 
tion inevitably arises, What about it? 
Old Pinchard sees no more dilliculty 
about coming to poaco than there was 
in going to war ; he says that every 
'Department will merely change its title 
from something bellicose to something 
pacific, and we shall all go on quietly 
as before. With a slight extension of 
premises, a rather more liberal allow- 
ance of paper and a small increase of 
salaries and promotion ail round, we 
shall have no need to fear the horrors 
of peace. 

Young Hartley, of the Diplomatic 
world, takes the gloomy viow and sees 
the clouds of the Next War already 
gathering on the horizon. He talks 
darkly of the Par East, but mostly 
because the Near West hasn’t played 
up to his earlier prognostications. For 
four long years ho kept on foreseeing 
the end of the War within the noxt 
three months ; for a change ho took 
the lino, last October, that peace was 
much further off than ordinary people 
wore apt to suppose . . . 

Sarton, also of the Legation, takes a 
viow oven gloomier. He doesn’t believe 
thoro is another war in the oiling; 
what ho is afraid of is that the War 
Office and the Foreign Ollice may now 
fraternise . , , 

That most military of all militant 
militarists. Major Bowdler, of the Com- 
mon Law Bar, already tends to revol t 
to typo. Unless 1 mistake, ho feels 
the draught on his hakl patch and 
longs for the gonial warmth of his wig. 
He becomes daily more argumentative; 
tends to preface his learned observa- 
tions with the expression, “ 1 am of 
opinion ” ; oven looks at us over the 
top of his spoctaclos and invites us to 
be very careful bofore we answer his 
questions. Ilo seems to have lost his 
animus against the House of Hohcn- 
zollern; says that a man is presumed 
innocent until be is found guilty ; even 
let drop the remark, tho other night, 
that the accused is entitled to the 
benefit of a doubt, provided that tho 
doubt is a reasonable one. By this lie 
gives us to understand that be means 
such a doubt as could bo reasonably 
doubted by twelve reasonably doubtful 
men. Ho insists that every man is 
entitled to a fair trial, oven Wilhelm. 
Clearly be has bis eye on the Brief for 
tho Defence. 

Old Pinchard, who was always agin 
the Government and everything else, 
e£|)ecially the lawyers, protends to have 
seen tho official demobilisation scheme. 
Demobilisation is to bo by trades, 


priority being given according to use- 
fulness to the community. The last of 
all is Landscape Gardeners ; last but 
ono, Barristers. And Sarton foresees 
that our methods will bo confused to 
the very end ; tho Landscape Gardeners 
and the Barristers will bo marched off 
together and no ono will bo able to tell 
which is which. This will lead to grave 
dissatisfaction, possibly a general strike, 
the Landscape Gardeners being enraged 
at being mistaken for Barristers. The 
subject tends to become wearisome 
when Bowdler takes it up ; not because 
bo labours the dofenco of bis own pro- 
fession, but because ho maintains an 
argument against himself as to whether 
or no tho work of constructing trenches 
is a form of landscape gardening. 

The faithful soldier who acts as my 
clerk out here tends to relax military 
discipline in the excitement of tho mo- 
ment and to forgot the difference of 
rank dividing us. Trading on the fact 
that lie is old enough to bo nfy father 
and rich enough to bo my uncle, he so 
far forgot himself as to invito mo to 
dinner with him to celebrate things. 
Yes, if you will have it, I so far forgot 
myself as to go. Ilo expanded into 
views which can only bo called Social- 
ist, if not Bolshevist ; bo ventured tho 
hope that, when ho re-established bis 
business in tho City, bis oflico-boy (a 
temporary captain) would bo kind to 
himself (a most permanent private). 

In the matter of tho sexes he is 
markedly less advanced. No man looks 
forward to the resumption of his family 
life with a keener appreciation. But 
his ollice, be tells mo, will never be 
brightened by the merry clatter of tea- 
cups and girlish laughter from four r.M. 
to six. He assorts that, when on leave 
recently in England, ho travelled in the 
train with an official of some Ministry 
or other who was reading some general 
instructions on that same subject 
of demobilisation of war-labour. He 
caught sight of ono lino of it -the head- 
ing of a paragraph. This, however, 
was enough to be going on with. It 
read: “ Women, how to dispose of.” 

And of course tho groat question 
always remains : when will the War be 
really concluded, finished, ovor, done 
with and closed down ? Bowdler thinks 
this will he somewhere about the year 
of grace 1925 — the year which lie ex- 
pects to spend in correspondence with 
the Ordnance and Auditors’ Depart- 
ment on the subject of a certain pair 
of gum-boots which were entrusted to 
him in the early months of 1915 and 
still, as it happens, remain in his pos- 
session and use. We, who at heart 
have a groat belief in Bowdler, suggest 
that it will be an undignified sight to 
soo ono of tho Judges of the High Court 


ondeavouring to explain, in writing, 
how he came to purloin the property 
of His Majesty’s Government. 

Yours ever, Henry. 

THE MOULT. 

Further letter from Major , now General , 
Sir Fawcett Gear , O.B.F., Ji.A.F. 
(late Deputy Director of Mechanical 
Transport Brahe- linings at the Air 
Ministry ), to Messrs. Proffitt, Proffitt 
and Proffitt , Aeronautical Tailors, 
Savile Bow, TF. : — 

Dear Sirs, — I was astonished on 
receiving your hill for the kit you sup- 
plied to mo in September to note tho 
exorbitant charge you make for tho 
garments in question. As you know, 
through recent events iny presage has 
proved inaccurate and i am on the 
point of retiring from tho Army — T 
mean tho Air Force. Tho kit is thoro- 
| foro of no use to me. 

This reminds mo that T require a 
complete outfit of mufti, so perhaps 
you would ho good enough to send a 
representative down to mo at your 
oarlicst convenience and give him in- 
structions regarding tho other matter. 

Please note that I have moved from 
Golders Green. My address is now : 
Per Ardua Lodge, Overseas Novor. 
Yours faithfully, Fawcett Gear. 

P.S.- “Could you send me another 
pair of those ponyskin flying-gauntlets ? 
Failing these, leopard-skin would do. 
I find them essential when driving in 
this cold weather. 

Letter from the same to Messrs. Marsh 
ami Mallow , De 1 'ere Street , IF. .* — 
Dear Sirs, — Tho accompanying 
fancy-dress garments T wish to have 
transformed to fit my wife. Lady Gear 
will ho calling in a few days’ timo, when 
you will doubtless he in a position to 
advise hoi: as to the best action to take 
in the matter. 

Yours faithfully, Fawcett Gear. 

Journalistic Candour. 

“The jokes in * Tit-Bits ’ are famous all tho 
world over— and have been for over 37 years.” 

Tit- Hits. 

“ The party left on tho liner Georgo Wash- 
ington on Wednesday morning, the vessel 
Hying the President’s flat at the main.” 

. Provincial Paper. 

Having heard of the lack of housing 
accommodation on this side the Pre- 
sident was taking no chances. 

“ ‘ We shall bo ablo to travel by aerial taxi- 
cab.’ said Mr. . ‘ We shall be ablo to 

start out for Home to feed tho pigeons of St. 
Mark’s, if we feel in need of a change.’ ” 

Newcastle Chronicle. 

As the pigeons of St. Mark’s seem to 
ha vo done. 




SOMETHING ATTEMPTED, SOMETHING DONE. 
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Profiteer ( initiating wife into the mysteries of high life ). “Now, my peak, you Can say you ’vk ’al» the rest dinner in London and 

THE REST WINKS. Is THE UK ANYTHING ELSE YOU FANCY?" 

Wife , "Well, George, do you think you could persuade the young man to change this cigarette for a nick strong 
cup o’ TEA?” 


A BALLAD OF TIIE “BALTIC” 

Tis fclio voice of the Gen uin, I hoard him explain : 

“ Take mo hack, brother Bull, to your boson! again. 
Now that peace is in sight lot us kiss and bo friends, 
Since on mutual amity commerce doponds. 

If my business credentials you carefully scan, 

You ’ll find that 1 ’vo truly become a New Man, 

With one 1 n * at the end, where there used to be two, 
And a ‘ w * standing in place of tho ‘ u.’ ” 

Yot tho very same Huns who our custom implore 
Until yesterday gloried in submarine war, 

And expect tho long-suffering Briton to trade 
With tho savage assassins of wife, child and maid. 

Tho moral of this little story, though clear, 

Should ho dinnod into England's oblivious ear ; 
Though lie drops double n’s and omits double dots, 
No leopard of Germany changes his spots. 

“ Mrs. Tnmnoro killed Elizabeth affectionately, then the baby.” 

From a feuilleton in a Newfoundland Paper, 

We must get the rest of this story. 


TN COMMEMORATION OF ARMISTICE DAY. 

Mr. Punch has already pleaded for the little children 
who have suffered from air-raid shock and are being cared 
for at St. Nicholas’ Home, Chailoy, and lie takes no shame 
to plead again. For, though tho Hun was. scared from our 
English skios a long time ago and is not likely to return, 
somo of tlieso children still neod to be gently nursed and 
made strong in tho kind Sussox air. At Chailoy too thero 
are tho Heritage Craft Schools, whore crippled children 
of our lighting men are tended and trained to earn as good 
a livelihood as their straight-limbed brothers and sisters. 
Hero also in this friendly colony is a Military Surgical 
Hospital (sponsored by tho Princess Louise), where 
wounded men are treated and, during convalescence, taught 
a trade. And tho patron saint of tho Guild which under- 
takes all tlieso labours of love is St. Martin, soldier and 
pattern of chivalry. It is to commemorate bis feast-day, 
the eleventh of November, the day when an ond w T as made 
of tho Great War, that a St. Martin’s “ Armistice Fund ” is 
being raised to secure tho continuance, free from anxiety, 
of the good work of tho Chailoy Guild. Mr. Punch begs 
his kind friends of their charity to send gifts in aid to the 
Founder and lion. Secretary of tho Guild, Mrs. C. W. 
Kimmins, Heritage Craft Schools, Chailoy, Sussex. 


•Motto fob tuh Bolshevist: “ Item carmine signo" A Reminiscence of Daylight-Saving. 

(VlHCllL). Translated by Jones, Minor! “ I mark the event "The place and time will be The Academy, Dungannon, at 11 o’clock 
with red.” noon ." — Trish Paper . 
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J'nsxatycr (i/i I’ullnuui car). “llo w do you manage to remember aj,l your orders, Waiter?” 
Waiter. “ Fui.i.masism, Sin— just Pullmanism." 


FIRST IN BERLIN. 

|J5y pigeon post from our Special Corre- 
spondent, Into Foreign Representative of 
The S<(uecdn)ih riUc ( Mo.) Tnrestigator.] 

Dawn was breaking as I reached the 
little border village of Spoofdorf. Not 
knowing wluit tho political views of 
the frontier guard might ho I had taken 
tho precaution of donning a costume 
which with some slight alteration 
would enable me to pass, as occasion 
might demand, either as a Felrfwchel 
in tho Bavarian Uerrenuntcruchr or a 
Swedish carraway-secd broker. Noth- 
ing untoward, however, occurred. Tho 
sentry demanded my passport, but 
seemed quite satisfied when i pressed 
into his palm a leaden half-crown (which 


much relieved when 1 assured him that 
he could rely on a warm reception. 

Well pleased with this little jjea 
(V esprit with which 1 had tricked 
the simpleton, l pushed on to the rail- 
way station. What memories surged 
; through my mind as 1 strode once again 
tho familiar platform ! Here it was 
that, on that fatal Friday in August, 
1914, I entered Imperial Germany dis- 
I guised as a Spanish trainer of perform - 
| ing oysters, with tho idea of being 
| present three days later (disguised as 
:a hat rack) at the epoch-making con- 
j ferenco between the directors of the 
;“D” banks and tho Great General 
Stall. Had not an ill-natured cab- 
driver, to whom — quite unintentionally 
— I had given a brass hat-cheek instead 


formed plan of hoarding tho locomotive 
| at the last minute, braining the engine- 
i driver and conducting tho train in the 
! direction I wished to go. As it was 1 
found a seat in a comparatively empty 
first-class carriage and composed my- 
self for a tedious journey. 

The journey however was destined 
to be marred by a painful incident. 
There wore in the carriage besides my- 
self twenty-three Gorman soldiers and 
an officer, the latter a truculent square- 
head of obviously Prussian antecedents. 
I could seo this fellow suspected me, 
but I was quite taken aback when lie 
suddenly spat out the words “ English 
pig ! ” at the same time treating me to 
a most ferocious scowl. What happened 
next, however, was still more astonish- 


I had been carrying with me for luck) 
and an honorary ticket for the London 
Zoological Gardens. The fellow in 
fact grew quito communicative and 
confided to me that before the war he 
had played first bassoon in the Im- 
perial Orchestcr at Potsdam. He asked 
mo if I thought thore would be any 
demand for German street music in 
England after the War, and seemed 


of a five-mark piece, denounced me to 
the Politzti, who knows what sub- 
terrannean ramifications of Mittol- 
Europa’s bus-diplomatique I might not 
have dragged to light ? 

I had waited only half-an-hour at 
Spoofdorf station when a train came in. 
By what I can only regard as a piece 
of good fortune it was bound for Ber- 
lin, and I was able to forgo my hastily 


ing. “ Shall the Prussian upstart the 
English milord with sandwiches in his 
knapsack so grievously insult ? ” roared 
a stalwart private in the corner seat, 
and immediately there was a chorus of 
growls, a crash of glass and the Prussian 
officer passed out through the window 
into the Ewiglceit. 

Attention was now centred on mo, 
and when I explained to the company 
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that my knapsack contained, not sand- 
wiches, alas ! bub a wireless telephone 
apparatus and a couple of collapsible 
passenger pigeons there wore more 
growls and significant glances towards 
the window. Idealising that the situa- 
tion required tactful handling I imme- 
diately began a series of lifelike imita- 
tions (an accomplishment which has 
got mo out of many a tight corner) of 
eggs and bacon frying, which quickly 
distracted their attention from the 
sandwich question.* Later, when it 
showed signs of reviving, 1 entertained 
them by translating into Gorman 
selected editorials from The Manchester 
Guardian . I am sure it w*as the first 
time they had laughed since they came 
out of the trenches. 

Berlin at last ! Berlin, where in pre- 
war days I had spent many a happy 
hour sipping my Schmcrkdse and eating 
Bilderbogrn in the Siegos Alice or listen 
ing to the Wiesbaden Hussars play- 
ing “Tannonburg, my Tarmenburg ! ” 
in IJ liter den Linden ; Berlin, where in 
those dark and fateful days of Novem- 
ber, 1917, I arrived disguised as a— — 
But no — that story is too big to bo 
told yet. Rome day, when the Censor 
is abolished, perhaps. 

Outwardly at least the old capital of 
Kaisordom is but little changed. A 
cab drove mo from the station to the 
hotel, and except for the conventional 
“ Nielil esshar ! ” (not edible) painted in 
large white letters on the somewhat, 
emaciated horse and the absence of 
springs (commandeered by the military 
authorities) it differed in no wise from 
the cab of pre-war days. Tho fare how- 
ever — 1,200 marks (about l.v. 7 M. in 
English money)— has increased 
sidorably. As one drove thron if tho 
principal thoroughfares everything 
seemed much as of yore. Now 7 and 
then a podostrian would stop for a mo- 
ment to kick an officer, but otherwise 
things were normal enough. 

Beforo we reached the hotel, how- 
ever, an incident occurred which sharply 
illustrates tho Teutonic mentality. | 
Half-way down the Wilholmstrasse 
our steed began to show signs of dis- 
tress and ultimately came to a stop. 
Instead of flogging it unmercifully, as 
I had expected, tho driver descended 
from the box and with the utmost 
gentleness led tho breathless beast to a 
lamp-post, against which it leaned with 
a pathetic expression of gratitude on 
its intelligent countenance. Mean- 
while the driver had disappeared into 
a neighbouring Bmsserei , from which 
ho presently emerged with a foaming 
flagon of Hof bran, which he proceeded 
to pour down the throat of the ex- 
charger. Then mounting to the box 
ho whipped up with a gruff “ Vor- 
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“Don’t you think we ouijht to hang the Kaiser, Mrs. 'Ahum?" 

“It ain’t the Kaiser I’m worrying about— it’s the bloke wot interjuiced this 

WAR-BACON.” 


u'drfs!" as though half-ashamed of 
being caught performing a kindly act. 

For the moment 1 was deeply 
touched ; but this feeling was rapidly 
followed by one of intense suspicion. 
Was it, after all, 1 asked myself, 
pretty comedy enacted for my benefit, 
under the misapprehension that my 
disguise was that of an American 
journalist? instantly I decided to put 
the matter to the test. Arrived at tho 
hotel 1 paid the driver, but, instead of 
following my baggage into the hotel, I 
darted behind a palm tree and, clap- 
ping on a pair of false whiskers and a 
clerical hat, slopped forth again dis- 
guised a respectable Lutheran 

divine. T tell you it is the Herr 
Hoover himself,” tho cabtnai^was ox- 
plaining excitedly to the liall-porter ; 
“ His Excellency tho Police Commis- 
sioner told mo so.” 

I did not wait to hear any more, 
but followed tho head - waiter up to 
my suite. It was Number 23. What 
a thrill it gave mo to enter once 
again tho very room where, on that 
eventful morning of September, 1917, 
I sat, disguised as the Hcdjaz of 
Morocco, listening to — but that story 
too must wait. The light is failing 
and my faithful first-class passenger - 


j pigeon is eager to bo off. To-morrow 
1 shall go among the people of Berlin 
disguised as a Tyrolean vendor of hot 
yodels and hear what they think of 
their new Government. 

| Editor's Noth. — Since tho above 
was set up in typo the pigeon which 
i brought the message has been identi- 
I lied as tho property of a Hackney 
j plumber, whoso columbarium was un- 
| law fully entered early on the morning 
j of the 22nd lilt. Pending investigations, 
no further instalment of our Correspon- 
dent’s interesting experiences will be 
| published. | Algol. 

The Schoolmistress Abroad. 

Answer to an advertisement for a 
French governess “ au pair ” : — 

“ I known little I'higlisli. and J could give 
easy, at once, lessons in French, for which I 
will 1)0 nourished, lying down and bleached, 
who, 1 think, arc the conditions ‘ au ^.iir.’ ” 

“TURKISH MENTALITY. 

A Strange Situation. 

The Allied Fleet lies off lYru. . . The 
Turk refuses to acknowledge himself beaten.” 

Local Paper. 

We do not wonder. If w 7 o w f cro a Turk* 
we should not worry about a fleet a 
few thousand miles away. 
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r PVVn o n7 nT nnn reaching out towards the handle? hut | will cease to turn away to find stand 

lJlh I WO bOLDIhlib. not w ith any decision and not turning ing room in a crowded third? Is any 

The Armistice has not been in exist- jit. The other was considering; his plank of any of the myriad new plat- 
ence too long for some of us still to re- face showed it, beneath the mask of forms to be associated with the removal 
member its birth ; but a good memory \ perplexity set upon it by fatigue and of such misgivings, so that a first-class 
is needed, and if our recollections are j peril. Then he shrugged cynically and, compartment may be regarded as a fit 

hazy there is reason enough in the dis- 1 giving another longing look at the j place for heroes to sit in ? 

tracting suddenness of it and the shock j comfort within, turned away. * Better 

stand somewhere,” he said; and off they 

shambled at a run to force a passage, AND BUNEb. 

whore the occupants were most tolerant. Dear Mi?.. Punch, — My master has 
There is no particular moral to this 1 given up his bath-chair and I have put 
his observation was the most striking j talc. One could be ironical, if one chose, j matters straight with those dogs I told 
change in England during the War ' about the Hags carried by many of the i you about. It was a great relief to me. 
repliod that it was t ho spectacle of the i passengers, who hut for these two j The cold snap made mounting guard 
occupants of the stalls eating. What I soldiers and their companions-in-arms on the outside of a bath-chair very un- 
would he describe as the oddest niani- j (for, say what you will of statesmen comfortable indeed and a little brisk 
testation of the Peace? In any discus - ' and generals, it is the fighting men who ; exorcise was grateful and comforting, 
sion on the strange ovents of Armistice j win wars) would have had no flags to Unfortunately my master could not 
week, although recalled with difficulty j carry and no rejoicing in their marts; 1 join mo in the rag, as ho has to walk 
after such an interval, enough oxamplos ! but that is not the point. No one on two sticks. On the other hand he 
could he given to fill an interesting carrying a flag and rejoicing for vict ry could not interfere cither, and I am sure 


of the relief. For a while it was too 
unbelievable for the mind to gather 
distinct impressions. 

Someone who was asked what within 


book. One speaker would 
cite the pyramids of shout- 
ing and waving men and 
women built up on War 
Department lorries, jug- 
gornauting through the 
streets; another, the taxi- 
cabs carrying twenty-five 
passongers and fifty flags 
hither and thither, with 
no purpose but joy ; an- 
other, the avenue of Ger- 
man guns in the Mall, 
with excited London hoys 
swarming over them ; an- 
other, the bonfire in Cock- 
spur street, watched by 
inactive policemen. But 
ojf all the odd things which 
I personally witnessed 
during Armistice week 



Of timisf \thic( humliiil i/arifs from tin 


(A 

mures/ human hritif/K “ Pour. ! 


ho enjoyed it, though lie 
j pretended to he angry 
; with me. 

My master says we must 
all stop biting Germans 
I now, because of the armis- 
' tico, and my mistress will 
, have it that wo ought to 
give them our hones if 
| they want them ; hut 1 
j think sho’s wrong there, 
j don’t you? I expect 
j they ve got plenty ol 
j bones, which they ’ve bur- 
j ied somewhere and forgot- 
j ten the exact spot. Lots 
j of dogs do that. You can t 
| eat all your bones directly 
you get them, so you have 
to hide some, and it isn’t 
. always easy to find them 
hut if the Germans are really 


again ; 

hungry they'll find their bones fast 
enough. 

There is one thing my master is 


the oddest— or, at any rate, the mo«V was against these two poor jaded fellows 
provocative of thought — was the do- 4 getting into a first-class compartment, 
meanour of two soldiers. I No one would have objected had they 

It was while I was waiting at a ; done so ; least of all, 1 am convinced, 
junction that I saw them. They were 1 the ticket-collector. The serious part always talking about which puzzles me 
war-stained and travel-weary, on their j of it is , it mis the soldiers themselves extremely. It is about making tilings 
way home from the Front. Their hoots j trho did not dare . Heroes they may look what they aren’t or as if they 
were muddy, their hair was matted, and 1 have been ; hut beneath that heroism weren’t there at all, and you do it with 
all the usual impedimenta, including j was cast-iron tradition. It is one thing pots of paint laid on in streaks. My 
trench helmets, depended from their to light for Lngland, risk one’s life for ( master says that if you put the streaks 
bent shoulders; and they were anxi- England, lose one's health for England, i 11 the right places you can make any- 
ously seeking a place 111 the train j endure every hardship for England, even thing look like anything else, 
which had just come in. My train die for England ; it is much less natural It is no doubt very wonderful, blit 1 
being not yet duo I had leisure to ' to forget tradition. The air is filled don’t think you could deceive a dog 
observe the rush for this one, already, j to-day, as never boforo, with rumours that way. I should be sorry for the 


as far as third - class compartments 
wore concerned, too full. The soldiers 
walked from window to window, peering 
in and turning away, until at last they 
came to a vacant first-class compart 


of the now life that is to set in with cat that tried to escape my nose by 

peace — the new aspirations and pro- painting itself, though, if I were dis- 
jects, the now creeds and ideals. An guised as a cat, I daresay I could take 

army of Candidates is making Eng- in other cats, because they can’t smell 

land noisy with Utopian promises and for nuts. Yours sincerely, 

ment not far from where I stood. They pledges. Splendid. But I wonder how A Very Determined Dog. 

stopped and looked at it, at each other, long it will ho boforo two tired British 1 

and along the platform. But they soldiers such as those, with all the signs Another Impending Apology, 
did not enter; irresolution held them, of the wear and tear of war-winning “ ^ 4 ”tCTt ls 

Meanwhile time was passing. , upon them, will cease to baulk fearfully ^ rendering of a part into which ho falls 

“ Must get in somewhere,” said one, I at an empty lirst-class compartment, | naturally/*-- Provincial roper* 
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Black and Gold CUSHION, 
reproduced from real gold 
metal. 

No. 3 Price £4:4:0 




Black and Gold CUSHION, 
reproduced from real gold 
metal. 

No. i Price £4 : 4 : 0 

BRASS JARDINIERE, 
to take a 6 in. pot. 

Price £1 : 17:6 




BUY YOUR 

XMAS GIFTS 

AT 

Waring & Gillow’s Galleries. 

Some Practical Suggestions . 


T HE articles illustrated serve as practical sugges- 
tions for Christmas Gifts. They are representative 
of thousands of equally delightful and yseful 
articles suitable for gifts which are to be found in our 
Galleries. Before deciding on your Christmas presents 
this year, you should call and examine them at leisure. 
It is economical to do your Clnistmas shopping at 
our Galleries, 

There are many thousands more to be seen 
in our Galleries. Call and inspect them. 


TEA URN. Height 
ii ins. Diameter 75 ms. 

Price £7:0:0 


An Oak Long -shape 8 day 
TIMEPIECE, enamel dial, 
Roman numerals and Jacobean 
design. Height 7 in., length ioin. 


Waring&Gillow 

Sturn/sAers S-Dixcrators tc3£j(l (ficJiiny 

164-180 OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W. 1. 

Telephone : Museum 5000. 


THE POOL 
FIRE AND ACCIDENT 
COMPREHENSIVE 
POLICY 


Covers more and costs 
less than any other 
Policy in the World. 



Established leso. 


Poolinglnsurance 

conducted by 

THE LICENSES 
ANDGENERAL 

INSURANCE CO. Ltd. 

24, Moorgate St., London, E.C. 2. 

FUNDS - • £500,000. 



S WKEINLSS and Purity, two of 
Nature’s highest gifts, are attributes 
alike of the lily and the idealistic in 
womanhood. 

It is something more than a coincidence that 
they also arc attributes of that which for many 
years has been the means of preserving and 
beautifying the equivalent physical charms of 
Jemininity— a clear skin and a lovely complexion 
- McClinton’s Colleen Vanishing Cream. 

M CIm ton's 


Jolleen 

/Vuitahing Cream 


Others tj Mc( hnfon\ print lines are: Colftcn A’.*,//, Callee. 
Ska nipt 'o I\m 'det s, C oiler a J)t u till Cream, < Cl Iren Toilet ('ream 
Shaving Soaps: Exquisite and Hibernia and \hClinle%P 
Shaving Cream. 

McCLINTON’S Ltd. (Dcu. lilt) DONAGHMOKK, IRELAND 


The Y.M.C.A. have a Register of Di*ahled Men. • 
Are you availing youreelf of it* opportunity* ? 
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REAL ECONOMY. 

(Quality is remcmlicred 
long nft«’r price is for- 
gotten. 'Thus you can 
huy cheaper pencils 
Ilian the " Venus,” but 
none that give you the 
same long, faithful, and 
enduring service. 
Therefore, for the little 
more, secure super- 
satisfaction. 


/// 17 "t ildes, black lead 
6/1 (Softest) to 9// 
(Hardest); also j 
styles copy in". 


Of all Stationers, 
Stores, etc. .throughout 
the world. 


‘VENUS. 

173/S, Low 
Clxptoa &->*d 



Everyone Gratified ! 

T HERE'S the man whose taste is for the classical — he's 
just been solaced by Tschaikowsky’s “ Andante Canta- 
bile "—heard to perfection on the “ Dccca." Then 
there’s the man who went six times in a ten days’ leave to 
sec “Tha Lilac Domino”— he’s been living those nights 
again. And the “ Robeyite" — well, he just shuts his eyes 
and sure enough Robey himself was there singing the song 
as only Robey could sing it. 

The natural tone of the “ Decca” and its clear reproduction 
make it a delight to all. Its portability gives it pre- 
eminence where the Services are concerned. 

©ECCA 

THE PORTABLE GRAMOPHONE 

In Leather Cloth I Compressed Fibre I Solid Cowhide 

£7 15.. Od. I £8 15*. Od. | £12 12s.0d. 

Of Harrods.Army& Navy Stores, Wliiteley's.Selfridge’.s, 
fiam.iito’s, and all leading Stores and Music Dealers. 

Illustrated Folder, and name of nearest agent, free oil 
application to the Manufacturers — 

THU DKCCA CO., 36, WORSHIP STREET, 

LONDON, K.C. > 

(Proprietors: Harnett Samuel fr Sons, Ltd.) 



The 

LATEST 1 
& BEST RECORDS 

Sent by Post 

K HEP your stock of "ills 
Master's Voice” Records up- 
to-date, so that you are always 
able to entertain your guests, as 
well as enjoy many pleasant hours 
yourself, with the finest music of 
the day sung ami played by the 
original aitists. The finest Audi- 
tion Rooms in London and every 
Record in stock. If you are unable 
to call— send for one of our cata- 
logues— select whatever records 
you wish — and they will he sent to 
you through the post withoutdelay. 

The WEST END 
Gramophone Supply Co. 

Lid. 

QA regent street, 

” LONDON, W.l 

k Telephone : A 

\ CERRARD 224, 225, 22S J 
U lines). M 



I 


The "Peace” 

Xmas Gift 


iV' . 


Safety and Self- Tilling, 15/- and 
jmanls; Regular, 10/6 and 
upwards. 

Stationers and Jewellers everywhere 
F.. C» Sloan, Ltd , UbC pen Corner, Kingsway, London. 




4 * 


oQcrot 

I S known to every user of 
Oatine— clean pores and a 
clear skin are synonymous. 
One jar will prove this true. 
1/1 A and 2/3 of all Chemists— 
Ask for 



Use It & prove It / 


NOTE.— The very exceptional offer of Carpets announced 
below is limited to a definite number and may be. withdrawn 
at any moment. Under no circumstances can it be repeated. 

TRELOARS 

CLEARANCE SALE 

W K have decided to offer a limited number of our 
well-known Wilton Carpets at considerably 
reduced prices in order to secure additional space for 
an important consignment of new merchandise now due 
for delivery at our Ludgate Hill showrooms. 

Intending purchasers are advised to take immediate advantage 
of this special opportunity as it cannot be repeated. 

250 WILTON CARPETS 

These Carpets combine useful patterns and colourings with dura* 
bit tty which apecially recommends them. They arc closer in 
texture than an Axminster, though the pile is somewhat shorter. The 
following sizes can be supplied from stock, ready for laying down : — 



.i/f. 


To-day’s Value. 

Reduced Pri< 

:c. 

9.0 

X 

G.9 

£9 9 

0 

*7 

13 

6 

9.0 

X 

7.G 

10 10 

0 

8 

IO 

O 

9.0 

x 

9 0 

12 12 

0 

IO 

4 

O 

10. G 

X 

9.0 

14 14 

0 

11 

18 

O 

12.0 

X 

9.0 

1G 10 

0 

13 

12 

O 

12.0 

X 

11.3 

21 0 

0 

17 

O 

O 

13.G 

X 

11.3 

23 12 

G 

19 

6 

6 


Wilton Rug«, Turkey Designs, G x 3 4-8/6 5.G x 3 46/- 

CurpeU and Floor Covering, of all kind, in stock. Send particulars 
of sizes and what you require, and we will send prices. 

TRELOAR and SONS, 

Established 1832. (In the shadow of St. Paul’s). 

68, 69, 70, Ludgate Hill, LONDON, E-C-4. 






THE LAST OF THE 11 INNOCEHTS.” 

General Ludendohff’s Vindication. 

A correspondent of the Conglo- 
merated Press has succeeded in in- 
ducing General Ludendorff to grant 
him an interview in the island oft the 
coast of Sweden where tie is living iti 
retirement. The General was at first 
averso from making any public state- 
ment, but, on being shown the inter- 
views with the Crown Prince and 
Prince Rupphecht of Bavaria, con- 
sented with alacrity. In the course of 
the conversation General Ludendorff 
declared that ho never desired war, 
least of all in 1914, and had strongly 
dissuaded the Emperor from invading 
Bolgium, but was overruled by him 
and the Crown Prince, who was re- 
sponsible for all the atrocities which 
had alionatod the civilised world. Ho 
was never consulted as to the employ- 
ment of poison-gas, gas-shells, etc., or 
if he was his protests were greeted 
with derision. Still he had continually 
acted as a brake on the extreme War 
Party, and his eyesight was perman- 
ently affected by the tears ho had shod 
over Louvain and the Lusitania , Had 
it not been for his desire to allevi- 
ate the horrors of war he would long 
ago have surrendered his command 
and retired to his estates — to the otia 


rnris which had always been his chief 
delight. 

General Ludendorff spoke with 
great bitterness of the folly and incom- 
Ipotenee of Hr. Beth mann - Hot iLwbg, 

| Herr von Jag-ow, Admiral von Capjclle 
1 and Prince Henry. Ho had been called 
| Hindkndurg's “brain,” hut it was a 
pervorsion of the facts, for it was im- 
possible to supply brains to such a 
colossal idiot as the old mud Marshal. 
Betiimann - IloiiiiWHG’s “ scrap c f 
paper ” speech was the most disgrace- 
ful utterance in all German history; 
it had caused him (Ludendorff) many 
sleepless nights. People blamed him 
| for the costly failure at Verdun, hut it 
had boon carried out against his express 
advice to gratify the Crown Prince’s 
ambition. General Li dendorff went 
on to say that he had always been an 
admirer of President Wilson, Lord 
Nokthcliffe and Mr-. Horatio Bot- 
! tomley. J To thought the terms of the 
! Armistice were, if anything, too mild, 

| since they did not include the immediate 
| surrender of the Kaiser, the Crown 
1 Prince and Prince IIupprecht. He 
| was prepared to assist his country in 
| any civil capacity at the present— even 
as a railway porter— hut military ser- 
vice was abhorrent to him. His greatest 
ambition was to be ordained a pastor 
and minister to a country congregation. 


General Ludendorff is leading tho 
'simplest possible life on a vegotarian 
| diet and dovotos several hours every day 
to the study of theology. To express 
i his condemnation of Admiral Tikfitz 
| ho has let his whiskers grow, and now 
presents an appearance strongly ro- 
miniscontof Lord Dundreary , with the 
additional capillary attraction of a New 
gate fringe. He lias already adopted a 
semi-monastic attire, or, as ho described 
it in his rigorous if not strictly accur- 
ate English, “ tho garbage of a monk.” 
His last words to tho representative of 
11 ic Conglomerated Press were, “ Virtue 
is its own reward. Be good and you 
will be happy. I am both.” 

THE EGOTIST. 

While swords into ploughshares they 
fashion 

1 glare at tho grocer and damn 
Tho w holly inadequate ration 
Ho gives me of jam 

Though day with its promise of splen- 
dour 

Is dawning on Belgians and Serbs, 

I sit by a comfortless fender 
And dine upon herbs. 

Though Pax has succeeded Bellona 
And ships safely sail on the seas, 
The opus still waits its corona , 

For what about cheese ? 
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BEOWULF AND OTHERS. 

This is going to be a true story. For several days past 
I have been haunted both in my sleeping and in my waking 
hours by one mouth-filling and brain-shattering word. It 
came between mo and my poached egg at breakfast — (we 
keep our own eggs, thank you, and are now getting three 
every day); it spoiled my enjoyment of shepherd’s pie; 
it spilt iny tea ; it wrought havoc with our wook-ond joint — 
I having to carve owing to Birins’ temporary absence, duo 
to the sequela of Armistice fever. This word of terror was 
“Beowulf!” Why did Beowulf go ramping and rioting 
through my head? And what, in fact, was Beowulf? 
Wasdt some very delightful form of new food about to be 
rationed by the latest Food-Controller? Or was it the 
short name of tho President of the Jugo-Slav Democracy? 
Could one throw one’s favourite enemy to tho Beowulvos, 
or could one bo said to keep tho Beowulf from tho door? 

These thoughts and others wore chasing one another 
through my hoad, when my eyes fell on a bulky book which 
had just arrived. Almost mechanically 1 took it up ; it fell 
open amongst the first few pages, and thoro in front of my 
eyes I saw the magic word 44 Beowulf.” I gave a shout of 
triumph which had last been used on Poace night, and then 
discovered that my haunter was not any of tho things 1 
had imagined, but was an Anglo-Saxon poem, opic in design, 
and actually the first specimen of English Literature. 

This and many thousand other names of tilings as w T ell 
as names of persons— Prose- Writers, Poets, Sonneteers, 
Formalists, Romanticists — you will find duly set forth in 
their chronological order, almost to the Poet Laureate’s 
latest lyric in The Times , in The History of English Litera- 
ture (Jack), written and compiled by Mr. Arthur Compton- 
Rickett. The book is a monument of industry and excellent 
judgment. I havo tested it boro and there, and have found 
it accurate and pleasant, thoroughly pleasant, to road, and 
I congratulate the author warmly on the completion of his 
labours. 1 also thank him on my own behalf for relief from 
Beowulf ’, tho meaning of which 1 have again forgotten. I 
vonturo to point out that he has omitted the name of Sir 
Francis Hastings Doyle from his pages. The fact that he 
was Professor of Pootry at Oxford should not bo allowed to 
obscure the author of The Jieturn of the Guards and 77/e 
Bed Thread of Honour, two poems which stir tho blood like 
a trumpot. 

At this point I may as well confess that this article was 
intended for a review, but, owing to tho .attractions of tho 
subject, it got out of hand and has beeomo obviously too 
big for Mr. Punch’s congested Booking Office. 1 shall 
therefore continue it as an article. Had it remained a re- 
view, I should have been tempted to sport with tho Venerable 
Bede, who is a good second to the author of Beowulf in the 
English Literature stakes. I will, however, omit him and 
others of his kidney in order to make an appeal to Mr. 
Compton-Rickett. My idea is that he should publish a 
collection of bad verses, preferably by good poets, so that in 
schools and places where they teach there might bo ready 
to hand a compendium of shocking examplos by which a 
teacher might bo able to warn his pupils. For instance, 
he might have got himsolf involved in excessive admiration 
of Tennyson’s In Manor iam. Ho would turn to my sug- 
gested book to find a remedy, and there ho would soo the 
description, given with great detail, of tho wedding in this 
very poem : — 

But whore is she, the bridal flower, 

That must bo made a wife ere noon ? 

fWe have now got an extension till two o’clock.) 

She enters, glowing like tho moon 

Of Eden on its bridal bower. 


Here we omit a stanza or two and proceed as follows : — 

But now set out : tho noon is near 
And I must give away tho bride ; 

She fears not, or, with thee beside 
And me behind her, will not fear. 

.... Tho ring is on, 

The “wilt thou ” answer’d, and again 
Tho “wilt thou” ask’d, till out of twain 
Her swoot “ T will ” has mado ye one. 

The poet now shows that he does not object to a glass of 
champagne. “ My drooping memory,” ho says, 41 will not 
shun the foaming grape of Eastern France.” The scheduled 
moment for departure, however, is at hand : — 

But they must go, tho time draws on, 

And those white-favoured horses wait ; 

They rise, but linger; it is late ; 

Farewell, wo kiss, and they are gone. 

Mr. Compton-Rickett will now understand what my 
proposal is. If lie thinks more of it and will write to me I 
can give him many other examplos. 


“BY NUMBERS.” 

The Padre droned on. I could havo drowsed more com- 
fortably but for those incessant “narsty ’acking corfs” 
which are peculiar to church-parade services. Mr. Thomas 
Atkins doos the whole of his week’s coughing on Sunday 
mornings. 

Suddenly, as I learnt aftorwards, tho Padre must havo 
been stirred to retaliation by tho great volume of opposition 
noiso, for ho broke off in his recommendations to a clean 
and sober life and fixed his congregation with a stern eye. 
The pause was so tragic that all coughing coased. Then 
the Padre spoke again. 

44 In view,” be said, “ of the amount of promiscuous in- 
terruption that goes on during divine service all coughing 
will in future be done by word of command. The following 
dotail will bo observed ; — 

“Coughing ry Numbers. 

“ On tho word 4 Ono’ throw tho head well back and drop 
tho lowor jaw, depressing the chin until tho point nearly 
touches tho upper part of tho cliost. At the same time 
take a deep breath. 

44 On tho word 4 Two ’ raiso tho right hand horizontally in 
front of tho mouth, back of tho band to tho front; thumb 
pointing upwards towards the right eye, top of the thumb 
in line with tho eyeball; fingers together. 

44 On tho word 4 Three’ cough sharply three times, with a 
forward and backward motion of the head. 

“ On the word 4 Four’ those who find it advisable to use 
handkerchiefs will do so by withdrawing the handkorchiof 
smartly from the left sleeve botween the thumb and fore- 
finger of the right hand, with an upward and inward 
motion, replacing it after use. Remainder will stand fast. 

44 On tho word 4 Five ’ close tho jaws with a click, return 
the head to tho position of 4 attention 9 during divine ser- 
vice, and cut the right hand smartly to the side. 

“Squad! Coughing by numbers — One! . . . Squad — 
Two ! ” (the movements were very well done for a first 
attempt). Squad — -Three ! ” 

On the word “Throe” there was a torrific clamour of 
coughing, in all varieties of keys and tones and times. 

“ Practise that,” roared the Padre, his voice faint and 
far-away amidst the tumult . . . 

I roused myself in time to hear tho Padre’s winding-up 
sentence : “ And now, in conclusion, practise that mode 
of life, self-abnegation and self-control, which I have re- 
commended, and you will serve your King and country as 
well in times of peace as you havo in times of war.” 
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Customer. “Yoru stoke oe apples is getting low, Mu. Knoil” 

(Irernf/rorer. “So it is, Mcm. Met them German hattleships ’ll soon ue ret to work to pihng some moke along— 

LEASTWAYS TIAT's HOW I LOOK AT THIS *KUK ARMISTICE." 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Bunch's Sta ff of Learned Clerks.) 

The wrapper of Mrs. IIuMrimv Ward’s now book, The 
War and Elizabeth (Collins), calls it “a novel of con- 
temporary life,” but you will not turn many pages before 
discovering that “ contemporary ” is just what it most 
happily and gloriously isn’t. For the life of which it treats 
is the life of last May, and this is December ; and who can 
estimate what worlds of difference lie between ! Primarily 
one might call this a romanco of obstinacy versus woman’s 
wit and the County War Agricultural Committees (those 
much-abused bodies!). The obstinacy belonged to Squire 
Manner ing , who washed his hands of tho War and wished 
to bar In's park-gates against tho Committee’s tractor, but 
was converted by. tho capable and patriotic lady whom ho 
had engaged to catalogue his Greek vases and who consoli- 
dated her victory by marrying him. Mrs. Ward tells this 
simple tale with a technical skill which, combined with 
the obvious sincerity of her own feeling upon tho national 
issues involved, invests it with unusual dignity. To Toad 
it is to live again tho emotions of six wonderful months 
ago. Once or twice indeed I seemed to detect some 
evidence of hasty composition. Why, for example, when 
Elizabeth's first care had been the strict rationing of the 
Squire’s household, should we bo told on page 182 that 
food there was more plentiful since her advent ? Also there 
is perploxity about a picture that begins as an unques- 
tioned Orpen but on a second reference is changed — with 
all tho pomp of an errata slip— to Sargent. These how- 


over are but slight matters and nothing to spoil the interest 
of an admirably drawn picture of life in rural England at 
its most critical hour. 

Agnes and Koehton C\stlk have undeniably the courage 
of their good intentions. My fear is, however, that in 
Minniyfen (Murray) a lino purpose may have betrayed 
them into, shall 1 say, overestimating tho distance between 
the sublime and the other thing. To confront a cynical 
impoverished daughter of Society with a mystic Highlander, 
who restores her faith and courage and inspires her with 
love, was theoretically a quite admirable theme for romanco. 

But . Anne was the heroine, and hci\ encounter with 

the visionary came about by his rescuing her, lost on a 
moor, when she was staying with some vulgar pro ; war pro- 
fiteers for whose son she was the destined bride. Naturally 
tho prophet proved too much for tho profiteers, and Anne, 
having given tho heir his dismissal, settled down to wait 
for her next mooting with tho hero. This came about 
quite pleasantly ono night at Covent Garden, where she 
saw an attendant conducting him with an electric torch to 
his stall in the second Act of Parsifal . So they talked (I 
don’t mean during the opera, but later on) and courted and 
finally wed ; and, if we are to bcliovo tho authors, during 
tho whole of this time never a word was exchanged about 
their moorland meeting. It was not indeed till the after- 
noon of hor wedding day that Anne so much as mentioned 
the matter, and then -well, then it turned out that it wasn’t 
the original man at all whom she had married, but some- 
body like him. Which of course was a very natural shock; 
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though I do think that, in treating the error as a ground his fancies—though on the speculative side I must not fail 
for instant separation, Anne's husband made too much of to record my admiration of a finely sane chapter on Drink 
it. However, the late war (1 must really write that again, and the War. Hindi have begun by patronage of Mr. Hales* 
the late war) restored matters to better proportion and philosophy, and ended with praise of it ; but if you read the 
brought about the happy ending that I had throughout book I think you will appreciate my reasons for both. 

anticipated. As I began by hinting, a book better in con- — 

ception than in execution. Swayneford (Allen and Unwin) is the perhaps not very 

- — plausible tale of a formidable international secret society in 

I have an impression that some of the readers who have the service of Germany. The leading spirit is a certain 
revelled in Mrs. Stratton-Porter’s other books will bo a mysterious renegade Englishman, Dormer Swayneford , 
little disappointed in hor latest, A Daughter of the Land always referred to by the sobriquet of “The Sleeper.” The 
(Murray), because there is in it no more botany and ento- society transacts its awful business in the elaborately 
mology (or “nature study,” as they say) than in many novels camouflaged wing of an old manor-house. This business 


by .other people. At the same time there is all that wealth 


consists in the reading of long lists of the names 


of detail that the author has taught us to expect. We are of German waiters out of tho inevitable Red Book — a thing 
told just what everything cost and what people had to eat which could, it seems to me, have been better done (or 
and what they wore, and 1 must admit that this somewhat omitted) and with loss fear of detection in a private room 
primitive form of story-telling has considerable charm, at a public restaurant. At any rate the conspirators were 
Being an American story it also has a great deal more of a most obvious pattern, and if any single local body had 
about house-work in it than one would find in any English been possessed of energy and intelligence would have been 

novel, this being, for, . . promptly laid by the 

some reason which I f . $ - - '-1 I heels. Miss Thick- 


-we 


band blow up tho boiler j ’!■ ' ^ ^ ser^M she misses clues 

to have arisen from - g - -- see the significance. J 

the fatal facility with Tmi good f JTTIJ3 BOY Ob' ANTIQUITY. ~ rat,for . th ” lk . Ll * at this 

which, in her part of visitor. “Well, Quintus, I buwobh when voit grow it you wilt, he a y 01111 ^ lady is too pro 
the world, one can get soldier like daddy and co to kio.iit the (Kulh? m occupied with tho tragic 

oneself married as it “No, please, I’d rather be a oladiator, so that I cm t.d stay at fact that after being 

were on tho spur of home and look after mother." “ bornachfitolaine,” she 

tho moment. Occasionally it acts quite well, however, and j lias to earn an honest living — a sorrow which left me 
when her creator finally married her, again in a tremendous | cold. By the way, she should have known that by her 
hurry, to tho nice man she had loved all the while 1 was j marriage with a baronet she would not have become “ Lady 
so pleased that 1 did not even resent being completely Arthur Star eh j.” It is frightfully important for chatelaines 
taken by surprise. to know these things. 


Va. . - n ~ - - 

THE GOOD LITTLE BOY OE ANTIQUITY. 

Visitor. ‘ Well, Quintus, I suhdose when you (.row up you will be a 

SOLDIER LIKE DADDY AND CO TO KIO.IIT THE (rAULH?‘* 

Boy. “NO, PLEASE, I ’D RATHER BE A OLADIATOR, SO THAT I CO l T.D ST A V AT 
HOME AND LOOK AFTER MOTHER.” 


I heels. Miss Thick- 

NKSSE-WOODINOTON 
! cherishes the fond illu- 
! sion that her heroine, 

! Ena Gardonnel , resi- 
! dent companion in the 
| inhabited part of the 
j manor-house and acci- 
t | dental discoverer of the 
secret council-chamber, 
i has brains. This is not 
i 1 tho case. Even with 
: ; the broadest hints from 
a friend in our secret 
i service she misses clues 
; of which oven our old 
; | friend Watson could 
' ■ scarce have failed to 
: see the significance. J 
rather think that this 
v young lady is too pro 
occupied with tho tragic 
>’ fact that after boing 
“ bornachfitolaine,” she 
a sorrow which left me 


I hope that popular pen-driver, Mr. A. G. JIalks, will bo 
able to forgive mo when I confess that portions of Where 
Angels Fear to Tread (i (odder and Stoughton) put mo 
in mind of nothing so much as the title of one of his own 
early hooks, called 'The Wanderings of a Simple Child. 
Really Mr. Hales is rather wonderful. I suppose few men 
have adventured more variously over the globe, yet through 
it all ho appears to have kept a simplicity, not to say 
naivete, of outlook that is at times almost bewildering. J 
do not think that he is writing down to his public, but 
the fact remains that in the sketches of war-life oil the 
Italian front that make up the present volume, while the 
tilings seen are transcribed with vivid and lively effect, 
the moral deductions too often hardly escape the platitu- 
dinous. It is as though Mr. Hales, being gifted with 
eternal youth, were still in the stage that Oliver Wendell 
Holmes described as “catching up with the world’s ideas.” 
All of which simply means that I liked his facts better than 


Sir Henry Newbolt has made a book which all properly 
constituted boys will fall upon and devour. It is called 
Submarine and Anti-Submarine (Longmans), and its first 
sentence is, “ It is probable that a good deal of tho infor- 
mation contained in this book will be new to the public ; for 
it has been collected under favour of exceptional circum- 
stances.” So far as J, at any rate, am concerned this 
modest claim is sound, and the information given here has 
the merit of not only being now, but also true. From 
start to finish it is a tale of high adventure, dauntless spirit 
and splendid achievement. It stirs the pulses. Let anyone 
who prides himself upon his phlegm read the story of the 
exploits of our Q-Boats and our P-Boats and our sub- 
marines (some people wonder what our submarines have 
been doing), and see how he feels afterwards. I proclaim 
this a glorious book, and one that incidentally solves the 
harassing question of what to give your sons, godsons, 
nephews (and their sisters too) this Christmas. 
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PHARIVARIA made, we learn, to introduce Mi\ Snow- An authoritative statement; is ox- 

CnAmVAKIA. den to one of these absorbent gentle- pected to the effect that the man who 

The preliminary announcement that men from U.S.A. designed the new ten-shilling note could 

nearly nine hundred Candidates must : y :i have done it right tho first time if lie 

fail to be elected Members of Parlia- Though no longer under the ban of had wanted to. 

ment has been received with a good the Food-Controller, says a contom- * 

deal of quiet satisfaction. porary, the muffin is not greatly in A Kingston youth named Beer was 

: ‘V :s evidence. On the other hand. Smith arrested last week for breaking into a 

The Nobel Committee has decided minor informs us that only last Friday public-house. Tho magistrate decided 

not to award tho Nobel Poaco Prize this he encountered a largo number, and, that tho proper place for him was tho* 
year. And to think that if Mr. 1 jug. ... * 


A Kingston youth named Beer was 


year. And to think that if Mr. 
Ramsay Macdonald hadn't 
made those jingo election 
speeches it might have come 
our way ! ... ... 

“ What is tho most picrcin„ . 
noise known to the human | 
ear ? " asks a contemporary, j 
Wo don’t know for certain, 
but it seems to bo coming 
from Dr. Solf. 

A Scottish Candidate lias 
had attributed to him the 
statement that the Kaiser, 
if proved guilty, ought to he 
made to eat haggis. This 
has now been proved to he 
the - work of his political 
cnemios. , 

Can it he that the American 
Press is losing its dash ? 
Only five hundred American 
journalists have sailed for t lie 
Peace Conference. 

“lie | the Crown Prince ; j 
says The Daily Chronicle , j 
“ wears a brown suit with a 
breast pocket in which is a 
white pocket - handkerchief, 
a bright blue shirt, with a ; 
soft collar and a loud green ! 
tie." Wo think this line of 
hold-all breast-poeket rather | 
outre. , ; 

“ Spitsbergen," says Sir 
Martin Conway, “ ought to 
bo a region overflowing with 
animal life." It is under- 
stood that a system of one- 
man walrus farms for dis- 




vsm, 


Officer (to Chinaman camjht “ scrounyinij"). “Hullo, Chink 

WIIAT AUK YOU DOING HERE? [A r (I rtJttWW.] PAUM 3 Z-VOl> 
Fiianvais?*’ Chinaman. “No.” 

Officer. “Perhaps you speak F.xgtjsh, then?” 

Chinaman . “Oil/’ 


A wireless telegraph instal- 
lation has been sot up*in Mr. 
Justice Sargent’s Chancery 
Court. There is also talk of 
having Mr. Justice Darling’s 
spark lengthened. 

“ Parsnips," says a Food 
Carden expert, “ are best left 
in the ground." Wo agree. 

Last week a four-month- 
old baby was left on a door- 
step in Aldershot. The police 
desire it to be known that 
tho owner can have same 
| upon application to the an- 
: thorities. 

A telegram handed in at 
a London office at P2/2J j\m. 
was delivered at Hertford, 
t wen ty 1 1 1 i los away, at 7.10 p. m. 
Tho explanation is said to ho 
that the Post Office officials 
mistook tho contents for a 
business communication. 

The hlcnmuf News makes 
a complaint about tho dirty 
milk being sold in London. 
Yet to our knowledge many 
dairymen are in tho habit of 
washing their milk. 

One dairyman, indeed, re- 
torts that only tho host and 
purest water is used through- 
out his establishment. 

Armistice -Day in Cairo. 

u Tho announcement of tho great 
1 nows was marked by 21 guns from 


charged soldiers is already engaging the ; though not at his best, succeeded in tho Citadel in profound silonc-o, immediately 


Government's attention. crashing twelve of them before his 

*** ! throttle jammed. 

A writor in a weekly paper tells us , V : 

that the Hungarian name for jam is j “I like your town," said one of the 
44 Gyumossuru." After this we would | American sailors to a newspaper man 
rather not know the British soldier’s I in London. It is thought that by a 
name for ‘ 4 plum and apple." ! little judicious advertising like this 


44 Everything Americans, see in Great known. 

Britain," says Professor J. Eksternk, 

of Columbia University, “they jud^e We hope that Mr. C. B. Cochran is 
by whether or no it can be adopted in quite well, but it is fully a week since 
America." An attempt is about to be he took over an additional music-hall. 


crashing twelve of them before his flowed by * hwisii disphy of bunting in the 

uo e jammc< . With silent guns and flags unbroken 

I like your town,” said one of the one n,i « ht al /" ost “ ' tCasu of un ‘ 
. • J -i , conscious celebration. 

American sailors to a newspaper man 

in London. It is thought that by a n „ , , . i - 4*111 

little judicious advertising like this , The babu hospiLal-assist&nt had been 

F-i «*** 

IU UL V : presented the following : — 

We hope that .Mr. C. B. Cochran is £ Z^nsntu.’ 1 m 

quite well, but it is fully a week since ] j A [ M ' m Fut. 

he took over an additional music-hall. 1 i\m. Flufc. 
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THE UNDEPEATABLES. 

Who aie these heroes crowned with bays 
Won on the stricken fields of War, 

Whoso myriad ranks, this day of days, 

Tramp through the Brandonburger Thor; 

While lip the streets, with bouquets strewn, 

A glad and grateful City sallies, 

Whooping its welcome to the tune 
Of Deutschland iiber alles ? 

Who are these warriors flushed with prido 
That coirio from ruined lands and w r asto, 

Where by the blood -trail long and wide 
Their track of glory may be traced ; 

That come to find their homes un hacked, 

No hint of horror’s deathly pallor, 

Beer-halls secure and shops intact, 

Thanks to their martial valour? 

These are the noble Prussian Guard, 

'faking their triumph ; these are they, 

Pained on the film and picture-card, 

The undefeated all the way ; 

Theso are the Fatherland’s elite, 

Sworn to the last man to defend her, 

Who saved their country from defeat 
By absolute surrender. 

Nothing is hero of shame or grief, 

No jarring note to spoil tho sport, 

Although their late respected Chief 
Is wintering in a Dutch resort ; 

Poor William, liow he loved these shows! 

Oh, how ho loved to ho saluted! 

Yet in that concourse not a nose 
Sniffles because ho scooted. 

Nor would you guess by any sign 

Their scutcheon boars a single scofcli, 

Though tho Fntento has crossed tho Hhine 
Ami taken on tho local watch ; 

Though this brave scene they figure in, 

With self-complaisance slightly tjrises , 

Happens to lie their own Berlin, 

And not the Champs Elysees. 

0. S. 

OUR SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT IN VIENNA. 

First British Journalist to enter the Austrian 
Capital. 

Stirring Scenes. 

(KxplusiWi: to Tin: Daily Lyre.) 

Vienna, Thursday. 

Accustomed as l am by this time to demonstrations of 
popular enthusiasm during what I may call my triumphal 
progress through liberated Europe, tho scenes which have 
marked my entry into Vienna will remain a marvellous 
and uniqiio memory. 

Notwithstanding my express desire that my visit should 
bo regarded as purely private and professional, tho public 
have insisted upon greeting in your representative tho 
Herald of a New Era. Having wired tho probable date of 
my arrival, I found drawn up on the station platform 
deputies of almost every government that has been formed 
here during tho past fortnight. After the ceremonies of 
introduction I entered a carriage and was driven towards 
tlio Ballplatz, being greeted cn route by the frenzied cheers 
of an enormous multitude of spectators. Perhaps tlioy were 
saluting tho groat work of The Daily Lyre " in the cause of 
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Democracy. Perhaps, on the other hand, they mistook me 
for somebody else. Who can tell ? Cries of “ Long Live 
America ! ” “ No Secret Diplomacy ! M " Bravo Fooh ! ” and 
others that I could not distinguish rose on all sides. Men 
and women pressed up to tho wheels of the vehicle, many 
climbing on to the step i^ their eagerness to salute mo. . . . 
As we progressed I observed at some distance another 
crowd following, doubtloss with oaths and execrations, what 
I took to he one of tho last of the discredited Germans. 
The contrast is ono upon which I need not dwell. . . . Eheu 
fngacest Tempus fngit. Nos et mntamur . 

So far as I could judge, the populace, though war- weary, 
is still in most cas n s well dressed. There appears fco.be no 
scarcity of actual money, except (curiously enough) in my 
own case, my purse and other valuables having, as I have 
just found, unaccountably disappeared during my progress 
from tho station. . . . 

Later . — I have enjoyed a cordial ‘interview, with Dr. X, 
who is at this moment probably the most arresting figure 
in tho ex-dual-monarchy. it was for me a strange ex- 
perience to be received in that chamber, once sacred to tho 
whispered mendacities of Imperial intrigue, by an enlight- 
ened statesman smoking a short pipe and with his feet on 
the table. Herr X, who is by training a Conservative- 
Socialist, with a decided bias towards oligarchic republic- 
anism, was good enough to ask my advice about various 
matters connected with tho future of Central Europe, advice 
which, I noed hardly say, I was only too glad to put at his 
sorvico. 

During the wholo of our ialk wo were constantly in- 
terrupted by crowds of enthusiastic women who invaded 
tho apartment for tho purpose of embracing mo with every 
demonstration of the most touching wolcomo and delight. 
Before I left I calculate that J had thus received no fewer 
than seven thousand and forty-six kisses (not counting 
those of an eldorly and intoxicated workman who secured 
admission by error), a truly* gratifying result which beats 
Brussels last week by more than two hundred, and has 
left mo still breathless. 

Later Still. — An influential deputation has just waited 
upon me at the Hotel de la Presse, with a request that I 
should allow mysolf to be nominated first President of the 
Austrian Republic. As however the financial outlook ap- 
peared uncertain, I felt myself obliged to decline, as your 
salaried representative, this highly gratifying suggestion. 

Still Later. — I havo this moment learnt with mingled 
amazement and indignation that the crowd which I observed 
in the distance on my drive from the station was actually 
surrounding an individual who claims to represent The 
Morning Trumpet, and who has bad tho impudence to as- 
sert that it was be, and not 1, who was tho first Entente 
journalist to enter tho city, and that his oscillatory triumph 
is in excess of my own. Kindly wiro instructions, also 
sufficient funds to defray hotel bill and faro to Buda-Postb, 
where I hope to settle this priority claim once for all. 

P.8. — What about Berlin? [Nothing doing. You havo 
been anticipated in that quarter. — Editor Daily Lyre.] 

“It is no exaggeration to say that there is hardly a single com- 
pound hero in which thorn is not an influenza patient, generally a 
child or an adult.” — Nigerian Pioneer. 

| In Europo also, by a singular coincidence, the disease is 
almost entirely confined to tho same classes. 

Charity according to our Bolshevists. 

Why make good Republican Germans disburse 
While tho middle-class Briton has coin in his purse? 

No, lot England’s indemnity rather bo won 
By stripping tho nativo and sparing the Hun. 
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writes : 

“ The qualities most to be desired in an investment are that it should — 

(1) be safe 

(2) be saleable 

(3) be unlikely to fall in value 

(4) be acceptable as security for a banker’s loan 
and (5) yield a good income 

National IVar Bonds combine all five of these advantages and are 
therefore an ideal investment for all classes of the community.' 

“ The ordinary investor is concerned chiefly with points i and 5. 
But even these two advantages were formerly unobtainable in a single 
Stock, so that it became the custom to distribute investments among 
various securities, some of which gave safety while others yielded a 
higher rate of interest. 

“To-day the investor need no longer trouble to spread his investments. 
By putting the whole of his savings into National War Bonds he will acquire 
an investment secured on the entire taxable capacity 


ot the 

United Kingdom paying 

interest 

at no less 

than 5 

per cent, per annum and a 

bonus at 

maturity.” 


If you have money on deposit at the Bank — 

If your current balance is larger than is really necessary — 

If you have any money which you do not immediately need to use — 


Invest in 


War Bonds 




A v 


wKat 

you 

get 

Back 



Fill up 

this r 
Form 
and 
post it 

TODAY 
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LEAR ON THE GREAT WAR. 

* My nephew and niece are never 
allowed to see or hoar anything with- 
out receiving a reasoned explanation of 
it. They can toll you where all their 
toys were made, and they know that 
the Nursery Rhyme is only history in 
its first and most valuable form. No 
respect for Crown or Cloth has pre- 
vented my sister-in-law’s teaching thorn 
that “ Georgie Porgio, pudding and 
pie ” refers to an early-ni noteen th-cen- 
tury monarch of regrettable tendencies, 
and that “ Little Jack Horner” repre- 
sents a divine of a still earlier dato 
ronownod for his self-seoking proclivi- 
ties. 

It was in the hope of inculcating the 
value of nonsense for nonsense’s sake 
that I rocontly presentod them with 
the works of the immortal Mr. Leak. 
I followed up the gift with a call that 
same afternoon, and, much to my grati- 
fication, found them seated side by side 
at tho playroom table with tho book 
between them. They thanked mo 
politely and invited me to “come and 
help them.” Miss Caedmon - Smith, 
their governess, sat in the window, 
absorbed in a volume of what 1 took to 
be Hilbert's Journal. 

Leak's hook stood open at the epi- 


| sodo of the Old Person of Spain who 
hated all trouble and pain. 

“ Ah," I said gonially, feeling more 
at my ease with the children than I 
had for a long time, — “ ah ! 4 that um- 
brageous Old Person ’ worries you, does 
he? ” 

“Oli, no,” said Clarence, 44 Spain’s 
quite easy, thank you ; 

* He sat on a chair 
With his foot in tho air ’ 

means being a nootral, of course. And 
tho Old Person of Rheims who was 
troubled with horrible dreams is easy 
too; of course thoy couldn’t sleep quietly 

oven in cellars with the guns " 

| “But I don’t fink it’s velly kind to 
I make fun about it, do you, Uncle 
Flank ? ” put in Henrietta self-righte- 
I ously. 

[ “ And the Old Person of Biula whose 

| conduct grow ruder and ruder is the 
| Humgaryans, of course ; but who is the 
1 Old Man of Madras who rode on a 
| cream-coloured ass? I don’t see what 
that ’s got to do with tho War. What 
does it mean, Uncle Frank ? " 

“It doesn’t mean anything; they 
don’t any of them mean anything. 
They ’re just fun. Look here — 

4 There was an old man of the Hague 
Whoso ideas were excessively vague . . . * ” 

“ But that ’s tlio Dutch people, not 


knowing whether to join the Ger- 
mans or us,” crowed Clarence exult- 
antly. 44 And just look here, Uncle 
Frank; you know what this means, 
don’t you — The Old Man of Vienna 
who lived upon tincture of senna? It’s 
tho Rmprcr of Austrcr ; even Henrietta 
knew that.” 

44 My poor children,” I groaned, 44 you 
are quite mistakon. You think, because 
Leah happens to have used some of the 
names you have been hearing lately, 
that he was writing about the War. 
He wrote long, long before; and he 
only chose the names because he had 
thought of a funny rhyme for them. 
Listeu to this : — 

4 There was a Young Lady of Russia 
Who screamed so that no one could hush 
her.’ 

That’s pure nonsense, you see; it 
hasn’t really anything to * do with 
Russia ” 

44 But” said Clarence, interrupting, 
a thing he seldom does ; while Henri- 
etta, looking at me with intense 
reproach, gasped, 44 Ve Lelovution ! " 

Shaken but not yet dompted, I was 
about to point to the Old Person whose 
habits induced him to feed upon rabbits, 
when Clarence himsalf laid his finger 
there. 

“ And that ’s us, eating rabbits be- 
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For_ Christmas Presents 

\&rdleys 

Eau de Cologne 

T HE ideal Gift, dainty, charming, and certain of appreciation. 

A present to be acceptable need not necessarily* be expensive, 
but it should be the best of its kind. 

There is no better quality Eau de Cologne made than “ YARDLEY’S,” famous through- 
out the world for the beauty of its Perfume and the value of its hygienic qualities. 

In a handsome Cut-glass or a large Wickered Bottle, or in the “ Original Package ” of 
6 Bottles, it forms a perfect little Gift at a modest cost. 

PRICES. 


The Original Package 

contains half-a-dozen 4 oz. 
bottles tastefully packed 
and sealed . . . Price UG G 


4 oz. bottles ... 4 b 

6 oz. bottles . . . b /9 

Wickered bottles : 

1 pint 7 /b 

i pint li b 

1 quart ;J8 b 

Magnum ob- 

16 oz. cut-glass 

decanter . 80 / 


Complete Pi he t.iJ of 
“ Yardley Perfume 
fax., Post r'iee. 



The 

Original 

Package 




or all higii-claSj Chemists and stokes and i-kom 

Ifildley 8 New Bond Street, London 

Perfumery and Pine Soap Makers since 1770 


\ % 


o 

V 
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K&J Vertical Filing 

System — especially office system — means a great deal more 
than mere tidiness For example, it means the filing of letters 
and documents in classified order— the keeping of papers in their 
proper places A real filing system almost automatically will 
produce at a moments notice all documents relating to a given 
subject — it leaves no doubt where they are to be found — it 
preserves the connection between one set of papers and another 

The K&J Vertical Filing System is just such a system Simple 
in the , extreme- adaptable to varying needs — self-indexing — 
easily classified — gives instantaneous reference to any papers 

A visit to any K&J Showroom will reveal the possibilities of 
K&J Vertical Filing Such a visit cannot fail to be interesting 
and profitable to those aiming at the perfection of their office 
organisation # 


Thk is the unit" 
of KAJKlisg.lt 
contains alithe 
papers on one 
subject 




London 22 St Andrew Street Holborn Circus EC 4 


Birmingham 20 Temple Street 
Cardiit 5 Church Street 
Leeds 82 Albion Street 
Leicester 19 Corridor Chmbrs 
Market l'l.ice 


Head Omice West Bromwich 
Liverpool 30 Castle Strei t 
Newcastle Si Nicholas Sqium* 
Sheffield Cairns Chambers 

uj St James Stre< t 


Manciifsilk 7 Blackfriars St 
Swansea 3-5 Goat Street 
Bli east Scottish Provident 

Buildings Donegal! Square 
<'.1 Asc.ow 1 66 Buchanan Street 



I!! I !.V<|. ..!■ 1: ■ : :;■! .:!•>, illifl 


Finish the day with 

CAFEAU LAIT 

It leaves no “grounds” 
for complaint. 


Prepared In England by the Pro- 
prietors of Nestle’s Milk, and sold 
everywhere under the Milkmaid Brand 

« ( • 

Cash price 6 id., 2/-, and Hill per tin. 

illlllllllllllllllllillllllililll'IM /•ll! l !';'!i;:liiltl>ii;>i<i|i!>!iiil l I!liil >l >|!|)|liill 


CHAUFFEURS’ 

Liveries I 


jV/TOTORISTS who are 
using their cars again 
will be glad to know that in / 
spite of the acute shortage /, . 
of wool, Dunhills are fortu- , j 
nate in holding a good stock ;/;//, 
of fine quality Meltons and ['■ 
Box Cloths for Chauffeurs’ \j, 
Liveries. , ; , 

The “Lancer” Overcoat Jit 
here illustrated is a good /j 
serviceable garment cut I V 
on generous lines, well 1 ! 

made and affords the 
wearer complete protection. 

Send for Patterns 
and Livery List. 

Dunhills Ltd. 


359-361 Euston Road, London, N.W.L 

2 Conduit Street, Regent Street. London, W. I. 
. Glasgow : 72 St. Vincent Street. 


■f 
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cause wo couldn’t get any other meat,” 
ho said. 

“ Eatiug too much aforo we had meat 
cards,” added Henrietta sagely. 

Desperately l turned thopago.moviug 
always backwards with an undefined 
feeling that the nearer to the beginning 
the nearer wo must come to the non- 
sensical quintessence of the book. 

“ Look at this,” I urged, striving to 
keep the anxiety out of my voico ; “ this 
couldn’t possibly ho anything but non- 
sense : — 

‘ There was an Old Man at Marseilles 

Whose daughters wore bottle-green veils ; 
They caught several fish, 

Which they put in a dish, 

And sent to their pa at Marseilles.’ *’ 

“ Ships wluit catch subinalines ! ” 
declaimed Henrietta in tones of sepul- 
chral triumph. 

“ You haven’t thought about it, Undo 
Frank,” saidClarenco kindly ; “we knew 
at once that the book was all about the 
War d’rekly we saw the first page, with 
Norway absciiutely rersolvcd to lie a 
nootral whatever happens.” 

Incredulously I turned to the first 
page and read ; — 

“ There waB a Young Lady of Norway 

Who casually s it in a doorway ; 

When the door squeezed her flat 
She exclaimed , ‘ What of that ? ’ 

*Fhat courageous Young Lady of Norway. ” 


I was saved from any need for com- 
ment because at that moment Miss 
Caedmon-Rmith closed her volume and 
rose, observing, “ Time for silent study.” 

The children followed her to the 
I schoolroom, leaving Mr. Leak to me. 
I Determined to refuto their absurd idea 
I turned to the last page and was con- 
fronted by 

“Tin* Old Man of Berlin, 

Whose form was uncommonly thin." 

Shutting the book and opening it at 
random, I came across 

“ The Old Man of Corfu 
Who never knew what he should do ” 

Internal evidence is all against me. 
I see no help for it ; the Book of Non- 
sense will go down not to the nurseries 
j but to the libraries of the future, where 
! it will stand on the same shelf with 
i Lillibulleto as an interesting broadside 
1 of the (treat War. 


“ For some days Private Tlu o pushed a 
1501 b. cart through the snows which rovnvd 
the vast stretch between London (Ontario) 
and Canada.'"-' Provincial Paper. 

With a view to eclipsing this remark- 
able feat we understand that a British 
Tommy lias undertaken to propel a 
300 lb. wheelbarrow through the mud 
which covers the wide expanse between 
London (Middlesex) and England. 


1 1 ERR HOH EN/iOId jEUN. 

[The papers announce that the Kaiser 
wishes in future to lie known simply as a 
private gentleman. ] 

Bays William: “Time lias mado of me 
A sadder man and wiser; 

Henceforth my object is to he 
No more the Gorman Kaiser, 

But just a private gentleman.” 

All, William, vain endeavour, 

“ .Private? ” As private as you can. 
But “ gentleman ? ” No, never. 


“HOW SOMF FORM K It WARS HAVK 
IJFFN CONCLUDE). 

(iJY SPECIAL ARRANGEMENT Willi THE 
‘ DULY CHRONICLE 

Liverpool I Jo i hf Pus/. 

ft scorns a pity that The Chronicle a 
services were not enlisted a little earlier. 

“ For more than an hour we dashed hither 
and thither, our stern shearing through the 
water and throwing up great waves which 
swept constantly over our hows.” 

hoi!;/ Paper. 

This strange behaviour of the stern re- 
minds us of the famous lines in “The 
Hunting of the Smirk ” 

“The bowsprit got mixed with tin* rudder 
sometimes, % 

Which the bellman said happened in topical 
climes— 

When a vessel was, -o to speak 4 narked.’” 







THE PURE POLITICS PARTY. 

A Half-page of Pcsch thrown open 
to the Above. 

[Editor’s Note: In placing a half- 
page of our paper afc tlio disposal of tho 
Pure Politics Party (for ono week only) 
wo are actuated by no sordid motives. 
We have no desire to increase our circu- 
lation, and in tho interests of the nation 
wo shall unhesitatingly reveal tho fact 
if anything of the kind occurs. Tho 
viows expressed in this half-page are not 
necessarily ours and wo rosorvo the 
right of pulverising them on another 
page. Wo have never denied the claim 
of an honourable opponent to chatigo 
his opinions when he found himself in 
disagreement with us, nor, on tho other 
hand, have wo ever aspired to infalli- 
bility, except when we were in the right. 
Tho Pure Politics Party is entitled to a 
hearing; and tho uso (for the week aftor 
the elections) of these columns, which 
have never been used to stille honest 
opinion, has been accopted in the spirit 
in which it was offered. | 

Ten Reasons why I belong to the 
Pure Politics Party. 

By Sir Thomas Twistorton Titwash, 
O.B.E. (Deputy Assistant Director 
* of Military Porciculturo ; author of 
Ci oat-keeping for Profit ; Vice-Presi- 
dent of the P.P. Party) ; tho Party’s 


Candidate for the West Piflleton 

Division of Mudchcster. 

1. Because I believe in Labour. Be- 
cause 1 would rather clasp the honest 
hand of toil than the elleto digits of 
entrenched plutocracy. 

2. Because T beliovo in England, 
whoso stately homes have sent forth 
of their best to defend us from thb 
ruthless yoke of the ferocious Hun. 

3. Because I believe in tho Brother- 
hood of Man, in tho unquenchable 
spirit of Internationalism, in the 
Freedom of the Seas, the Supremacy 
of the Working Classes and Presi- 
dent Wilson’s Fourteen Points. 

4. Because E beliovo in the Empire, 
knit togothor in its imperishable glory 
by British Sea Supremacy, Prefer- 
ential Tariffs, an Imperial Parlia- 
ment and a Peerage for Mr. Hughes. 

5. Because 1 believe in Free Trade ; 
because I am convinced that no vindic- 
tive sontimonts should prevent the 
early resumption of business relations 
between West Piflleton and the Father- 
land. 

G. Because I believe in a Strong 
Peace, in the Execution of the 
Kaiser, Expulsion of the Hun from 
our Shores, Ton for Ton, and Ger- 
many to pay for the War. 

7. Bocauso I believe that the Home 
Kijle Bill should immediately be put 
into force. 


8. Because! believo in Self-determ- 
ination for Ulster. 

1). Because I believo in Shorter 
Hours and Higher Wages for the 
Working Man, More Profits and 
Less Taxation for the Employer, 
Non-interference with the Liquor 
Trade, State Control of all Pivotal 
Industries, Protection for our 
Manufactures, A Generous Subsidy 
for Agriculture, Better Education, 
Better Houses, Better Beer, Bet- 
ter Salaries for Members of Parlia- 
ment, and England a Safer Place 
for the Middle Classes. 

10. Because I am opposed to the 
idea of the Bepreseutatives of tho 
People being tied down to any ono 
policy or principle, at any rate after 
election. 

These are but a few of tho many 
planks of tho platform upon which the 
Pure Politics Party stands foursquare 
to all tho winds of adverse criticism. 
Any West Piftletonian who is in doubt 
as to our views on any of the burning 
questions of the day should apply to 
my headquarters, when I shall do my 
host to satisfy him that our opinions 
are identical with his. Algol. 

“Wanted. — A Jolly Bengali Companion to 
keep a nobleman engaged by his wits and can 
also read newspapers .” — Statesman (Calcutta), 

We scent a possible subscriber. 
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THE RESCUE. k 

Jackson and Johnston wore made 
from the stuff of heroes. I do not give 
their correct names because they hate 
publicity like the plague, but they had 
to be called something. 

Jackson was a pilot and Johnston 
an observer. They used to Hy in an 
antiquated seaplane, waste petrol and 
destroy wireless sots. 

Convoying and anti-submarine pat- 
rolling constituted the work upon which 
thoy ^ero alleged to be engaged, and 
one fine morning they set forth to down 
some careless Hun. They should have 
known instinctively that fate hold no- 
thing good in store for them, because 
the engine started at the first attempt, 
a thing which had never happened 
before, and thoy “took off” with the 
damage amounting to only a punctured 
tail-float and a few broken bracing- 
wires. 

The engine was running wonderfully 
and must have been firing on no fewer 
than six of its nine cylinders, and 
this after an hour’s flight. The thing 
was unheard of. 

Then the sixth cylinder went out on 
strike (sympathetic) and the seaplane 
began to descend. Johnston, acting on 
painfully-gained experience, offered up 
a prayer and waited for the worst. 

Any book dealing with seaplanes will 
toll you that the floats are for alighting 
on, and there are instructors who do 
nothing hut show one how it is done. 
Jackson, however, had ideas of his own, 
and that was no doubt the reason why 
he chose to alight on the plane’s noso in 
preference to its floats. 

In this way the machine entered the 
water and then turned over on its back 
and threw observer Johnston out into 
the main. Meanwhile Jackson had 
managed to extract himself from the 
top piano and dived bravely to rcscuo 
Ins observer. 

Then Johnston rose to the surface 
and found his pilot missing, and dived 
to pluck him from a watery grave. 

With his lungs bursting and his head 
swimming Jackson gave up the search 
and ascended to get a breath of fresh 
air; but every moment was of value 
in a case like this and ho dived again. 

A second or two later Johnston’s head 
emerged for a breath. Ho was a brave 
and determined fellow. Never would 
he give up until every ray of hope had 
vanished. So he plunged under again, 
and this time clutched hold of Jackson, 
and Jackson of him. 

Johnston was elated; so was Jack- 
sqp. Each had effected a rescue ; so 
each was a hero. Under this common 
impression they arrived together at tho 
surface. 


“ Don’t struggle,” gasped Johnston ; 
“ you ’re safe.” 

“Cling to the floats,” ordered Jack- 
son ; “ you ’re rescued.” 

“ Brain affected,” muttered Johnston. 

“ Must he wandering,” murmured 
Jackson. 

* * * 

Do not mention rescues to Jackson 
or to Johnston, if you value either your 
personal beauty or your comfort. 

CONCERT RECONSTRUCTION. 

It is gratifying to note, from an ac- 
count of a recent concert at the Albert 
Hall, that an effort is being made to 
break down the old barriers of con- 
straint between performers and list- 
eners, platform and auditorium. But 
organisation is needed to establish this 
friendly co-operation on a broad basis. 
Isolated attempts are not enough ; we 
need wholesale conceit reconstruction. 
And if it bo asked what is the goal we 
should aim at we can give no better 
answer than in an imaginative forecast 
of the ideal programme in the form of 
a notice modelled, in regard to style, 
on the impeccable diction of the musical 
critic of The Momimj Post : — 

“ Tho Old J leans Hall was packed 
to repletion last night on the occasion 
of the annual concert of Jill*. Charles 
Oldacro, the popular manager, a di- 
versified and interesting programme 
being presented for tho doloctation of 
his appreciative patrons. Conformably 
with the now established rule instruc- 
tion went hand-in baud with recreation, 
and tho artistic importance of the 
various items rendered was enhanced 
by the spirit of co-operation manifested 
by performers and audience. The en- 
tertainment was prefaced by a sparkling 
address on tho use of stinging-nettles 
as a heat-producer in times of coal- 
shortage, by Sir Guy Coughdrop, fol- 
lowed by a momentous and memor- 
able rendition of the Overture to the 
‘ Flying Dutchman,’ under the inspir- 
ing LkUoii of Sir Joseph Plank, wear- 
ing the uniform of a Commodore of 
the K.N.V.R. Madame Blara Tutt, 
who was greeted with applause of 
exceptional volume and intensity, de- 
livered a charming little causer ie on 
tho possibility of a scientilic knowledge 
of tho Unseen, and concluded by draw- 
ing a pig with her eyes shut, which 
was at once put up to auction and sold 
for twenty-live guineas for the benefit 
of the Society for Compulsory Deep 
Breathing in the Potteries. 

“Several members of the audience con- 
tributed to tho gaiety of tho gathering by 
anecdotes, conundrums and imitations 
of well-known performers, in particular 
the travesty of Signor Marmosetti, the 


famous pianist, and his simian eccen- 
tricities, evoking demonstrations of un- 
restrained merriment. The lights were 
several times turned completely down, 
which greatly added to the hilarity of 
the audience. Mr. Herbert Sturgeon 
supplemented Jiis violin solo — Bach’s 
meritorious ‘ Chaconne ’ — with a horn- 
pipe which he both danced and played, 
a gratifying tour de force which was 
highly relished; and Mr. Robert Glad- 
ford enormously enhanced tho vocal 
verisimilitude of his rendition of 4 O 
ruddier than the cherry ’ by his tasteful 
make-up as 4 the giant Polyphonic,’ in 
which he achieved a literally huge suc- 
cess. But perhaps the greatest and 
most legitimate success of the concert 
was that of Madame Blara Tutt, who, 
on being oncorod in the famous temper- 
ance song, ‘Band Hope and Glory,’ 
insisted on her accompanist singing the 
encore verso while sho officiated at tho 
keyboard. 

“ A delightful interlude was provided 
by tho exhibition of films showing the 
larynxes of various eminent vocalists 
during the performance of their favour- 
ite songs. Tho second pait of tho 
programme presented as its salient 
items Bach’s second lliudenhurg con- 
certo, with strategical comments by Sir 
Joseph Plank, and the presentation of 
prizes won in tho Athletic Sports of 
the North Balharn Tolstoyan League, 
by Miss Astra Carmel, tho renowned 
esoteric soprano.” 

“WHAT TIIK LABOUR PARTY DOES 
FOR WOMEN. 

How it Strikes a Soldier’s Wife.*’ 
Evening News (Labour Party Column). 

The Labour Party may look out for 
reprisals when tho soldier’s wife’s hus- 
band comes home. 

“There were anti-dynastic demonstrations 
in Berlin when several famous Hohenzollern 
states in under limit'll were smashed.” 

Indian Paper. 

They were evidently caught napping. 

“ On Thursday morning of last week a 

public mark of respect was paid to Mr. , 

of Fallagherinc, by a large number of young 
pigs turning out armed with spades and at 

once startod digging out Mr. \s large field 

of potatoes .” — Tyrone Gturier. 

We trust Mr. Prothero will make a 
note of this, in the present shortage of 
agricultural labour. 


“ The Ministry [of Food] are trying to de- 
velop new sources of milk supply, and for the 
purpose intend to make use of the motor- 
lorries the military authorities are about to 
release . ” — Manchester Guardian . 

“ Wanted, youth to milk and wash motor- 
car.” — Local Paper . 

“The cow with the iron tail” — latest 
models. 
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THE NEW REPORTING. 

[A suggestion by one who fools that tho 
conventional “Applause” and “Hear, Hear” 
convoy an inadequate idea of the variety and 
colour of the interjections at an average elec- 
tion meeting. J 

“ Grntlkmkn, we aro now, if I may 
say so — (disturbance in north-oast cor- 
ner of the hall, with shouts of “ Oo are 
you a-shovin’ of?" and various incon- 
sequent repartees) — wo aro now in the 
proud and fortunate position of having 
overthrown our enemies — (“ You didn’t 
do much!” followed by a freo fight 
under tho platform) — and having estab- 
lished, let us hope — (piercing woman’s 
voice : “ Wot abaht my son Jack ? ” ) — 
once and for all — (small boy bursts into 
vociferous lamentation as his father 
explains to him the precise domestic 
programme for tho evening if ho doesn't 
sib still) — upon a sure and lasting 
foundation — (here Albert Maclsaacs, 
junior, gives his celebrated imitation of 
a donkey’s “Hee-haw,” which is re- 
ceived with prolonged applause and 
shouts of “ Encore ! ”) — those principles 
of justice and tolerance — (jumping 
cracker in the gallery) — equality and 
fair play — (“The old ’un's drinking 
your glass of water, guvnor! ”) — which 


have always boon and, I trust, will 
always he the glory of tho British 
Empire — (loud cheers from tho two 
front rows, evidently stationed there for 
the purpose) and which it is now our 
hope and desire — (bass voice from tho 
back: “ Wot abaht boor ?” and murmurs 
of interest and approval)— -to extend to 
tho world at largo. (Subdued cheers 
from tho two front rows, who realise 
that their previous demonstration was 
premature.) Those sentiments, gentle- 
men, aro nob my own — (“Never 
thought they were”)- -they aro the 
nation’s — (“ Are you going to hang 
Bill Kaisku ? ”) — they are in the air — 
(shower of flour and pepper from tho 
gallery) — they cry aloud in tho streets 
— (sudden commotion aS a small dog, 
violently kicked from behind, runs 
yelping down tho passage) — they will 
not bo silenced — (concertina solo, with 
unauthorised variations as the instru- 
ment is swayed to and fro by rival 
factions) — they aro shared by the 
humble Slav and the lowly Jugo - 
(“Throe choors for tho Jugos!”) --as 
woli as by that illustrious and far-seeing 
statesman— (great uproar, during which 
two Bolsheviks, ono unimpeachable 
patriot, and one timid man who was 
between thorn are removed to hospital) 


- Professor Masahyk; and we may bo 
as suro as wo are that to-morrow’s sun 
will rise — (“Wait and see !” followed 
instantly by shrill cat-calls and a voice, 
“ Where ’s poor old Asquith ? ”) — that 
those principles will prevail - ( “ Oo 
poached tho had egg?” and much 
laughter as a local joke runs in whispers 
round tho hall) and even in our own 
time — (diversion by an elector’s baby, 
who shrieks for nourishment and is con- 
soled amid a movement of sympathetic 
interest in tho vicinity) — Truth and 
Eight will take their place, supreme and 
unchallenged, upon the throne of tho 
universe. (Dead silence, for tho front 
honchos are not going to be taken in 
this time.) - 

A Tale for tho Horse-Marines. 

4 ‘ The pirates wore chased and thrashed in 
many a hot fight when Kngl sli seamen won 
their spurs.” — Times, 

“ ITis widow . . . predeceased him.” 

Canadian Taper, 

Very forward of her. 

“ At tho iHld dance there wan a band, oral 
t decorations, an elaborate supper, and ehani- 
I pagne.” — Daily Taper. , 

I Wc like “ oral decorations.” Much loss 
| vulgar than flowers of speech. 
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NOT A CASE FOR URGENCY. 

Jlomnum . “Who is going to be executed?’' Hoad mender. “It's Peterkin, the sorcerer.” 

Horseman. “Well, I suppose I’d better hasten. I have a reprieve for him from tiie Kino.” 

Jloadmender . “There’s no hurry, Master. The executioners are on strike and a plumber has taken on the .job.” 


TIIE FROCK-COATS. 

Furnishing a flat in the piping times 
of peace — I mean the kind of peace 
that precedes war, not that which 
follows it and plunges us into elections 
and other costlinosses — furnishing even 
then was no particular joke ; but with- 
in the past few weeks it has been a 
test of fortitude equal almost to mar- 
tyrdom. Everything is not only dearer 
but scarcer ; and the War excuse is put 
forward so often that one is a thousand 
times a day at the end of all patience. 
I am convinced that placards ought to 
be preparod by some enterprising linn 
of printers, to be suspended from the 
nocks both of salesmen and customers, 
just to make shopping a little loss, 
arduous. For a salesman something 
like this : — 

We are wholly blameless as to the j 
height of prices and lowness of \ 
stoqk, to defective quality and ! 
broken promises. This is a j 
perfectly -managed firm, but the : 
War has disorganised every - i 
thing. I 


and for tho customer : — 

ricase don't mention cither the 
War or the reace. Show me 
what you have without refer- 
ence to what you have not. 
Above all don't say anything 
about the cheapness that used 
to be, because that breaks my 
heart. 

In default of those placards I have 
had a very painful time among the 
Frock-coats in whose hands tho retail 
furnishing trade reposes ; and I have 
“priced ” so many articles beyond my 
means that it has become a positive 
agony to enter any well - appointed 
room. All my old content to be stand- 
ing before the lire or installed in an arm- 
chair waiting for dinner to be announced 
has now turned to gall and envy. 
“ Good Heavens ! ” I say to myself as 
my eye perceives tho hearth-rug , 41 how 
on earth can lie afford that ? ” Or, 
“ That cabinet,” I ponder, “ would cer- 
tainly be two hundred pounds to-day.” 
And the same carking jealousy and 
curiosity ruins the dinner, however good 
it may be. “ If only I could have got 


a table like this ! ” “Those chairs must 
have cost a fortune.” 

Very special qualilications go to a 
furnishing Frock-coat. lie must com- 
bine deference with persuasiveness, 
eloquence with the machinery of can- 
dour, and he must disguise any dejection 
he feels. Some Frock-coats merely indi- 
cate the way to other Frock-Coats, or 
call a Frock-coat to come and be useful, 
thornselves remaining near the door; 
some take you in charge themselves and 
are equally powerful in all departments. 
It is amusing, on entering an establish- 
ment, to speculate as to which kind of 
Frock-coat it is going to be. That 
is, howover, the end of one’s amuse- 
ment. 

My own greatest difficulty was over 
a desk — something a little exceptional; 
not with three drawers each side and a 
covering of dark green leather ; not a 
bureau, not an escritoire, but an inter- 
esting desk, a desk with secret drawers ; 
and it was in the pursuit of this elusive 
article that I made my closest studies 
of tho Frock-coats, because I explored, I 
am certain, thirty establishments and 
went for prodigious walks with them 
in each. One indeed boasted of eight 
acres of furniture floors, and I can 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.— December 18, 1918. 


British Made. 





Safety Razor ^ 


The only safety razor costing less 
than a guinea that can be stropped 
without removing the blade. 

The “ 7 o’clock ” gives a beautifully smooth shave 
because you always have a perfect edge on the 
blade. The stropping is done in the simple 
old-fashioned way. As a result you obtain each 
time an edge of which any barber might be proud. 

The illustration on ihe left shows the razoT in position 
for shaving. With a single touch of the finger it springs 
open into position for stropping or cleaning as shown in 
the illustration on the right. It is so simple that nothing 
can go wrong. it is so satisfactory that many men, 
to whom price is not an object, use it in preference to 
the most expensive razor that money can buy 

Of all high-class dealers throughout the world. 


Heavily silver-plated razor, complete 
in handsome case, with strop in 
hinged partition, and 6 finest 
lancet steel blades //v 

(as illustrated) - - XV// O 

Sole Manufactures: The Prnpiietors of the 
*• 7 o’clock" Safety Razor, 6i, New Oxford 
Street, London, W.tJ. 
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CIGARETTE 
SITUATIONS No. 1. 

The weight is lifted — Arma- 
geddon is no more— and the 
discomfort of the battlefield 
gives place to “home and 
beauty.” 

Iii moments of retrospection — to 
make enjoyment fuller smoke Ariston 
Cigarettes. For there is no greater 
aid to calm deliberation than the full 
satisfying wreaths of Oriental frag- 
rance exhaled from an Ariston. 

None but the choicest Macedonian to- 
baccos, chosen and blended with scrupu- 
lous care, are used in the manufacture 
of Ariston Cigarettes. 

A > range with your tobacconist to send a regular supply 
to your Naval or Military Fra n l abroad. Quantities of 
200 are duty fiee&cart iage paid . A nston\No. 10—17!-, 
Aiiston Gold Tipped— / 7/-, or Neb-Ka No. 2-ISI-. 

Obtainable from nil higli.ctass tobacconists or fioin 

MURATTI'S, Ltd., 

West Furl Depot, 28 , Piccadilly, Lo idem, \\\ 


A rlaton No. 10. Large, 
Dubec. 

100-11/. 50-5/6 *5-2/10A 

Ariston Gold Tipped 

( 22 ct. ) Medium Dubec. 
100-11/- 50—5/6 ao -2 3 


ARISTON 

Cigarettes. 


Ariston Dellcat for those 
who | uefer a small Gigantic, 
ioo- 8/6 50 -4/3 25-2 1 1 

Neb-Ka No. 2 large 
Turkish. 

100 —IO/- 50 3/- 
20 — 2 /- 10 - 1 ,- 


n. MUKATT 1 , SONS & CO. LTD., Manchester, London, Paris, New York. 





♦}» ♦J* ♦}* ♦$* ♦$* *£♦ *£♦ ♦♦♦ *t* *1* *1* *** *t 4 *v 4 4 t 4 *+* K* 

* _ _ *> 


SPINK® SON 

DIAMOND MERCHANTS 

Established 1772. 

FINE JEWELS 

Purchased for CASH or VALUED. 

Also ANTIQUE SILVER, MINIATURES 
GOLD or ENAMEL BOXES etc. & other 
ITEMS of ANTIQUARIAN INTEREST 


* 


Jewels or Plate can be safely sent per registered post insured 

1 7 © 1 8 PICCADILLY, LONDON, W. 1 . 


i 


ACTIVE SERVICE CONDITIONS have proved 
/\ more conclusively than ever the all-round good 
/V qualities of “AZA” Khaki Shirts. They are 
healthful and non-irritant, durable, soft and unshrink- 
able -the essential qualities to satisfaction in wear. 
Thev are obtainable ready-to-wear or madc-to-incasure 
in regulation shade, and in standard and heavy weights 

OF HIGH-CLASS OUTFITTERS. 


Standard 

Wright 


15 9 


M'nuld you be unable to obtain, unite to 
the Mannfaiturcis foi name and add less 
of most suitable Retailer:— 

Wm. Hot 1.JNS& Co., I .to. [Tiadc oit/yj, 
25W, Newgate St., London, E.C. t. 



OOSStStrtP&fBSii^^ 

Town Dirt 

has the same bad effect on dark clothes 
as on light one^, only you may not 
notice it so easily. 

Take advantage of the Achille Serre 
Service. Send your suits and overcoats 
regularly to Achille Serre— let Achille 
Serre remove all spots and stains, creases 
and “ baggincss" from your garments, and 
tailor-press them into their original shapes. 


(Regd. Trade Mark.) 


II 




Achille Serrei* 


Head Office: 

Hackney Wick, London, E. 9 

Telephone : East 3710 (4 lines). 
Branches and Agents everywhere. 


Write for Illustrated j 
Hook let which gives j 
Pri'ces, List of \ 
H ranches, & Particu - j 
lars of our Service, j 


F 65 
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believe ifc. But in no rod, pole or perch 
of them was there the kind of desk I 
wanted; every other, but not mine. 

Thoy ranged between desks to write 
love-letters at and desks to give em- 
ployees a month's notice from ; but at 
none could any real literary work be 
attempted. 

The Frock-coats listened just like 
angels, profoundly interested and under- 
standing, a little leaning my way. They 
twisted their moustaches and their 
eyes lighted ; and then they dashed the 
hopes that they had raised. In a vast 
building in the Tottenham Court Koad, 
for example, I put the problem to a 
Frock-coat of so much more than com- 
mon bcnovolenco and, on the face of 
him, intelligence, that I was at last 
confident. “ I know exactly what you 
want," lie said. “ Not an oflico desk, but 
a desk you could have in a sitting-room." 

“ Yes," I said. 

“ With plenty of drawors," ho con- 
tinued, “and possibly a cupboard." 

“That is it precisely,” I said. 

“ Not conventional, 1 ’ he pursued. 

I agreed. 

“ Mahogany," he said. 

T agreed again. 

“ And old," ho went on. 

“ Absolutely," I said, in a stato of 
fevor. 

“ Well," ho replied, “ I haven't got 
one." 

But I think I preferred his methods 
to those of the Frock-coats who also 
know exactly what I wanted, but who 
had sold the last only yesterday ; and 
quite a number of them said that. It 
is astonishing what sales can occur in 
furniture shops yesterday. That, I have 
discovered, is the real day for trade. 

ANOTHER BREAKFAST-TABLE TRAGEDY. 

“ Have some anchovy paste on your 
toast and marge," said Lois hospitably. 

“There’s no marmalade, no jam, no 

honoy, no syrup, no nothing. Anchovy Major . “Why didn’t you uiallkruju mb? 1 ' 

paste is an institution in this house, s Wninj . “I didn’t know who you was, Siu.” 

as ifc drowns the taste of marge more 
effectively than anything else I know, them rather well, so that conversation , the handmaid, hurst in without the 
I always put it on thick." on such a vital matter as food is always ! semblance of a preliminary tap. Her 

She demonstrated. It was certainly frank and open. , frightened glance swept the breakfast- 

thick; no margarine however aggres- “What we do now," Lois told me, j table and fastened dazedly on the mar- 
sive could have hoped to hold its own when they had mentioned conclusively j garine dish, now all hut emptied of its 
against ifc. * that visitors expecting butter in that . contents. 

“ I 'in not one of those people who house would jolly well bring their own, I “ Oh, Ma’am ! " she gasped, 
pretend they don’t mind marge," went “is to save it all until the week-end | “What on earth’s the matter, Co- 
on Lois. “ Affectation, I call it. I think and then have a real blow-out. It ’s ( cilia? " asked Lois rather stiffly. 

I *ve missed the butter more than any- something to look forward to all the i “Oh, lor! ^ Now 1 bin an’ gorn an’ 

thing, and when we get as much as week. To-day ’s only Wednesday, isn’t ! done it ! That thoro was the butter ! " 
we want again " ifc?" She sighed deeply. : No one spoke. Ifc was not a moment 

41 Meantime," l put in gently, “ don’t “ What a mercy it is," said my host , for speech. With a low slow sol) Lois 
I, as an honoured guest, get a small genially, “ that you are going on Friday, i turned her head aside so that she, 
portion of your ounce per head of Wouldn’t it be awful to have to sit and I should not see her plate, where stoo^l 
butter ? " watch us oat all our butters ? " j the last square inch of her second slice 

They explained witli remarkable “ Awful ! " agreed Lois. | of toast, fclie butter of it plastered beyond 

unanimity that I did not. I know It was just at that point that Cecilia, i recognition with anchovy paste. 







4io 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[December 18, 1918. 


HOW HE UlD HIS BIT. 

This is to bo an account of Dixenham’s patriotic activity 
during tho War. We all liked him on account of his inno- 
conco and his ardent dosiro to do something which should 
enable him to give an answer to tho question, “Daddy, 
what did you do in the Great War?” It was extremely 
unlikely that that question would ever bo put to him save 
in tho way of jest, for ho was fifty-two years old, and his 
family consisted of one married daughter who was at 
present living with her father and knew all his doings 
intimately. Still, as Dixonharn said, you never could tell. 
Besides, a man’s conscience might render his life un- 
beartible. 

Acting on these principles, Dixonharn joined the Volun- 
teers during tho lirst ardour of that admirable movement ; 
but his lameness was a terrible handicap to him, and 
when ho realised that ho was only impeding the rest 
ho felt it his duty to rotire and seek some fresh field in 
which to develop his energies. When tho local Tribunals 
wore instituted Dixonharn was at first very angry. It 
seemed to him to argue a strange lack of patriotism that 
men who wore called up to join the colours should seek 
safety by appealing to these bodies. But when Moles worth, 
his own gardener, got a notico and was passed A 1 , fit for 
general service, and was given a bare month to sot his 
affairs in order, why, then matters assumed rather a 
different aspect. It was hard, lie argued, that Moles- 
worth, his only gardener, should bo taken while two neigh- 
bouring gardeners wore spared, and he paid no attention 
to the fact that both of them wore seriously ruptured. 
Ruptures did not altor principles. 

In complaints like these his vexation spent itself, without 
appearing to make any impression on the stony hearts of 
the gentlemen of the Tribunal. 

Not long afterwards I happened to he taking a walk 
past Dixenham’s garden, and there I behold tho man 
himself in his shirt-slooves digging for all ho was worth, 
and bearing all the outward signs which indicate a gardener. 
As I passed ho hailed mo. 

“Surprised, aren’t you, to see me at work? Well, it’s 
quito true that hitherto I haven’t boon much of a gardener 
myself. Wo loft it all to Molosworth. Now lie s joinod 
up, and I had to consider what ought to bo done. I put an 
advertisement in tho local paper, hut didn’t got an answer. 
Then suddenly it occurred to mo that if I did it myself I 
should kill two birds with one stone. First, I should get 
tho garden carried on, and, secondly, I should ho doing 
war- work, for 1 should ho working in substitution for a 
man who had been compelled to join the army.” 

“ War-work?” I said. “ What you’re doing isn’t war- 
work.” And I endeavoured to explain to him what war- 
work really ni'oant, and that, at any rate, it could not and 
did not mean such work as ho was then doing for himsolf 
alone. 

Dixonharn is an obstinato man, and it took a long 
time to porsuado him, Even to the last I am suro he felt a 
self-righteous glow when ho took oil his coat and waist- 
coat and complained of tho weather. 

Shortly before tho Armistico was signed he had arranged 
to carry on with his bodily presence and activity the little 
business of a sweet shop. 

“ It ’s a one-man businoss,” he said, 11 if ever there was 
one, for its proprietor is a woman and quito incompetent 
at that.” 

• Nothing more muddle-headed over come out of Hanwell, 
hut the intention was good and patriotic, and when the 
final reckoning is made it may bo that the intention counts 
for more than anything else. 


THE RETURN. 

Into tho home-side wood, tho long straight aisle of pines, 

I turned with a slower step than ever my youth-timo knew ; 
Dusk was gold in tho valley, grey in the deep-cut chinos, 
And bolow, liko a dream afloat, was the quiet sea’s fading 
blue. 

Oh, it was joy to see the still night folding down 

Over tho simple fields I loved, saved by tho sacred dead, 
Playmates and friends of mine, brothers in camp and town, 
Tho loyal hearts that leapt at the word that England said. 

I paused by the cross-roads’ sign, for a tinkling sound rang 
clear, 

Tho small sharp sound of a bell away up tho western road ; 
And presently out of the mist, with clank and clattor of gear, 
Rumbled tho carrier’s cart with its tilt and its motley 
load : — • 

The old grey horse that moved in the misty headlight’s gleam, 
Tho carrier crouched on his seat, with the bell-boy porched 
asfcrido, 

Voices from under tho tilt, and laughter — was it a dream, 
Or was 1 awake and alive, standing there by tho cross- 
roads’ side ? 

So I came to the village street whore glinting lights shone 
fair, 

Tho little homely lights that make the glad tears start ; 
And I knew that ono was yearning and waiting to welcome 
me there, 

She tiiat is mother in blood and steadfast comrade in 
heart. 

Oh, but my youth swept back liko the tide to a thirsty shore, 
Or tho little wind at dawn that heralds the wash of rain ; 
And I ran, I ran, with a song in my heart to tho unlatched 
door, 

I rotu rned to the gontlo breast that had nursed me— a 
boy again ! . .. 

LABOll OMNIA VINGIT . 

(From “ The Times ” of December 18 th, 1920.) 

The deadlock in the radium industry, involving three 
hundred thousand operatives, has, we are glad to an- 
nounce, been satisfactorily terminated by tho intervention 
of the Prime Minister, when all efforts of the Conciliation 
Boards and Industrial Councils had failod. 

Tho men demanded a reduction of the hours of labour 
from three to two hours daily and a hundred por cent, 
increase in their wages on the special rate guaranteed last 
June. As this meant tho abandonment of the Throe Hours 
Act and would rendor the profitable working of tho radium 
mines impossible, tho task of settlement might well have 
discouraged the most adroit industrial diplomatist. Not 
so the Prime Minister, who lias staved off the impending 
striko by tho following masterly compromise : — Henceforth, 
beginning on January 1st, 1921, the hours of labour are 
to bo reduced to two-and-a-quarter hours daily, while the 
wagos are to bo raised ninety-eight per cent, on the special 
rate. The men, though not enthusiastic over the decision, 
profess thoir readiness to give the scheme a trial for three 
months, without prejudice to further demands on the basis 
of the one-liour day and a minimum wage of £10 weekly. 

“The captain of gendarmerie said tho Empress [German] was 
fairly cheerful, but spoke little. On arriving at Maasbcrgen she com- 
plained of the bitter sold.” — Daily Sketch . 

If looks as if they have “ Government ale ” in Holland too. 
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Disillusioned War wife. "WKLL, JlM, YOU MAY THINK YOU LOOK MORE DISTANGY, rut if YOU WANT mb TO STEAK THE TRUTH I 
PREFER \OU IN YER KHAKI.” 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE vvitli moro than a suspicion of the happy Cranford flavour. 

, * Hero aro littlo loosely connected sketches of a Cotswold 

{By Mr. Punch s Staff of Learned Clerks.) village -the kind of hook for which there is plenty of room 

Few books dealing with the reflective aspect of the world and which interprets the spirit of one littlo corner of our 
tragedy have seemed to mo more quietly satisfactory than England to another. 1 couldn’t help comparing this work 
the slender volume, At Home in the- War (Hkikemann), with a late study by Miss Siifjla Kay e-Smith of a Sussex 
in which Mr. G. S. Street has recorded the thoughts and village. Of course Cotswolds, however dear, can hold no 
emotions, during the past four years, of one whom circtttn- candle to Sussex ; but tho two chroniclers have different 
stance has forced into tho position of looker-on. it is methods. Miss Kayk-Smith is a realist ; she gives you tho 
long since I first mot Mr. Street as gentle essayist; lie “warts and all.” No retouching of the negative for her. T 
has nover appeared to bettor advantage than in these get an impression from INI iss Harker that tho Cotswolds 
eminently sane and common-sensible musings. At times are a little too good to ho true. And can it he that the in- 
frankly personal, you have here the intimate yet con- dulgont author really liked the little idiot on the wrapper? 
sidered talk of a middle-aged observer of life, who from a 

position a little withdrawn lias been watching the changes In The Dardanelles Campaign (Nisuet) Mr. 11. W. Nev- 
that have come over everything that makes up our world, inson does not pretend to tell us much that is new about tho 
His chapters measure this development (so plainly marked glorious and tragic struggle, but rather from a distance of 
in retrospect), from “The First Emotions” and “The time sufficient for perspective, yet with the freshness of an 
Great Response,” down through all the varied reactions eye-witness, lie aims to picture it clearly and as a coherent 
of the war-years to tho call-up of the fathers. Quotation whole. Certainly he succeeds more than well, oven if we 
would bo tho only right tribute, and for that I have no space, hesitate to accept his publishers’ claim to what they call 
One closes this most companionable littlo hook, regretting “ the substantive account,” whatever that may mean. It 
that it appeared too soon (almost by a matter of days) to seems as if tho lighting in tiic Gallipoli peninsula is to he 
round off its strange and eventful history by a record of more written over than any other equal section of the War, 
The Amazing End. mainly, one supposes, because it so catches tho imagination, 

* the margin between failure and success having again and 

Tho paper wrapper of Children of the dear Cotswolds again boon so detestably small. It is a virtue in Mr. 
(Murray), by L. Allen* Harker, nearly put mo off my Nevinson’h history that this dramatic quality in his subject, 
stroke on the tee — and you know what a mood that though he never loses sight of it, is not so overstrained as to 
engenders. Tho picturo of a child, for whom drowning in destroy the balance of a straightforward piece of writing, 
its bath would have been too lenient a penalty for being He is an out-and-out supporter of tho campaign, yet cvei\ 
such an object, should be removed by any bookseller who here advocacy does not run away with him, And the 
doos not want doad stock on his hands. Inside there is journalist’s tendency to sit in judgment is not too evident, 
plenty of good stuff — a little over-sentimental perhaps, but Altogether this is a desirable addition to the Dardanelles 
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shelf. Mr. Nevinson’s maps, one might add, are much duty. This is not to say that Bartimeus is a plagiarist — 
better than his illustrations. far from it. He has to describe such characters and such 

- events as Mr. Kipling has taught ns to associate with his 

“ Sapper” in The Human Touch (Hodder and Stougii- name, and naturally enough Bartimeus catches something 
ton) disobeys — as usual- every law ever laid down on of his infectious manner. There they are, then, all the 
44 How to write a Short Story,” and— as usual — triumphs good old “ gadgets ” — the oracular tone, the short sentence 
completely over the pundits and pedagogues. Here lie flaming with portent and loaded with meaning beyond the 
pursues his digressive way as generously as over; at one capacity of any ordinary uncurtailed sentence, tho cool 
moment ho is as serious as judges used to be, and before you unruffled determination with which great deeds are pcr- 
havo had timo to fall into lino with his mood he breaks out formed. If one may say it of a writer who is so saturated 
into the most delightful drolleries. But whatever his mood with sea-water, Bartimeus is a daisy for short stories of 
may be he retains a very true sense of vision. The present sailor-men and their ways of speech and action. All these 
hour has for him its splendid and its sordid aspects; but, are well to the fore in The Navy Eternal (Hodder and 
grrfhd or grimy, its significance lies for him in its power to Stoughton). I like particularly the story of the commander 
make or mar tho future af our race. Study “ Tho Educa- of a submarine (English) who had been aimed at by a 
tion of Bunny Smith” and you will see what I mean ; or seaplane (Gorman) and all but hit. “Maria,” said he out 
read of the devotion of John Mayhem, sometime lecturer on of the perspective of machinery ami motionless figures 
Higher Mathematics at Oxford, to Shorty Mill , who thought awaiting death, “ Maria, give tho gentleman a bag of nuts.” 
that Oxford professors cleaned their black-boards by the 

simple, if insanitary, method of spitting upon them. Perhaps Miss Jessie Douglas Kerruisii has more than a passing 


hero and there one can j 
detect a slight note of bit- 
terness sounding in these 
stories, and I hope that 
41 Sapper ” will be careful 
not to indulge it. For bis 
work as it stands to-day is 
both a stimulus to thought 
and an incentive to loyalty. 

I have tho feeling that 
there must surely h<3 some 
secret behind The Choices 
of an Etonian (Lank) which 
would explain how it came 
to bo published. ' If, for ex- 
ample, Mr. Horace Buck- 
ley, the author, is still a 
schoolboy, or at most a 
very young man, one would 
suffer his cruditios for tho 
sake of better work to 
Otherwise I see no 
As a story the 



K AU? 


‘In what way was tins man insuhknt to you, Siokokant 


come, 
excuse, 
thing is both amateur 


OJjior. 

Major?’’ 

Sergeant-Major* “Sir, on kntkrinu hit five at ten a.m. on THE 

FIFTEENTH TN8TANT I TOONl) THE ACCUSED DY1NO IN HKD AT MKl" 


“j acquaintance with Persia 
and tho East. Moreover, 
the tricks and ruses of the 
characters in The Girl from 
Kurdistan (Hodder and 
Stoughton) show an in- 
genuity in the author which 
is truly Oriental in itself. 
On the other hand her in- 
cidental attempt at the 
Scottish manner and diction 
is of such indifferent effect 
as to suggest that she has 
not the gift of sizing up a 
people on a superficial study. 
I find difficulty in so much 
as hinting in this short 
notice at the half-dozen 
plots of the book’s three 
hundred and fifty closely- 
printed pages; further, 1 
confess to a somewhat 


vague and incoherent un- 
derstanding at times as to 

construction and almost he- ■ what was happening, so rapid were the twists and turns of 
wilderingly pointless. It makes false start* that lead the story, so cryptic and elliptic the explanations offered 
nowhere. To this hour tho meaning (if any) of the titlo by the Eastern characters. In its broad outlines tho book 
altogether eludos me. Shall wo bother about the plot? follows tho loves of three several couples; the delays 
Maurice llalc had to leave Eton because of the financial they underwent by reason of local “incidents” between 
disasters of his parent; but, the family fortunes being the East and the West, and tho climax achieved during a 
restored, he (surely* not very probably) resumed bis posi- thorough -going riot in the city of Teheran, wherein there 
tion there, and the hook accordingly became a school was much quiet humour and all the protagonists came 
story till the outbreak of war allowed us some trench perilously near boing eliminated in a bunch. Its broad 
chapters for a finish. Those were so conspicuously the outlines, however, arc not tho book’s main recommendation; 
most vital part of tho tale as to suggest a picture of it is to be read for its thousand-aiul-one incidents. Unless, 
Mr. Buckley himself enduring their horrors. In which then, you are so impatient a reader as to be put off by 
case all shall he forgiven. Otherwise I should have winged having to discover for yourself who, for example, the Shah - 
words to speak about a style that suggests either that tho zadch Khanoum may be, or unless you are the sort of person 
last proof-reader had been called up, or that tho onco who will be annoyed to find that it was only Miss Janet all 
fastidious Bodley Hoad had unaccountably nodded. When the time, and you were oxpected to know it but didn’t, my 
wo read (of the departure of visitors after a school function), advice is to give the book a thorough reading. 

44 Tho arrival of taxis brings tho family touch to its curtain : ■— ■■■■■■j..- ■■ .-.v-jj 

stage ” — well, as the poet says, 44 there must surely be some- “ Gentleman will sell wedding suit, twice worn.”— The Bazaar . 
thing somewhere” to account lor it. \y e trust this is not a case of bigamy. 

I suspect that Bartimeus, that prolific and forcible writer, j was talking of that never-to-be-dreamt-about-onough day 
unuat be rather tired of boing compared with Mr. Kipling ; Jack comes running up the garden path all 'the way from Mesopo- 
but it has to be done, and no reviewer who omitted to draw tamia ."—Home Notes . 

attention to the likeness would feel that he had fulfilled his This refers, of course, to the Garden of Eden. 
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The Berlin Bourse Gazette tells us 
that an inventory of tho ex-Kaiser’s 


any conspiracy to keep his name out elimination of what was known in pro- 


of the Press. 


war days as tho German bogey. 

:Je :I: 

With reference to tho retirement of 


that an inventory of tho ex-Kaiser’s Geuoral Von Kluck has explained to With reference to tho retirement of 
wardrobe shows that ho has 593 suits, a Swedish business man how he came Commander S. Bladen, of tho L.C.C. 

This would not of course include his to loso the Battle of the Marno. Tho Fire Brigade, it is not true that a 

going-away suit. accepted theory that tho previous farowcll lire is to bo arranged in his 

*** wook’s edition of Land and Water failed honour. + * 

With reference to the column set to roach him in time is now exploded. * 

aside in The Daily Mail for tho Labour *** As the result of a slight indisposition 1 

Party, wo now learn that the Libour People in search of quiet and amuse- Dr. Solf’s hi- weekly resignation is 
Party wish it to be distinctly postponed till Friday. 


understood that thoy accept 
no responsibility for tho views 
expressed in other parts of the 
paper. * * 

“From January 1st,” says 
a Railway Order, “ all parcels 
must bear tho address of the 
consignee and the name of the 
destination station.” Tho old 
system by which you showed 
tiie parcel the name of every \ « 
station you came to, and put jK 
it out if it barked, has been 'n| 
definitely discarded. A J 

In the Dublin Court a pris- M 
oner swore at llio judge, as- ‘Jr I 
saulted counsel and, while be- fj, 
ing removed from the court, 
shouted “Good Bye-c-o.” This, \ 
we believe, almost amounts to + 
contempt of court in Ireland. ' 

V 

A new book, Napoleon as a 
Journalist , 1ms just been pro- 
duced by a French publishing 
house. A companion volume, 

A Journalist as Napoleon , is 
already being talked of in 
Printing House Square. 

* * ‘ 

Two men have been arrested 
for impersonating Sinn Feiners 
during the election. We should 
hate to bo mistaken for Sinn 
Feiners, but they seem to have 
dono it on purposo. 


** :|s As the result of a slight indisposition ' 

People in search of quiet and amuse- Dr. Solf’s bi-wcekly resignation is 

postponed till Friday. 



W} 
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The Food Production De- ■ ^Q r(Je 

partmentis urging that a week! r c 

should be set apart all over the coun 


Padre ( new to th< job). ‘But wiiy do you ia>ok atomic likk 

THAT?” 

Orderly Man. "I wab only turnin’ my ’kad to sat.utm, Riii. 


“ With tho advent af tho 
motor tractor,” says an Anglo- 
Indian journal, “ tho elephant 
is not so much in demand ns 
hitherto.” But they still make 
excellent paper-weights. 

* * 

* 

“ One hundred and nino 
snakes wero found by two 
labourers on a refuse-heap in 
Burwash,” says a contem- 
porary, “ hut they were only 
small ones.” Wo shudder to 
think what they would havo 
been but for tho Liquor Con- 
trol Board. 

1 

Tho report that a Gorman 
University Professor has ad- 
mitted that ho approved of tho 
War is denied. 

According to tho Munich 
Press a German Army doctor 
has discovered the influou/.a 
bacillus. A suggestion that 
Hindf.nbuuo should renew 
hostilities with tho view of 
trying it on tho Allied armies 
lias not boon well received. 

It is announced that no 
trams or buses will run in 
London on Ohristmas-day after 
4 f.m. Children dining out 
after that hour will have to 
sleep where they drop. 


Orderly Man. 


“Sinn Fein clubs wero early 
11 '* v Ill ‘ at work about tho polls,” said 
r L'he Cork Examiner on tho Monday 


should be sot apart all over the coun- nient in placo of the old air-raid sensa- The Cork Examiner on tho Monday 
try for pigeon shoots. It is reported tions will be pleased to know that the following tho Flection. Their adver 
that six hundred thousand released International Astronomical Bureau an- saries’ polls, it appears, 
flappers are to he employed in putting nounces the discovery of a new comet, 
salt on their tails. 


Racial Development in Africa. 

: \y :: The Geneva Tribune states that “The Nilotic nice is remarkable > for tho dih- 

“On Wednesday,” writes “Tube Trotsky has declared his intention of proportionately Ion;? legs of f h'-ir and 
Tiiavbllkb" in The Daily Mail, -I taking M. Clemenceau’s life This 

was unable to get on to three trains in confirms our contention that Trotsky fc0( .t„rate .”— Prom “ Tim Mark Man'* Part in 
succession. It sounds rather greedy, is not a trustworthy person. the War," by Sir Uahuy It. Joushivs. 


“On Wednesday,” writes “T 
Traveller” in The Daily Mail , 


succession. 


toctnratc .” — From “ Tim Mark Man'* Pari in 
the War" by Sir Uahuy It. Joiishtos. 


Mrs. Lambert, of Edmonton, who is A suburban golf club has decided to From a feuilloton : — 

in her hundred-and-fourth year, told excludo all Germans, naturalised or “ when Anne knocked timidly at tho dori- 
an Exchange representative that she unnaturalised, from membership. Tho with tho jolly ...” 

had never heard of Mr. Li.ovd George, game has already been freed to some Far bettor than using your knuckles 

This is strange, for we have not detected extent from Teutonic inlluonco by tho if you feel nervous. 


VOL. CLV. 
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THE ROAD TO THE HHINE. 

II. — “ Peaceful Penetration.” 

Peaceful penetration, briefly, is the 
art of acquiring practically tho sole use 
of an entire houso and its effects in such 
a manner that tho householder (who 
would normally resent tho intrusion) is 
constrained in tho ond to acknowledge 
a debt of gratitude for the invasion. 

To bo successful in this art of obtain- 
ing tho best billots in tho most unlikely 
places it is essontial that at least one 
of tho company should possess the 
following qualities : — 

1. A genuine horror of discomfort. 

2. A more comprehensive knowledge 
of tho French language than is required 
to turn out such sentences as “ La 
plume de ma m&rc est Ms bonne " 

3. A gentle, cooing, cradle-rocking 
voice. 

0 Company is fortunate enough to 
possess a princo of peaceful penetrators 
in tho person of one Second-Lieu t.Char- 
donal (such is not his name, but ho is our 
first French scholar). Thus, though wo 
continue our march daily to the land 
of the “ Alloyman ” — with the post, 
the newspaper and the all-important 
rations keeping a respectful distanco 
behind us — every night sees us comfort- 
ably housed iii a homo from home. 

Wo arrive, for instance, in a village. 
Tho inhabitants waggle flags. Tho host 
billots being occupied already by people 
who in wartime were usually behind us 
wo plod victoriously on to that quarter 
of tho place whore the Bosch “ requi- 
sition ” has been most rigorous. Of 
course tho lirst thing wo do is to “ look 
after tho men ” — not because wo like 
it or because we bavo read Letters of 
a General to his Sun, but because wo 
know from bitter experience what kind 
of things thoy aro capable of if we leave 
them to look after themselves. Not 
until wo have seen issued that peculiar 
molten boverago called “ Army Tea ” do 
our thoughts turn to our own material 
comfort. Then in silenco wo survey the 
swopt and ungarnished floor set apart 
in tho Company billot for our uso. It 
is a good floor as floors go, hut wo have 
in mind other floors, preforably those 
with beds growing on thorn. 

“Very well,” you say, “nothing 
easier than to go and ask for accom- 
modation from tho inhabitants near 
by.” My dear good Sir (or Madam), 
havo you seen us and ours V Our Com- 
pany Mess is represented by five olli- 
ccrs, five valises (considerably over 
weight), five batmen and a cook (with 
military impedimenta), as well as Mess- 
boxes containing crockery, otc. 

# The mere suggestion that this seeth- 
ing mass of men and material might bo 
included in any ono houso would call 


up visions in the mind of tho stoutest! 
householder of a homo destroyed by a 
brutal soldiery and would indubitably 
lead them to lock up tho silver and 
send for the Mai re. 

It is on this account that we havo 
elaborated tho following system of 
peaceful penetration. Selecting tho 
most likely house capable of accommo- 
dating us all, Socond-Lieut. Chardenal 
takes the lead. The Company Com- 
mander, punctured of all authority, 
fades into insignificance when it comes 
to importuning inhabitants in their 
native tongue. Tho remaindor scatter 
about tho road in artillery formation, 
with tho idea of making a crowd look 
like a couple of disinterested loafers. 
Approaching tho door Chardenal gently 
insinuates a massive and conciliatory 
form. “ Has Madame a room to spare 
where tho English officers could sit 
down? Madame has? Madarno is too 
kind.” Wo wait expectantly. “Pos- 
sibly sho might allow us the uso of the 
room as a Moss ; wo have nowhoro 
else to go. It is kind of Madame; a 
homo from homo would bo most wel- 
come.” 

We arc in. 

Monsieur le Capitaino is introduced 
to Madame, and remarks with a tre- 
mendous effort that “ la guerre est jinie ; 
e'est bon , n'esl-ce pas ? ” after which he 
very wisely relapses into silence. Tho 
campaign recommences. “If it is no 
inconvenience perhaps Madame would 
graciously allow our cook to havo tho 
uso of tho stove in the kitchen. There 
is hut one? Ah, wo could nob think 
of deranging Madame; after all thcro 
aro many worse things than cold food 
in a warm room. What! It will bo 
quite all light? That is most kind of 
Madame. Madarno would like to uso 
the stove as well ? Naturally ; we givo 
Madarno full permission to uso her own 
stove.” 

The ground floor is ours. 

Next tho cook staggers into tho kit- 
chen with his Mess boxes and exchanges 
pleasantries with the youngsters. Mon- 
sieur is given an English cigarette. Hut 
gracious ! who aro all these peoplo in 
Madamo’s kitchen? “Oh, they are 
just a servant or two to help tho 
cook.” They greet Madarno as their 
own mother and tho air is full of 
“Pong jore,” “Mercy,” “Bong poor 
los troops,” “ Alleyman parti ” and 
“ Los sales Alloymans.” 

Tho story of tho Bosch's misdoings 
in the villago fills us with horror ; we 
tell Madarno wo aro (almost) sorry the 
War is over. Monsieur shows us how 
and where they succeeded in “ cach- 
ing” everything from tho rigours of 
tho “ requisition ” until tho Company 
Commander begins to fidget. It is 


getting dark. Ah! Madame has asked 
where we shall sleop. 

“ We — sleep ? Wo hadn’t thought 
of it. Doubtless thoro is a stone floor 
somewhere.” 

The floor? No, no, Madame has a 
bedroom for Monsieur le Capitaino. 

“ Madarno is really too good.” 

Hero tho Company Commander be- 
gins to wax authoritative again and 
gives short sharp orders to bis batman 
concerning his valise. “ What — there 
aro also two other rooms with two 
beds? Oh, no, no, no 1” Cries and 
protests from overwhelmed subalterns ; 
they could not think of it; it would 
derango Madame. Er, could thoy sco 
them? .... 

Wo entertain Monsieur in tho kitchen 
with unlimited ration tobacco, while 
tho sorvants rush our valises up and 
talco possession formally. 

The tohole house is now ours. Tho 
campaign has proceeded according to 
plan. 

* * * * * 

It is eight o’clock. Dinner is served 
in our very own Moss, and Madame 
graciously apologises for entering hor 
own room occasionally. The C.O. has 
been round and remarked, “ Ah, C Com- 
pany has got tho best billets as usual” 
—for which the Company Commander 
modestly takes full crodifc. Madame 
has prepared our salad herself, for 
which, having seen tho hands of the 
company cook, wo aro duly grateful. 
From tho kitchen comes the hum of 
many voices, amongst which can ho 
heard tho constant trill of Madame 
relating hor troubles, the interjection 
from the men of a sympathetic “Ah 
wee, Ah woo” at moro or less appro- 
priate intervals, tho occasional boister- 
ous outbreak of “ No bon, cli ? ” 
“Alloyman no bon,” and tho pre- 
liminary strains of a mouth-organ. 

Looking in at about 9 p.m. wo sco 
that all tho servants (plus an orderly 
or two) havo got into the kitchen and 
are seated roisterously round tho table 
in their shirt-sleeves. Monsiour and 
Madarno havo tho unrestricted use of 
ono corner of their own kitchen and 
are smiling and happy, with a taste of 
something like solid food after four 
years’ abstinence. She has found thorn 
quarters for the night in a nice dry 
loft, and knows they will leave it 
cleaner and tidier than they found it, 
and everybody is satisfied. 

1 hate to say it, but if tho Bosch had 
specialised in our form of peaceful 
penetration goodnoss knows what 
might havo happened. Certainly, wit- 
nessing the full-fed, fatuous, self-com- 
placent spectaclo which the Moss pre- 
sents, ono would say ho ’d have had a 
better time of it. L. 











THE PLAINT OF A TOPICAL 
BARD. 

Why do my vagrant fancies turn 
To Christmas as a likely theme? 

It is not that I really yearn 
To dream again the Dickens dream, 
To colehrato the flowing glasses, 

Or sing a song like Wenchslas’s. 

No, it is rather that 1 sigh 

For something fairly firm and fixed 
Amid a world that ’s gono awry 
And got inextricably mixed; 
Where’er one looks, from Pole to Tropic, 
Everything sooms kaleidoscopic. 

One king after another goes 

And half the map has fallen away, 
And of To-morrow all one knows 
Is that it won’t bo as To-day ; 

As for the coming week (the middle) 
Ask me, I pray, another riddle. 

One week the War is on — and off 
The next; our darkness turns to 
light, 

And editors make bold to scoff 
At what I wrote but yesternight ; 
Hackneyed and out of dato they voto 

* it-. 

Which scorned prophetic when I wrote 
it. 


For Dora wo don’t care a lig 

(Whoso name was once a thing of 
dread) ; 

I heap nutrition on the pig 
Till yesterday so underfed ; 

And we ourselves oat cake and jam in 

What was last week a haunt of famine. 

Close in the wake of capering Time 
I pant and still I pant in vain ; 

I cannot catch him in a rhyme 
Nor snapshot in a passing strain ; 

lie speeds on his subversive mission 

More like a bus than a tradition. 

So, Christmas, let me fix my mind 
Upon your biossed certitude ; 

You will not vanish like the wiud, 

Nor cheat nor crumble nor elude: 

You in a world that smacks of Babel 

May still be counted firm and stable. 


“Tlio Peruvian Government has accepted 
tlic offer of President Wilson to meditate 
between Pern and Chili .” — Daily Paper. 

Wo should have thought he might have 
found a quieter spot. 

From a Bank Chairman’s speech : — 
“Tho rapid growth of our figures during the 
last four years has been largely duo to war 
conditions .”— Provincial Paper. 

Stout fellows. 


A MATTER OF COURSES. 

I am one of those poor old bachelors 
who for lack of a home live in a select 
boarding house. To this forlorn habit, 
however, I owe a knowledge, uncom- 
mon, I flatter myself, amongst civilians, 
of certain departments of military life. 

During tho past two years the greater 
part of tho accommodation of my cara- 
vauserai has been occupied by a suc- 
cession of artillery officers, who reside 
there while undergoing a course of in- 
struction at tho neighbouring School 
of Gunnery. As they usually write up 
and discuss their notes and propound 
their theories in the little smoke-room, 
I have gradually acquired a certain be- 
wildered familiarity with the techni- 
calities of their science, and have come 
to roaliso how terrifying an engine is 
a modem piece of ordnance for the 
spirited young gentlemen who have to 
endure examination upon its manage- 
ment and habits. 

Recently, recognizing one of the 
students as having been quartered in 
my boarding-house only a few months 
before, I introduced myself by the offer 
of a saccharin tabloid for his coffee, 
and ventured to inquire how ho came 
to bo repeating the experience. 
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Is Your Business 
ORGANISED? 


T HE work of remodelling the routine methods of business depart- 
ments in order to effect unity of action and more accurate and 
rapid working is one of the main subjects now under consideration in 
commercial circles 


Devolving upon the shoulders of Directors and Managers, this work demands far 
more time and analysis than can usually be spared from the working day 

Besides, it is work necessitating intimate and special knowledge of the technique of 
modern organising methods and equipment It is obvious that the services of 
Efficiency Advisers offer the best and most economical solution That is why you 
should “Turn to K&J” K&J Business Methods and Equipment obtain maximum 
efficiency with minimum effort and expense 

The proof is in the results already accomplished for important firms in every industry 
in the country, to whom we can refer you 

What K&J have done for others they can do for you in reorganising for Efficiency 
your Book-keeping, Filing, Indexing, Office Routine, Departmental Work, and so on 

“The Business of Business Building” is the Business of K&J If you are concerned 
for the future, Turn to K & J 



¥ organisation methods and equip- 
N & J ment have been installed with 
conspicuous success "by a large number of 
important firms who intend to lead in the 
commercial activities of the world 


Organising for Efficiency 
means going to 



London 22 St Andrew St Holborn Circus EC 4 


Birmingham 20 Tempi* Street 

Cardiff 5 Church Street 

Leeds 82 Albion Street 

Leicester 10 Sr 20 Corridor Clumbers 

Liverpool 30 Castle Street 

Head Office West Bronuvuh 


Belfast Scottish Provident Buildings 
Doitegall Square 
Glasgow 166 Buchanan Street 
Manchester 7 Ulackfriats Street 1 
Newcastle St Nicholas Square t 
Sheffield Cairns Chambers 
19 St James' Street 
Swansea 3-5 Coat Street 
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MOTOR 

VEHICLES 



WORKMEN’S 

COMPENSATION 


FIRE 


Personal Accident— Driving Accident -Third Party -Fidelity Guarantee. 

Live Stock Lift, Hoist and Crane -Boiler and Gas Engine Explosion. 
Burglary -Housebreaking and Larceny. 

Eleotrloal Machine, Gas, Oil and Steam Engine Breakdown. 

CAR & GENERAL 

INSURANCE CORPORATION, LIMITED, 

Head Office- 83, PALL MALL, LONDON, S.W. 1.-28 Branches -Est 1903- Claims Paid, £1,750,000. 
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Everyone Gratified ! 



il 


T il lCKE’S the mail whose* taste is for the classical- -he’s 
just been solaced by TschaikowskyV* Andante Canta- 
bile "—heard to perfection on the “ Dccca.” Then 
there’s the man who went six times in a ten days* leave to 
sec “The Lilic Domino" -he’s been living those nights 
again. And the “ Robeyite " — well, he just shuts his eyes 
and sure enough Kobey himself was there singing the song 
as only Robey could sing it. 

The natural tone of the “ Dccca" and its clear reproduction 
make it a delight to all. Its portability gives it pre- 
eminence where the Services are concerned. 

f)ECCA 

THE PORTABLE GRAMOPHONE 

In Clotti I Comrmaed Fil>ro I Solid Grwhi.lo 

£7 15c. Od. I £8 15*. Od. I £12 12«.0d. 

Of IIarr8ils 1 Anjiv& Navy Storca.Whitclcy’K.Stfl/ri.I^o’a, 

(Vam.ific ^ .mil all leading Stores ati.l Music Dealers. 

XUustratra Folder. nnJ uarne of nearest agent, free on 
ni>|>iicatioii to tlio Manufacturers— 

THE DUCCA CO., 36, WORSHIP STREET, 

LONDON, li.C. 2 

^ {Profit h 'lars: liarnctt Samuel & Soni^l.td.) 


H NOTE.— The very exceptional offer of Carpets announced ^ 
% below is limited to a definite number and may be withdrawn §e 
| s at any moment. Under no circumstances can it be repeated. 

! TRELOAR’S 

| CLEARANCE SALE 

=| \ 1 7 H have decided to offer a limited number of our 

U VV well-known Wilton Carpels at considerably 
3 reduced prices in order to secure additional space for 
p an important consignment of new merchandise now due 
3 for delivery at our Ludgate Hill showrooms. 

H Intending purchasers are advised to take immediate advantage 
H of this special opportunity as it cannot be repeated. 

1 250 WILTON CARPETS 

p These Carpets combine useful patterns and colourings with tfl/iv» 
p blllty which specially recommends them. They are closer in 
H texture than an Avminster, though the pile is somewhat shorter. The 
§§ following sizes can be supplied from stock, ready for laying down 


SL.e 


To-day’s Value. 

Reduced Price. 

9.0 x 

6.9 

£0 9 0 

£7 

13 6 

9.0 x 

7.6 

10 10 0 

8 

io O 

9*0 x 

9.0 

12 12 0 

to 

4 O 

10.6 x 

9.0 

14 14 0 

11 

18 O 

12.0 x 

9.0 

16 16 0 

13 

12 O 

12.0 x 

11.3 

21 0 0 

17 

O O 

13 G x 

11.3 

23 12 G 

19 

6 6 

Wilton Rugs, 

Turkey Designs, G x 3 48/6 5.G x 3 46 ; 


| Carpel* and Floor Covering* of all kind* fa i stock. Send particalan | 
5 of size* and what you require, and we will send prices. §f 

I TRELOAR and SONS, 1 

s Established 1832. (In the shadow of St. PauT*), § 

| 68, 69, 70, Ludgate HiU, LONDON, E.C.4. j 

llllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllM 
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41 In the natural routine of my duties!” 
lie replied cheerfully and respect- 
fully, helping himself to two tabloids. 
“ Though iny present appointment has 
no official title, 1 may doscribo myself 
as a course specialist. In civil life I 
earned a substantial livelihood as de- 
signer and architect of iced cakes, and, 
in view of the present shortage of sugar, 
am not entitled to claim immediate de- 
mobilization as a pivot man. For the 
executive work of the Reserve Brigado 
to which I am attached there are threo 
times too many officers, and to avoid 
the crowd in the Mess I have abandoned 
myself to every variety of extensive and 
intensive military education. I have 
attended most of the ordinary courses 
once, and those associated with par- 
ticularly comfortable billets 1 patronise 
more frequently. Thus, as you may 
imagine, I know practically everything 
that can be taught on the subject of 
war in ail its branches. The store of 
knowledge I am acquiring will no doubt 
be invaluablo to me when I have to re- 
sume my civil occupation, but I am far 
from unwilling to carry on my present 
routine till age entitles me to retire on 
half- pay. 

“The theory is, that if 1 keep quiet 
the War Office will overlook my exist- 
ence and I shall he allowed to continue 
this tranquil and innocent career. In 
addition to all the courses of which 
you can possibly have heard, 1 have 
attended many which 1 am sure are 
unknown to the civil public. Gunnery, 
gas, musketry, cooking — all the obvious 
subjects have received my attention, 
while I have also been through a train- 
ing in such specialized branches as 
co-oporation between field-officers and 
R.T.O/s, between pay-sergeants and 
pipe-majors, between Mr. Cox’s ledger- 
clerks and second-lieutenants, and be- 
tween batmen and the Bankruptcy 
Court. You may not be aware that 
such courses aro held or that such 
eo operation exists, but as you doubt- 
less rely for military information upon 
the Press and upon answers in the 
House of Commons this is not a 





matter for astonishment. 

“ Lacking tho profound learning, ver- 
bal subtlety and dogged perseverance 
necessary for the profitable interpreta- 
tion of the various Army Council In- 
structions and other relevant docu- 
ments, I omploy a clever solicitor to 
draw up my quarterly statement of 
claims in respect of travelling, rations, 
detention, inconvenience or ennui while 
attending courses. Without such cx- 


41 Did you tell your missus 'ow \vk laiiffd at what my oi.k woman h\jd araht 

'JEH LAST NIGHT?” 

“Not mi: l Try it yerselp and see ’ow old-fashioned sjib'ij. look at yi;r.” 


“ As the best of courses grows mono- 
tonous by unlimited repetition, 1 have 
approached the politician who hoped to 
have my voto, and lie has promised 
to move in the matter of organizing 
others. I suggested to him such profit- 
able training as mountain warfare in 


not think I shall poster tho War Office 
for release to civil life while at least 
I have youth and health to allow me 
to benefit by tho instruction provided. 

,# I fear I have bored you. May I 
venture to ask for another of your very 
excellent saccharin tabloids ? ” 


pert assistance I question if I should 
obtain a return upon my expenditure 
and exertions sufficient to encourage me 
in the further pursuit of my present 
vocation. 


Skye or tho Lake District ;• rapid mus- 
ketry work in a deer forest; ski-ing — 
for which St. Moritz in winter would 
be an excellent location — and so forth. 
If these suggestions aro taken up I do 


Letter recently received by a business- 
house from an ox-employ6 : — 

“Dr. Finn, Am I still with you? Cos if 
so, for tho Iovo of J foavon gof. mo ilomorril isorl 
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A CHANT OF GOOD CHEER. 

Comm onco again, yo puddings all of plum, 

And yo puffed pies y stuffed of minced meat 
That lio like driven swansdown on tho turn 
And bid dyspepsia's self arise and oat; 

And all yo almonds whito and apples red 

Whore > f tho “ U " not bites — or doth no longer, 
But now, tho plaything of tho grisly conger, 
Befouls old Ocean’s shell-encrusted bod, 

Or, pent in ports of our inviolate coast, 

Mocks the white-livered Brandonburgor’s boast, 
While tlioy who drank tho sounding hero-toast 
Ck>mo all a-crawl, crying, “ Please don't oppress 
A nice kind German/* Faugh l But I digress. 

Como, ye proud turkeys of the Sistor Tslo, 

Miscallod, indeed, by that unsavoury name, 

That gobble in tho barnyard full of bile 

And strut tho meads with wattles all aflame. 

And 0 yo goeso 1 As succulent still, I woon, 

As when yo saved Homo’s Capitol from danger. 
Whoso outstretched nocks do hiss tho intrusive 
stranger 

In swift disorder from tho village green — 

Come to our board, with sago and onions 
crowned, 

Or thymy-odorous and festooned around 
With tho plump sausage exquisitely browned; 
Como, and till sheer repletion bids us ceaso 
Wo '11 lift our forks to Victory and l’eaco. 

For wo liavo longed for yc, bravo foods, and all 
(Savo James, an infant, recently arrived) 

Have faced long years of strife’s abstemious thrall, 
Of all rich forms of sustenance deprived, 

Nor sought hy stoalth to augment tho ralionod 
dole, 

But eked out portions suitable for sparrows, 

With homo-grown greens and vegetable marrows, 
Nor on tho uncouponod pheasant and tho solo 
Waxed prolitcorwiso. Thus we did our hit, 

Eight patriot Joneses, loan hub not unlit ; 

And now as round tho groaning hoard wo sit 
Without one prick of conscience to corrodo 
We’ll eat and eat and let tho expense he blowed. 

The basted Bird will enter in his pride ; 

Tho gong will sound and trooping we shall come; 
And James, who simply won’t lie left outside, 

Shall suck real gravy from his mother’s thumb; 
And I shall watch the young platoon advanco 
Against fresh helpings, every one a gravoilor, 

Till, like ripe leeches from tho exhausted traveller, 
They fall away, too full for utterance ; 

And off to bod I pack them all for luck — 

Jack, George and Michael, Joan and Mastor 
Buck, 

Who startod last but quickly loft tho ruck, 
Passing tho post, so Nurse and Jane declare, 

Still well in hand, with two mince-pies to spare. 

Then by the fireside with my ca/6 noir 
And fat Partagas in a sandal box, 

I ’ll quaff one green Chartreuse to La Victoirc , 
Adding, “Not mine, but that of Messrs. Cox, 

To find tho wherewithal to pay the hills ; " 

And presently, in balmy sleep onfolded, 

I ’ll dream of turkeys to huge stature moulded, 
Gargantuan gcoso and puddings huge as hills, 


While from the dim isles of old wonder tales, 

Full of rare fruits and aromatic halos, 

Como high-prowed galleons, furling silver sails, 

To anchor by the river hank of sleep 
Whoro I, like Jamsiiid, glory and drink deep. 

Algol. 

THE SENTIMENTALISTS. 

We prisoners had been the victims of many false starts 
and falser rumours, but at last it seemed that the workmon 
and soldiers who happened to bo ruling tho town that week 
were proposing to let us go. I was nob leaving with tho 
first party, and walked a little sadly round tho big barrack 
taking -leave of my friends. 

The human is a sontiinontal animal. I heard moil 
undertake to meet once a year in London and dine off cold 
bully beef and mangel soup, just to remind them of tho 
had old days. Somo arranged to foregather in January 
and travel through Scotland in cattle trucks. 

As 1 passed Hoorn 76 the faint sound of applause came 
to me, and, attracted hy tho unusual noise, I entered. They 
had always interested me, those threo men in 76, and as 
they were leaving early in tho morning I did not hesitate 
to intrude on what 1 guessed to ho a farewell rnoal. 

“Como in — sit down,” said Crust. lio was standing 
and appealed to ho delivering the final speech of the even- 
ing. 1 hid myself in a shadowy corner and waited for him 
to continue. 

“ And so for eightoon weary months wo have faced each 
other across this narrow table. There was no escape, there 
was no relief. Tho same faces, tho same habits, the same 
mannerisms, changeless as tho Pyramids, warping character, 
killing individuality. Can you wonder that our feelings for 
each other changed from indifference to dislike and from 
dislike to detestation and odium ? ” 

“ Hear, hear! ” chorused the other two and tapped upon 
the table. “ Very truo ; hear, hear I ’* 

“ Therefore I do not hesitato to hope not only that we 
may forget one another utterly but that Don’t go.” 

“ I can’t stand it,” I said and hurried out. 

They left next morning. 

* * * * * * * 

Three days ago I walked into a small restaurant which 
has not yet been discovered by the spending classes. In a 
corner, seated round a beautifully decorated table, were tho 
three men whom I had last seen drinking weak tea in 
West Prussia, I produced tho single eye-glass which I 
generally use solely for the exploration of menu cards, and 
studied the trio. 

Crust was again speaking, seated this time, and, though 
I could not hear him, the smilos and tho rapidly emptying 
magnum told their tale. They noticed mo on their way out 
and, turning aside, came over to my table. 

“ Why, it 's tho old eavesdropper in his party suit ! ” 

“It is high time you throe young men dispersed to your 
several and provincial homos,” I remarked sternly. “Lon- 
don *s much too full.” 

“ Been trying to tear ourselves apart for nearly a week,” 
said Crust, “ hut it 's no good. Of course wo really loathe 
one another as much as ever, hut we ’ve been glued togetlior 
so long that we can’t come unstuck/* 

“A hundred and twenty-two ‘TJ ’-boats had been surrendered up 
to Sunday last, and it is thought that forty more, somo of which 
are dam aged, will complete the total.” — Spectator. 

Wo knew somo of tho boats were fairly ancient, but are 
surprised that our respected contemporary should give way 
to language like this. 
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T11E BATH-PLUG. 

Tun plug for tlio bath on tins first 
floor of the Mess (foes not fit. It has 
never fitted since the barracks were 
built. There is a tradition to the effect 
| that some other barracks were being 
built at the same timo, and that our 
bath -plug was delivorod to them in 
error, or else that the wrong barracks 
for this bath-plug were erected here. 
Nobody likes to probe too deeply into 
the affair or suggest public enquiry. 
These things are not done in the Army ; 
there ’s no knowing in what life-long 
correspondence you may become in- 
volved, and it would bo a piteous fate 
to bo denied release to your civilian 
employment becauso the last word re- 
mained to be said between yourself and 
some implacable department. 

So the plug still fails to function 
sufficiently well to prevent a rapid 
leakage from the bath. Contemplating 
ablutions you are faced with an altern- 
ative. Either you may use the plug as 
it is and serum ble through the process 
of cleansing against time, the comfort- 
ing soapy tide ebbing as you wash, 
utitil it loaves you chill and miserable, 
stranded on the hard enamel like a ship 
dry-docked ; or else you must spend 
a long time hanging over the edge of 
tho bath, hoad-downwards, trying to 
make the plug watertight with the 


help of a scrap of flannel. This flannel 
was presumably supplied by the con- 
science-stricken contractor immediately 
responsible for the mix-up of bath- 
plugs and barracks ; hut we cannot dis- 
cover who has authority to replace or 
repair it, though it has long since 
grown so attenuated that only with 
the greatest patience, technical skill 
and manual doxterity can it be made 
effective. 

A Scottish lawyer who is amongst 
us disguised as a Captain holds the 
view that this flannel, being associated 
with and supplementary to tho plug 
(itself theoretically a fixture, though tho 
attachment-clmiu has boon broken so 
long that the memory of man holds no 
record of any other condition), must 
not be regarded as a movable or in any 
way tampered with, and that any intro- 
missions (Scottish legal term) therewith 
will be at the risk of tho intromittor. 
According to an Ordnance Corps wallah, 
who also shares our perplexities and 
the use of tho bath, nothing is required 
hub a packing-gland, but he cannot find 
any authority on which to indent for a 
supply for plumbing purposes. One of 
tho subalterns remembers haviugheard, 
in tho course of some technical lecture 
which ho was compelled to attend, 
of a likely - sounding article called a 
“ Plug-Adjusting Bun-Out ; ” but tho 
Adjutant believes this is one of tho 


fittings of a gun and has nothing to 
do with any branch of domestic en- 
gineering. 

Certain impetuous and perhaps ill- 
balanced minds amongst us have, how- 
ever, at last decided to mo\o in tho 
matter, and at present hositafo between 
two courses. Tim it. A. Comforts Kund 
might bo induced to supply a larger 
and efficient plug, which could he used 
in practice, while tho old plug and 
flannel would bo shown on inspection. 
Or a subscription list might bo opened 
amongst ourselves and a suitable plug 
purchased by private arrangement. Tho 
ping would then bo entrusted to tho 
custody of an officer detailed for that 
responsibility, wlio would be authorised 
to issue it to any duly-identified sub- 
scriber desirous of taking a hath. 

The younger bloods are in high 
spirits, confident that before long steps 
will really bo taken to render tho bath 
watertight; but tho few old Begrdars 
ill the Mess look coldly on the agitation 
and sigh amongst themselves at this 
upstart irreverence for tunc honoured 
tradition. 

Our Cautious Press. 

“ Thoro is much speculation as to the 
Haiti m of the conversation that passed l><> 
twoen Mr. WiUon and M. Clemen ecau, but it 
can bo* stated with some degree o£ ccrUinty 
that, it had reference to tho coming Peace 
Conference.** — Daily Telcyraph. 
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WHAT EVERY BOOKSELLER SHOULD KNOW. 

Under tho heading “ Booksellers 
Who Must bo Taught ” a writer in an 
American paper has been urging tho 
revival of tho practice of tho Venetian 
Guild, which in 1(107 required book- 
sellers to pass an examination beforo 
they could bo “matriculated.’' 

Tho questions included tho following: 

Namo tho principal Saints and 
Fathers. 

Namo the principal theologians, con- 
troversialists and polemical writers. 

Namo tho ancient writers on philo- 
sophy and history ; also tho principal 
poets, tragic as well as comic, in Greek 
and Latin literature. 

Namo the principal historians, an- 
cient and modern, letter-writers, anti- 
quarians, numismatists, mathemati- 
cians, physicians, surgeons, anatomists 
and jurists. 

This is all very well, but wo have 
moved a good deafr since 1667. The idoa 
of an examination is excellent, but tho 
questions should bo up to date, living, 
“pivotal," red-corpuscular, as thus: — 

1' Compare the poems of Sappho 
with those of Ella Wheeler Wine ox. 


RECONSTRUCTION SHOCKS. 

yrce of habit, after three years in France). “Now 

2. Show in what respects the narra- 
tive stylo of Lord Nohthcliffe as an 
historian marks an improvement on 
( a ) Herodotus; (/>) Froissart; (c) Lord 
Macaulay. 

J. Explain why Mr. Thomas Hardy, 
Georoe Meredith, and Robert Brown- 
ing never succeeded in attaining tho 
ranks of tho “ best sellers.” 

4. Milton is said to have roceivod 
live pounds for his Paradise. Lost. Esti- 
mate what lie would be likely to re- 
ceive on tho half-profits system if his 
poem were published for tho lirst time 
to-day. 

5. Distinguish between Marie and 
Arcangelo Corelli, Ben Tillktt and 
Ben Jon son, Sidney Webb and Sidney 
Colvin, Bernard Shaw, Father Ber- 
nard Vaughan and General Bern- 

II AUDI. 

Wlicu booksellers and tlioir assist- 
ants are able to lloor such a paper tho 
prospective purchaser, to borrow tho 
words of our American contemporary, 
11 will enter a book-store confident that 
ho can lie intelligently advised, the 
number of purchases will he increased 
and bookselling will become a real 
business.” 


RIIOW MK Y Ol ill TATTOOS.” 


THE ISLAND. 

I know an island in a lake, 

Green upon waters grey ; 

It lias a strange enchanted air, 

I hear the fairies singing thoro 
When I go by that way. 

One night, ono summer night, 1 know 
Suddenly I shall wake 
And very softly hasten down 
And out beyond the sleeping town 
To find my fairy lake. 

I shall not need to seek a boat, 

It will be moored, I think, 

Within a tiny pebbled bay 
Whero meadow-sweet and mallow sway 
Close to the water’s brink. 

The moon from shadowy shore to shore 
Will make a shining trail, 

And I shall sing tlioir fairy song 
As joyfully I float along— 

1 shall not need a sail. 

And, peering through a starlit haze, 

I presently shall see, 

Whero swift the wafting reeds unclose, 
The fairies all in rows and rows 
Waiting to welcome me. B. F. 
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LATER THOUGHTS. 

It is my destiny to buy in the dearest 
'marked x and to sell — if I succeed in 
selling at all — in the cheapest. Usually, 
indeed, having tired of a picture or doco- 


At about 3.30 a.m. I woke widely up her to disregard me only a day or so 
and, according to custom, began to after wo had at last got on terms? 
review my life’s errors, which are in There is no fury like a woman scorned ; 
no danger of ever complaining of lone- it would probably bo the end of mo. 
iincss. From these I reached, by way City magnates are successful probably 
of mitigation, my recent successful just because they don’t do these foolish 
rative article, I have positively to give piece of chaffering, and put the letter impulsive things. Imp til so is tho nega- 
itawuy; almost to make its acceptance to tho dealer under both examination tion of magnatory. If I am to make 
a personal favour to me. 11 ut tho and cross-examination. Why (so my any kind of figuro in this new rdlc of 
other day was marked by an exception thoughts ran) give him half? Why fine art speculator (so my thoughts 
to this rule so striking that 1 have been be Quixotic? This is no world for continued) I must control my footings, 
wondering if perhaps tho luck has not Quixotry. It was my eye that do- No, five pounds is absurd. A douceur 
changed and 1 am, after all, destined to tected tho probability of the drawing, of one pound will meet tho case. It 
ho that most desirable thing, a sue- not his. lie had indeed failed ; did not will be nothing to mo — or, at any rate, 
cessfu l dealer. know his own business. Why put a nothing serious — yet a real gift of quail 

It happened thus. In drifting about premium on ineptitude? No, a present and manna from a clear sky to tho 
tho old curiosity shops of a cathedral of say ten pounds at the most would dealer, without, however, doing him 

more than adequately meet the ease. any harm. A pound will be ample, 
Sleep still refusing to oblige mo, I accompanied by a brief note. 

.. i Tho note was to the 


city l came upon a portfolio of wafer- 
colour drawings, among which was one 

that to my eye would have ^ ;; j 

even if an earlier owner had ^ ||il\ drawing at a profit which 

not shared that opinion or ^ y'/r ISM enabled me to make him a 

hope, and set the magic IP ' '"'W/Tr ImI present, because it was an 

name with all its initials ' *f//y old mine that 

shillings. You can have - played l at bridge # so dis- 

mind if you don’t, because iB® JlwS^ ^ had no ^’ posted it. 

I ’m going to London next yA JE&L After all (so my thoughts 

week and should tako it Af y ran, as I destroyed the on- 
with mo to got an opinion." ;\V \ jBK,' velope and contents) such 

“ Mind you, I don’t guar- * liv " ^ game. Buying and selling 

an tee it,” lie added. Call Hoy {io Villain). “ Tun controller ’8 cut out tub limeught, are a perfectly sfcraight- 

I gave him flio ton Sm. The manager will bp. obliged ik you’ll make vi» yogh pacb forward matter between 
shillings. KMERAED OREEN FOR TUE MURDER 6CENE ” dealer and customer. Tho 

By what incredible means J found took a hook of short stories and road dealer asks as much as ho thinks he can 

a purchaser for the drawing at fifty one. Then I closed my eyes again, and extort, and the customer, having paid 

pounds there is no need to toll, for again began to think about tho dealer, it, is under no obligation whatever to 

Why (so my thoughts ran) sond him the dealer. The incident is closed, 

ten pounds? It will only give him a ===== r ■■ rrrsrs 

wrong idoa of his customers, none other 
of whom would bo so fair, so sporting, 
as I. 


the point of this narrative resides not 
in bargaining with collectors, but in 
bargaining with my own soul. The 
astonishing fact remains that I achieved 
a profit of forty-nine pounds ten and 
was duly elated. 1 then began to think. 

The dealer (so my thoughts ran) in 
that little street by the cathedral west 
door, ho ought to participate in this, 
lie behaved very well to me and I 
ought to behave well to him. It would 
he only fair to give him half. 

Thereupon I sat down and wrote a 
little note saying that the potential 
Turner drawing, which no doubt he 
recollected, had turned out to bo au- 
thentic, and I had great pleasuro in 
enclosing him half of tho proceeds, as 
? comidercd that the only just and 
decent course. • 

Having no stamps and tho hour being 
late I did not post this and went to bed. 


The Penalties of Peace. 

“ Wo regret to announce that ow ing to tlio 
He will expect similar letters cessation of hostilities, the War Supplement 


every day and ho disappointed, and then 
ho will become embittered and go down 
the vale of tears a miserable creature. 
Ho looked a nice old man too ; a pity, 
nay a crime, to injure such a nature. 
No, ten pounds is absurd. Five would 
ho plenty. Ton would put him abovo 
himself. 

While I was dressing the next morn- 
ing I thought about the dealer again. 
Why should I (so my thoughts ran), 
directly I had for tho first time in my 
life brought off a financial coup , spoil it 
by giving a large part of tho profit 


which we started a few weeks ago, and which 
has proved so acceptable, has to do withdrawn 
after this issue.” — Local Paper, 

“Captain (Regular) 54 years* dying ex- 
perience, flown about ‘20 typos and over 700 
hours, is desirous of position at homo or 
abroad. ” — Times. 

We iufor that his earlier experience was 
confined to flights of imagination. 

“STRATFORD TOWN COUNCIL. 

INVITATION TO rRESIDENT WILSON. 

MIXED BATHISO ADVOCVTEh.*' 

Stratford- upon- A run Jicrahl . 


away ? Was nob that flying in tho But we are credibly informed that it is 
face of the Goddess of Business, who- not this kind of “ Freedom of tho Seas '* 
over she may ho? Was it not asking that Mr. Wilson is after. 
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THE RETURN Oh' THE BANANA. 
Let not tho Muso ho mute, 

O most salubrious fruit, 

But walcomo your return from tho 
Canarios, 

Released from the embargo 
On any kind of cargo 
Save meat and grain from ranchos and 
from prairies. 

In days of peace and waste, 

Ere 1 acquired tho taste, 

I found you reminiscent of pomatum, 
But my untutored scorn 
Long since have I forsworn 
As just a gastronomical erratum. 

For your discoloured skin 
Holds treasures rare within 
Unguessed by those who fancy gold 
must glitter, 

Flavours that can alluro 
The jaded epicure 
In Macedoine, in salad or in fritter. 
Though somewhat poor in fat 
You are, yet what of that ? 

The fact remains you nourish and you 
warm us — 

Vide the Ency. Brit., 

Whei£ analysts admit 
Your wealth in carbo-hydrates is enor- 
mous. 


So in whatever zone 
Your wholesome fruit is grown, 
From China to Tahiti or Guiana, 

We welcome hack your bunchos 
At breakfasts, dinners, lunches, 
O succulent and bountiful banana 1 


THE EXPANDING DRAMA. 

It is announced that a feature of the 
Christmas programme at tho Lyric 
Theatre, Hammersmith, will bo an 
invitation to tho audience to participate 
in tho traffic of tho stage. Wo under- 
stand that this innovation is already 
spreading to other entertainments. 

For the linal Act of tho now farco, 
Seven Doors, it is proposed to select two 
or three elderly gentlemen from the 
stall patrons, who will bo subjected to 
tho personal blandishments of all tho 
heroines simultaneously. As those only 
will he chosen who aro accompanied by 
their wives it is hoped that tho situation 
may then be left to work itself out in a 
natural and convincing manner. 

We gather that a delightful novelty 
of this year’s Covont Lane pantomime 
will bo the migration of tho harle- 
quinade to tho auditorium. The corri- 
dors are to be equipped with Luttered- 
slides; sausages (eoupon-froo) will bo 


strung at tripping-height across all 
exits and entrances, and tho ingenuities 
of tho clown and his parent; will through- 
out bo exercised upon actual members 
of tho audience, who will ho given full 
opportunity of retaliation. 

The spectators who assembled for the 
first night of tho new Western drama, 
Dead Man's Danger , at tho President 
Wilson Theatro found the doors closod. 
It was subsequently explained that a 
projected sensation scene, in which 
tho villain was to have displayed his 
prowess by picking off various critics 
with a rovolver in order to overawe tho 
heroine, had to ho abandoned at tho 
last moment owing to a regrettable 
failuro to securo tho co-operation of the 
Press. 

Another Impending Apology. 

“Tho Parishioners of have, been sad- 

dened by having to say <m revoir to the 
Hov, .” — Local Paper. 

Electioneering Candour. 

“Our Parli am k ntauy Brack List. 

“Wc regret that considerations of both time 
and spaco provont us from publishing a com- 
plete list of candidates who should bo sup- 
ported ; but wo givo a list of some who should 
not be — and don’t forget it. 

Bottomley for South Hackney.’' 

John Bull. 



m 
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m i d daoiti lur.nnrioc an obnoxious neighbour who tries to flirt with Mrs . Thomas , 

UUri " r and by the circumstance that Thomas himself is not above 

(By Mr. Punch's Stuff of Learned Clerks.) an occasional flutter more suited to his days of hacholordom 

In My Reminiscences (Murray), Fanny, Lady Blunt has than to those of fatherhood. However the neighbour gets 
written a most adventurous and amiable book, to which knocked down (whence a police-court summons and some 
Admiral Sir Rosklyn YVemyss has contributed an intro- agreeable fooling), and Thomas, after an almost breathlessly 
dilution. She has passed the greater part of her life in the narrow escape, flies the lures of the temptress and all ends 
more ferocious regions of Turkey. “There is scarcely a well. Perhaps the author’s wit is a shade more pungent 
senior oflieor of the It.N.,” so I gather from the cover of than in the earlier hook ; but it remains of admirable 
her hook, “ who is not one of her ‘adopted nephows* — for quality throughout, and touched hero and there with a 
sho was ‘Aunt Fanny* to all the younger officers serving genuine beauty of thought that much increases its appeal, 
in the Mediterranean while she was at Salonika." The Comedy i3 still its aim, rather than farce; oven in such 
Senior Service has indeed all the luck. On the other hand, episodos as that of the Vulgar Entertainer and tho Party 
sho htfd to meet bandits like tho one who asked a member that Failed (which will wako responsivo chords in many 
of her party for tobacco. It was noticed that one of his a hospitable heart) the fun goes never beyond a dreadful 


fingers was missing, and it turned out that he ought to reality, 
have been in prison for the ( 
murder of a Boy in Philip- 
popolis. “Tho Bey’s wife, 
in order to try and save her 
husband, hit tho brigand’s 
linger so badly that it had 
to bo cut off.” Of such 
rencontres tho book is full, 
and yet Lady Blunt is still 
halo and hearty. I hope 
her book may have a full 
measure of success. 


Sir J. M. Barrie's Echoes 
of the War ^Holder and 
Stoughton) is pre-emin- 
ently a book for fathers. 
Fathers (since wo buried 
tho last of tho heavy Vic- 
torians) are proverbially not 
heroes to their authors. 
Hero are four little plays 
in tho sorious-sontimontal- 
playful vein which no man 
alive handies with such ex- 
quisilo adroitness. “ The 
Now Word," a little master- 
piece which reads as well as 
it played, and “ A Well- re- 
mem bored Voice,” which 1 
should judge would hardly 
play at all, have both of them 



“Could I she the gentleman who attends to fost-wah recon- 
struction? I WISH IX) HU 11 MIT A MODEL OF A STANDARDISED MILESTONE 
TO KEEP MOTORISTS WITHIN HOUNDS.” 


In short, Thomas Settles Down consolidates not 
only Thomas but Mr. Citrcs- 

WELL. 


Klaxon is a well-known 
pseudonym to readers of 
Blackwood's Magazine , and 

in U.M.S. they will 

have tho pleasure of meet- 
ing many old friends. Both 
in his sketches and verses 
the author shows an in- 
timate knowledge of our 
Navy aud a considerable 
| power of imagination. The 
j items in this book tot up to 
i forty, and I am not going 
| lo mention tho names of 
; my favourites; but I will 
; remark that Klaxon has an 
! excellent faculty for telling 
j a story with a flue economy 
j of words, and, as this is a 
| rare gift from the gods, 
j he should never forget to 
i utilize it. Having uttered 
i this little note of warning 
| let mo add my sincere hope 
| that he will uot allow an 
Armistice or even a Peace 
to demobilise him from his 


literary activities. For wo 
' cannot hear too much about 

a father and a son, and in both the father has the author’s our Navy from writers of his skill and calibre. Messrs, 
and our affection. “Tho Old Lady Shows her Medals ” is Blackwood have scored again, 
hero too. I never can forgive that rising of the curtain 

on tho third unnecessary scene, in which tho old lady does Followers of Mr. Frank Hart’s work in Punch will 
actually show her adopted son’s medals. It assumed a lack welcome tho appearance of his book of sketches, entitled 
of intelligence and of artistic perception in tho audience The Animals Did Their Bit in the Great War (Blagkie). 
which, hardly as I think of audiences, shocked mo to tho Horses, mules, donkeys, dogs, oxen, camels (to say nothing 
boots. In tho book Barrie’s fay like pen steers you past of miscellaneous mascots) are faithfully present oil as serv- 
any awkwardness. I am not so sure of a fourth playlet, in ing on one or other of our many fronts. Though the draw- 
whieli a gardener marries tho daughter of a wandering- ings need no showman, a running accouipanimont of sym- 
witted old colonel. But it docs contain tho rAro admission pathetic letterpress is thrown in. 
that German subalterns may sometimes have been decent 

young men— tit least before the War. Our Modest Politicians. 


1 am glad to seo that Thomas Settles Down (Nisbet) 
wholly confirms tho happy auguries that I detected in 
Mr. 11. B. Creswkll’s previous record of the samo hero. 
Vou recall perhaps tho sort of man Thomas was. Being 
that sort it was hardly to be oxpectod that his settling-down 
would bo unaccompanied by certain domestic jars and re- 
adjustments. Nor is it. Tho two chief jars* aro provided by 


“Asked what he thought about plumping, Mr. Thomas said ho 
would ask thorn to voto for him and then to use their intelligence and 
judgment in recording their second vote .” — Derby Daily Telegraph. 

From Smith Minor’s “general paper”: — 

“ Salome was the lady who danced in beads in front of Hatred's.” 
We noticed that there was a crowd recently in the 
Brompton Road. 
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THE OLD WAR AND THE NEW. 


Vkhv benevolent was the aspect of Mr. Punch as ho beamed over his port this Christmas Kve of 

fcho most gracious of all years of grace. You would not have thought it possible that he could over he severe. 

Our talk was of the Hohenzollern and what was to bo done with him. “ You remember,” said Mr. Punch, 
“what happened to the hangman in the drama that is a caricature of my career— how he suffered in his own 
person the penalty which ho had designed for myself? Well, as one who was down on Wilhelm’s Mack List to 
undergo ‘condign punishment* on the day when his conquering armies marched up Bouverie Street, I naturally 
have my own feelings. 13y ‘condign* punishment I understand something to lit the crime -in my case the 
crime of having said oxactly what I thought of him and his Huns. J am content to let it go at that. J. am 
content that Wilhelm should get the punishment that lits the crime — in his case the crime not so much of having 

started an inexcusablo war — most wars have been that and they were always started by somebody hut of 

having ordered, or at least connived at, the breach of all the laws of humanity and chivalry that should govern 
war for tho mitigation of its horrors. Personally I should not recommend the death penalty at the hands of the 
Allies, as that might mean his ultimato canonization. Besides, I don’t want to curtail his time for reflection.” 

"Why not hand him over to the tender mercies of German Kultur?” I suggested. 

" I shouldn’t do that either,” said tho Sago. " You see, tho only fault he has committed in German oyes 
is that ho lost the War, and I wouldn’t have him punished for tho wrong offence — for something indeed which 
was our doing as much as his. No, I think .1 would just put him out of tho way of doing further harm, in some 
distant penitentiary like tho Devil's Island, and leave him to himself to think it all over; as Vajwnwcchi said of 
Guido in The Hint) and the Book — 

‘ Not to die ho much as slide out of life, 

Pushed by the general horror and common luto 
Low, lower-left o’ tho very odgo of things. * 

"However, my real quarrel is with tho German people — the people who wanted this War, and gloried in 
it so long as things wont well for them; the men who revelled in the atrocities committed by their troops; the 
women who spat on our wounded prisoners; the children who waved Hags for tho murder of our little ones. » 

"OU, I know* the old argument of Germany’s friends and apologists, that they wore under tho heel of & 
rcijime that had dragooned them into a servile submission to authority; that they had never been allowed to have 
a conscience of their own; that, anyhow, protest was impossible. But it was not impossible, as we see today; 
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to-day tlioy havo revolted against this authority and overthrown it. If they could do it to-day under the spur 
of defeat, thoy could liavo done it under tho spur of conscience four years ago when Belgium \va3 boing hacked 
to pieces by order.” 

“Tho defence,” said I, “would ho that they could not have risen while tho army remained loyal to tho 
throne.” 

“You speak,” replied tho Sago, “as if the Gorman army wore a thing apart. The German army is tho 
Gorman people. Thoy mocked at our ‘mercenaries’; thoy boasted of being a nation in arms. No, they cannot 
have it both ways. Thoy cannot claim to bo a nation in arms and at the same timo to be irresponsible for tho 
behaviour of their troops. So tho people must pay for its own war, and it must bo brought home to them that 
thoy are not simply paying tho costs that every loser, oven a cloan one, pays. When tho terms of Peace are 
published it must bo made known through every houso in tho Eathorland that they are roquired to pay so 
many million pounds towards' the cost of tho War and so many more for the dirty way they fought it . 

However, lot us turn to happier thoughts, to thoughts of homo. A great work lies before us if wo are to 
make our country worthy of the men who have fought and died for her. Tho War is over; another has yot to 
he waged against povorty and sordid environment ; against tho disabilities of birth ; against tho abuse of wealth ; 
against the mutual suspicions of Capital and Labour; against sloth, indifference, sclf-complaconcy, short memories. 
It will call for hoavy sacrifices ; it will demand the scrapping of many prejudices. 

“ I know of partisans to day who think tlie War ill-won if it means that they have to surrender any of their 
procious shibboleths. Wo shall liavo to fight hard against that temper of mind. It is easy onough to bo a patriot in 
war-time, wlion you haven’t got to fight. Men are moved by a very human dcsiro to win, by a very human fear 
of defeat. Every natural selfish motive urges them to what looks liko unselfishness for tho sake of their own 
country as against tho enemy’s. That is no longer tho contest. A man has now to decide whether lie will 
servo himself or his country — a much harder test of patriotism. 

“ That the principles of justico and honour will triumph in the New Year as thoy triumphed in the Old 
I do not doubt. England was never so great as at this hour ; and she will he greater yet.” 

Ho paused for a moment; then very gravely, “My friend,” ho said, “to-morrow is tho birth of Christ, and 
tliore is Peace onco more on earth. Let us drink to tho momory of our dead, who gavo us this hour.” 

After a long silcnco ho spoke again. “ And now,” lie said, smiling through his tears, “ I have- a happy 
duty to perform. Lot us joiu our lady guest.” 

A littlo Iator ho was bowing before the dearest of angels, whoso name is Peace. “Madam,” ho was 
saying, “I liavo tho honour to offer you a book which contains your charming portrait. It is the latest volume 
of a long series, and tho first for four years and more in which you appear as anything more than a dream. 
But I liopo that in all this long war-timo record you will find no thought, pictured, no word said, that was not 
loyal to tho Cause by whoso victory you have won an enduring heritage. With sincere homage and with great 
humility I beg to present you with my 

#ne Ipunbrtir anb Jfiftjr-Jfiftlj Dolrnne." 
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1'AnTItIDOK, BkUNAHI). 

Actors (The) 

Beaten but Unabashed ........ 

Blond Beast's Burden (The) 

Case for Deferment (A) 

Desperate Remedies 

Fair Game 

For France’s Sake 

German Angel of Peace (The) . . 

Hun to Hun 

In Honour of the British Na\y . . 
Mutual Compliments of the Sea- 
son 

Nacht am Rhein (Die) ! 

Our Man 


Cartoons. 


Our 'Watch on tin. Rhine 405 

Pan-German Moh ;*h (The) 41 

Reunited . 373 

River Season (The) . 89 

Sands Run Out (The) .. .317 

Soldier and Civilian , 269 

Traitor (The) ,217 

Very Much Up . 73 

Victory 1 . 331 

Von Pot and Von Kettle , 105 

Raven -1 Tilt., L. 

According to Plan 131 

Amenities of tin High Command 115 
Autumn Fnshio is ‘All 


B ion von u (Lc) 

.... 35 li) 

Bosehing of Austria (The) 

.... 151 

Burning his Fingers 

.... 61 

Everything in its Proper 

rder 275) 

Forlorn Appeal (A) 

.... 317 

Fourth of July (The) 

.... 3 

Germany’s Flag Day 

.... 31 L 

Great Coal Puzzle (The) . . 

35 

Great Expectations 

.... 415 

His Own Again 

.... 3 47 

In Reserve 

.... 153 

Italy’s Pu> 

.... 1*5 

Melting 1’iit (The) 

2! >5 

Mrs. Partington of l’ntsdn 

.... 201 

Rising Sun (The) 

.... HU 


Self or Country ? 67 

Storm-Driven 160 

Voter’s Nightmare (The) 3(>7 

Wanted , 383 

Townsend, F. H. 

And So Say All of ITs 170 

Britannia’s Flag-Year 227 

('hastened Mood (The) 83 

Harvest Home, 1918 117 

44 Lt s ‘Our Day ”’ ‘363 

League t>f Abdications (The). , ‘347 

Range-Finders (The) 105 

Vicious Cirelo (The) 163 


Adams, 0. J. 

On the Homo Front 35*2 

lings and Bones 30: 

Scars and Stripes 3 :0 

Waiter and the “ Wniter" (The) 78 
A van c.ton, Cart. A. It. 

“ Or the London Chnmuri ” 287 

Bell, Robert 

My Cherry-Treo 38 

New Reporting (THw) 4lJ7 

Plaint of a Topical Bard ('Pin 1 ) . . 416 
BKiuty, H. W. 

Somewhere East of Suez 11 

Bird, Capt. A. \V. 

A imt Alice’s Luck 165 

Mistakes of the War Alt) 

Personal 372 

Play in g the Game 17H 

Twaddle 300 

44 Willie was a Wanton Wag ” . . Ill 

Brktiieuton, Cyril 

Chan t of G ood ( Jteer (A) 418 

Chari varia x\ eelclv 

First in Berlin 35<) 

Ode to a Dutch Clioc so Sd 

Pure Polities Party (The) 104 

Brown, C. L. M. 

Well-conducted Family (A) .... 314 


With the Auxiliary Patrol.. 82, Uhl, 
A6A, 374 

Brown, Miss L. It. 

Cote 204 (Aisne) 

Browne, D. G. 

Great Peace-Bond. Scheme (The) 288 


Burrow, C.iC. 

Return (The) 410 

To a Young Poet 208 

Burrow, F. It. 

Dyer aud His Love (The) ! 

Calves. R» II. S. * 

Rescue (The) 406 

Chandler. Mrss B. W. 

Tragedy of a Wur-timo Egg 346 
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Sultanas 131 

Cnirrs, W. 
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C HOOKE, U. 11. 

Ruminations A30 

CUNDY, C, \V. 
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Davky, Capt. Norman 
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1)e Stein, Major E. 
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Down, Capt. N. 

Peace Talk 130 
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Home Front Postcards C 2 

Fenn, 0. It. 

Conscientious Objector (A) .... 1G4 
Fish, W. W. Blair 

Caressing the Scapegoat 184 

Glorious Glue 86 

Sorrows of Chesterton (’The) .... 142 
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Great Gadgets 8 

Fox-Smith, Miss 0. 
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“ Temporary " 126 
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To the Land Workers 18 1 

Graves, 0. L. I 

Changes in America 1 16 j 

Concert Reconstruction 406 1 

Converted Epicure (The) Alhj 

Ex Kings at Play 332 ; 

Ferdinand the Fox I! 8 

His Favourite Hymn 303 

Last of the “ Innocents" (The). . 393 
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268, 321 

Of Humphry, a 44 Runner ” 50 
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Our Mental Munition Makers . . 52 
Return of llio Banana (The) .... 423 
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Swabian Summer School (The).. 242 

Tiuo’s Reward 65 

To Dr. Masefield 146 

To Paddy, a War-Pig 6 

To“Q" 136 

Unsung Song (The) 361 
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Talc of a Tuno (The) 112 
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Death of Dora, If#* * (The) 88 


Ruined Party (The) 310 
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Holmes, Capt. W. iC. 

Bath-plug (The) 410 

Crumpet Hound (The) 38 

Entrenchment, and Reform .... 37H 

Gentleman's War (A) 121 

Instantaneous Rank-Adjuster .. 230 
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Rival (Tlie) 330 

Valedictory; ToaV.A.D 162 

Warrior s Wear 188 

Uopwood, Capt. K. A., R.N. 

Outlaw (The) 22*3 

Secret of the Ships (The) 1 
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** Cliirg - 284 
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Mascot's Downfall (The) 370 

Retrogression of tho C.Q.M.S. 255 
Image, Mrs. 

Or Both 01 

Tnsall, A. J. 

Moult (The) 386 

R.A.F. Plumago 107 

James, Rev. Howard 

Cricket in Franco 138 

Jay, Thomas 

Chari varia weekly 

Matter of Form (A) 188 

Jenkins, Ernest 

All Stories 199 

J epkon, Lieut. 0. F., R.N. 
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JONEfi, It. W. 

Who Wrote Dickens ? 201 

Kelly, J. * 

Recovery of La Napoo (Tlie) ...» 01 
Kilpatriuk, Mrs. 

Another Case lor “ Tho Lancet ” 272 
Holiday Problem (A) 190 
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Touch of Nature (Tin ) 32fi 

'Winter's Tale (Tho) 370 

Langley, Major F. O. 

Watch Dorr (The) . .100, 198, 368, 386 
Lehmann, II. G. 

A mi users, Limited 274 

Puck ARain 171 

Beowulf and Others 391 

Disappearance of Marmaduko 

and Rlilliccnti (The) 289 

Exile in Monaco (An) 62 

General Election iTho) 360 

Hcart-lo-Hcart Talks 28, 78, 158, 

182, 258, 377 

IIow ho did his Hit 410 

Influence of the Marshal (The). . 126 

“ Liti« Fill*' 04 

My Diary 322 
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Soliloquy in Herlin * 45 

Surveyor (The) 242 
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Lewis, M. A. 
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Reprisals 220, 320 

Sergeant-Major (Tin*) 171 
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Celestial Innocents 149 

Rats 98 

Lipscomb, Capt. W. P. 

Roohy-Trn pn 228 

44 Ceremonial ” 348 
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Olympus 280 

Hoad to the Hhinu (The) .... 384, 414 
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Essence of Parliament weekly 
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Lodge, A. A. 

‘ Hoi 1 1 nd tlu; Scones .* 220 

Lucas, F. V. 
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Case for Internment (AV lot* 
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Coward's Courage (A) 2fK) 
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Glorious Future (Tho) 71 

Homo Code (Tho) 218 

Later Thoughts 4.!2 
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Now Biography (Tho) 116 

Not, Cricket 366 

Other Two (The) 60 


Private Peace Tlans 314 ] 

Hevenons t\ Notre Clievreuil .... 174 

Rout of Scenery (The) 256 

Sparrows' Friend (The) 29 

Tantalus on Voyage 122 
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Tragedy in Military Life 205 

Two Soldiers (The) 392 

Luijiam, Dr. Habberton 

Prisoner of Peace (A) 151 

Lyon, Miss L. 13. 

Old-Timer (The) 157 

Wishing* Well (The) 173 

Mackay, Mrs. 

Languago Difficulty (The) 166 

Mackay, Wiebo rough 

Lear on The Groat War 400 

Mackenzie, A. G. 

Lyrical Dope 98 

McLeod, Major J. W. 
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Magill, R. J. 

Alien Question (Tho) 132 
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Ishmnel, H.O.A 36 

Martin, N. R. 

Heart of the People (The) 370 
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Haso Hospital (Tho) 254, 267 
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Sisterly Assistance 68 
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Our Village 161 
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O'Mahony, 0. 

Athletic Prowess 310 

Cocoa Mystery (A) 206 
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Traffic and Discovery 306 

True Twister (A) 322 
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Life Certificate * The) 240 
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Homeward Hound 362 

Rigby, Reginald 

Simple Ago (The) 299 

Sugar-Cards for Infants 6 

Risk, R. K. 

Jamouflage 162 

Roberts, E. L. 

Gift of Tongues (The) 110 

“ Soft Word “ (The) 189 

Robinson, J. I*. 

Sentimentalists (Tile) 418 

Rowan, Hill 

Little More (Tho) 66 

Rowe, Miss D. II. 

Wages of Wild Outs (The) . 140 
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Irish Exile (Tho) 27 

Seaman, Owen 

“ According to Plan ” 82 

At tho Opera 30,92 
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Birthday (The) 150 
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Crab Apple 311 
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Family (The) 292 

Wallis, H. M. 

Food of Fancy (The) lot 

Walton, Capt. Percy 

Twisters 282 

Wilkes, H. E. 
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Army School (The) 50 

Claronco and the N.l’.0 310 

If the Worm Turned 125 

Woodward, Miss Barbara 
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IX 



The “Valet” AutoStrop is the only safety razor with a 
self-contained automatic stropping device, and for this 
reason its blades last, on an average, four times as' long as 
those of the “ no-stropping ” type. Probably because of 
this advantage, and also of the cheapness of “Valet” 
blades, the public do not always exercise economy in 
their use. The following hints will enable users to get 
even more than the two months* service which is claimed 
as the average life of a single “ Valet ” AutoStrop blade : 

Use no abrasive strop dressing, and keep your 
strop free from grit. 

Don’t over-strop — 10 seconds daily will keep 
your blade in the pink of condition. 

Don’t let anything hard touch the blade edge. 

Hold the blade almost flat against the face. 

It shaves better, besides lasting longer. 

There is no shortage of “VALET” blades at present, 
but in view of constantly increasing manufacturing 
difficulties, reasonable judgment and economy should be 
exercised in their use. 

“VALET" 

JUiloSlrop 

SafetyRazor # 

AUTOSTROP SAFETY RAZOR CO., LTD., 61, New Oxford Street, London, W.c.1. 

And also at New York, Paris, Milan, Sydney, Dublin, Toronto, ficc. 


ITi 
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VANITY FAiR 






For Christmas Presents 


Yardley 




A RE prepared with an Artistry and Skill perfected by the ex- 
perience of more than a century as makers of Perfumery, and 
rank amongst the highest achievements of the Perfumers’ Art. 
They are issued in handsome stoppered bottles and dainty 
cases, and form most tasteful and charming gifts. 

A few examples from the large selection available are : 
VANITY FAIR 

The Cored Perfume for the present London Season. 

Stoppered Bottle in Case, 613, 9[~, 17(6 , 35 } • 

** EXQUISITE ” 

The Perfume of the Natural Flower. 

. Violet , Jasmine, Rose, Magnet or Bouquet Exquisite . 

^ Crystal Bottle in Tasteful Case, 12/6 , I6j6 , 30 /-, 57/6 

II GAGE D'AMOUR ( 

If An exquisitely beautiful Perfume, 

f Crystal Bottle in Satin-Lined Case, 25 /- and 42(- 

LES SECRET DES DIEUX . 

A Bouquet of the Choicest and Rarest Flowers. 

Crystal Bottle decot ated in Gold in Sutde Case, Satin Lined, 45/- f/kJ* 

OLD ENGLISH LAVENDER WATER [R? 

A simple, old-world Perfume of extra fine quality. V\ w 

l Large Cut-Glass Decanters, 32} 6; Corked Bottles, 3J-, 5 /-, 9\6 
\ . Complete Price List Post Free on application. If \ 

B EAU DE COLOGNE Hfe 






“EXQUISITE.' 


yhSNXtt'A ^ 

0, MEW BOND ST % ,<Jl 

ers, wmdob ^ 'dm 

»% 


GAGE D’AMuUR 



Yardley *s Eau de Cologne is the genuine refined essence and 
represents the perfection of quality. An Original Case or a 
Wickered or Decanter Bottle makes a most charming present, 
inexpensive, b t the best of its kind. 

ORIGINAL CASE In large Cut-Glass Decanters, 30f- 

of six 4 os. Bottles, In Wickered Bottles, 7(6, 14/6, 

Price . . . 26/6 28/6 and 56}- 

YARDLEY & GO. Ltd. 

8 New Bond Street, London, W.l. 

Perfumery and Fine Soap Makers since 1770. 


SECRET DES DIEUX 




I ' j' ’ |i] % 


WMS: ■% ■- 

JSfe?. '***?*«■ 
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OLD ENGLISH LAVENDER SOAP 
Extra fine quality, richly perfumed. 
Box of 3 Large or 6 Visitors * size . . 3f- 
Box of 3 Bath size Tablets 6 /- 



EAU DE COLOGNE 













I CONSIDER THAT NO MISTRESS OF A 
HOME SHOULD RE ABOVE WIELDING A 
BRUSH AND DUSTER. 


OF COURSE I PERSONALIA' SUPERINTEND 
MY LITTLE GIRL’S STUDIES. 


And, no matter how busy I m\y re. 
SEVERAL HOURS OF MY I>AV ARE ALWAYS 
DEVOTED TO ‘HURRY.’” 
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oldest Inhabitant. “Just like the ceiiuice always i.vti:." 

Constable, “Where i>’ you extect mi-: to hk? Waitin’ about r ndhun e vth Tin: bloomin' thing to latch it when it palls? 


THE MACHINE GUN IN SPORT. 

(/>// a Volunteer officially alleged to bo “ qualified to instruct in the I,cui.s <jun ,") 


I know of warriors who admit 

That when this Armageddon ’s done 
They would not care one little hit 

Though never again they touehod a gun ; 
They’ve seen enough of hlood out there 
To last their time - and some to spare. 

Sportsmen there also are who say 
That having known a hotter thing - 
The joy of hunting human prey 
And dropping Jerry on the wing 
They’d scorn the chase of other game 
As being relatively tame. 

For them the grouse may roam at cm so 
Fearless as any burn-d< or fowl, 

The pheasant stroll among his trees, 

The rabbit take his evening prowl ; 
Outside his lair in open noon 
The woolly bear may waltz immune. 

Not so with me whose task has been 
To plug at incorporeal butts 
With satisfaction scarce as keen 
As bis who knocks the e.okernuts ; 

Time has not staled the lust of gore 
That permeates my every pore. 

Whether I let that lust be fed 

By tiring blank in Richmond Park, 

Or lie at Rainham pumping lead 
Into a pale impervious mark, 


1 have not, to my deep regret, 

Discharged my piece in anger yet. 

Ho when the great duration ’s through, 

And war has said its linal word, 

1 mean to try what I can do 

To take it out of beast and bird, 

Imposing death, in lack of Huns, 

On an) thing that Hies or runs. 

And having studied much of late 

The arts of war and learned at school 
With deadly skill to operate 

The Lewis gun, that tricky tool, 

1 will not lm\e my labour spout 
In vain on this accomplishment. 

But it shall serve a sporting use ; 

For, armed with many a well-iilled “ drum,' 
Ten rounds per second I will loose 
And make tho Highland forest hum, 
Drenched with the stream of hail that Hows 
Out of my automatic iiose. 

Laying a heavy barrage down 
To circumvent tho Hying stag, 

With deathless bays I hope to crown 
Tho old Platoon if I can bag** • 

A beast of fourteen points or so 
(Like Mr. Wilson’s bordereau). 
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I AM the famous Haig & 
Haig Decanter Bottle 
Famous because of the superb 
contents that I carry to 
thousands of distinguished 
persons in Great Britain 

Doctors are still calling for me 

Judges are still calling for me 

Merchant Princes are still calling 
for me 

But for Government restric- 
tions I would be found on 
the table of most discerning 
users of pure, health-giving 
stimulants 

In the Home Market no new ac- 
counts can be opened at present 


hi Five Stars 



T AM the Export Dump 
* Bottle, but sometimes you 
will find me in the Home 
Market because of unusual 
conditions arising out of the 
War 

My contents are of the same 
recherche quality as are 
carried by the Decanter 
Bottle 

I am the bottle that carries the 
famed Five Stars Whisky 
to the B.E.F. 

Some Export Markets are 
not yet obtaining supplies 

The markets that are. getting supplies'are 
asking for more than can be sent them 


HAIG & HAIG Ltd (Distii.lf.rs since 1679) 57 SOUTHWARK STREET, LONDON, S.E. 1 




THEY SHALL NOT PASS ! 


T HEY shall not pass ! Our splendid Boys triumphant 
Despite the pains of Hell hold up the Hun, 

Always his grey waves crash against our ramparts 
To ebb away- -undone. 

They shall not pass ! Men wearied out and sleepless, 
Whose bodies form a living barricade, 

Face Death and Anguish with heroic jesting, 

Smiling and unafraid. 

They shall not pass ! How can they force a barrier 
Built of the dauntless fa’th our heroes bring — 
Strengthened by memories of children's voices 
And meadows starred with Spring? — 

They shall not pass! Our letters gay and cheery, 

Our gifts from Home for Husband, “Pal," or Son 
Shall fortify the spirit of our Fighters 
Till the Great War is won ! 

They shall not pass! Some slim divine Abdullas 
Might soothe and charm our tired Lads perchance, 
Cheering them on to send the Blond Blasts flying 
Forever out of France. 


Abdulla Cigarettes 


TURKISH 


EGYPTIAN 


VIRGINIAN 
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PELMANISM IN THE 


FARMYARD 



Farmer X., having developed the 44 will to more ” by the aid of the 14 little grey books,” 
focusses his powers upon a weak-minded hen 



-with astounding results ! 
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Less Coal this 
Winter means more 
Colds and Sore Throats 


I T can’t be helped — the authorities are doing 
everything possible to prevent it — but there 
: rn.iy be days ahead when the snow is on the 
ground and ihe wind whistling round the house, 
while you and the children are huddled over 'a 
miserable fire ’ — or perhaps even an empty grate. 

Of course you will endure it cheerfullv — but remember 
this: lack of b dilv heat low-r* vo ” resistance to germ 
attack; nence the u*u<il culd-we tiier epidemics — Colds, 
Sore Throats, Influenza, and other microbic diseases. 

That is whyym should keep F^rmamint handy and take it at 
the first sign of bodily chill, throat irritation or suspicious sneez- 
ing. As a remedy, it brings comfort and healing to the sore 
membranes whilst killing the causative bacteria. As a preven- 
tive it checks the incipient disease — stops the infection spreading 
— and, it taken daily , makes your mouth and throat as germ- 
proof as possible. > 

Ask the chemist for real 

Formamint 

Give Formamint to the children too — it’s as harmless as 
sweets and uo less attractive to their palates — and send it to 
the fighting men, who are more exposed than any of us to Colds 
and Sort Throats. 

• 

But theVe is a Formamint-shortage, as well as a coal-shortage; 

; so order your winter- supplies now, while you can still get it at 
the pyc-war price 2/2 per Lottie of 50 tablets. 

> GENATOSAN, LTD, (British Purchasers of the Sanatogen Co.) 
| 12. Chenles St., London, W.C. I (Chairman : The Viscountess Rhon Jda) 


T HE TIELOCKEN 


*' I pm g’tt one of your 
Militaiy li in berry Coats 
in !913 I have used it 
continuously since Mobi- 
lization at home, through 
the Western Campaign, 
in Egypt and in Palestine 
The coat is still a good 
cne and will last a con- 
siderable time longer " 

C — R — (Major). 


Burberry Weatherproof 

is the Soldier’s “main line of defence” 
against the elements. 

It excludes wet, yet is perfectly self- 
ventilating, because free from rubber, 
oiled-silk or other air-tight agents. Airy- 
light, it is cool on mild days, yet, owing to 
dense weaving, luxuriously warm in chilly 
weather. 

Quickly adjusted, a strap and buckle hold 
it securely— no buttons to fasten. 


Military 
or Naval 
Catalogue 
sent on 
request. 



During the War 
Officers' Service 
Burberry Weather- 
proof, Cleaned and 
Re -proofed FREE 
OF CHARGE. 


Every 

Ihtrhcrty 

Garment 

bears a 

Iiitrbnty 

Label. 


The Tielocken Weatherproof. 


BURBERRYS ^LONDON 

8 & 10, Boul. Malesherbes, PARIS; and Provincial Agents.] 




As A GUARANTEE OF THE CHANGE OF OPINION IN GERMANY THE OFFICER COMMANDING THE IMPERIAL DENIAL CoIU’B EXTRACTS 
THE SYMBOLS OP A DISCREDITED MILITARISM FROM THE STATUE OP IIlNDENHUUO. 















The heal IIinpenbuhu in Belgium. [GVmaH Propaganda Film.] 
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“The eyes of the men in the B-E-F* are upon you w 
“Our soldiers are building their hopes star=high 

Stirring Call to British Business Men to. 


ORGANIZE 


A call to action by a British Soldier in France 


This stirring summons to business men was written in the trenches by an observant British soldier after 
the inspiration of reading our last propaganda page with Mr . Hughes's great speech on organization 


T O what, at this moment, are the thoughts and hopes 
of the vast B.E.E. turned, and turning ever more 
ardently? It is “ Blighty” — the Land of Promise 

Our soldiers are building their hopes star-high; but they 
are intensely aware that their future happiness and pros- 
perity, as well as their country’s good, depend upon the 
will with which the commercial and industrial leaders, 
employers and business men in every craft and trade, 
organize for the future 

It has taken four years of war to realize two palpable essen- 
tials of success — Organized Preparation and Co-ordinate 
Effort Is it conceivable that in the economic field these 
two living, determining factors are being treated carelessly, 
handled with numb fingers, by British Businessmen? Is 
it conceivable that this country will get four years of econ- 
omic stalemate — in which to discover the true way out ? 

The German is a persevering, relentless, methodical foe, 
tirelessly and feverishly preparing to rise from even the 
ashes of military defeat to rule the world 

But it is not what Germany is preparing to do; it is what 
Britain is doing and means to do that matters now See 
what the Empire has to make good — treasure of unthink- 
able dimensions, the wreckage of homes and careers, the 
wastage of commercial power and industrial productiveness 
How hopelessly futile to assail such great new problems 


like these with out-of-date ideas and fumbling methods or 
to think that by working harder and at less profit the 
leeway will be made up Time, energy and material can 
only be utilized with maximum effect by systematic means 
of direction and control There must be in* every business 
bouse a strong plan in which every detail is clearly 
mapped out and co-related 

And, as the Empire is first in the sum total of all its 
citizens, their work, their commerce, their economics, thus 
it is tliat the duty of regeneration and efficient organization 
devolves alike on the great commercial corporation and 
the small trading house, and on all that lies in between 

No business man and no firm is exempt : none may escape 
this duty with impunity 

Prepare — Organize — Co-Ordinate! While the Empire’s 
guns are blazing the way to victory, while hei Soldier 
Citizens are “standing to,” your thoughts and your hours 
should he filled with these three supreme imperatives It 
is up to you to justify the Empiic’s trust in you to make 
Peace victorious, to realize the inherent power that is in 
your business, to cut new channels for the tributaries of 
its strength, so that it flows irresistibly like a river” 

Therefore Prepare — Organize— Co-ordina f e your busi- 
ness systems to make for efficiency, for efficiency will 
rule the world in commerce 



Vf ¥ are devoted professionally to the study 
JSt & ftj of practical organization work and the 
means tor giving it effect 

* Take your organization problems to K & J 


Organising for Efficiency 
means going to 



If you are interested in organisation , call at the nearest K &J Showroom , 
as owing to War difficulties it is impossible for K &*J Representatives to 
visit every Commercial House 

London 22 St Andrew St Holbor.n Circus EC 4 


Birmingham 20 Temple Street 
Cardiff 5 Church Sheet 
Leeds 82 Albion Street 
Leicester 19 & 20 CoiriJor Chambers 
Market FI ace 

Liverpool 30 Castle Street 
Head Office I Vest litomcich 


Mancihstfr 7 lllackfriar s Street •. 
Nf.w< aside St Kiiholax Square 
( Opposite Cuthedml ) 

Sheffield 28 Change Alley 
Swansea 3 5 Goat Street 
Belfast Scottish Frovidcnt BuihUngt 
Dnntgall Square 
Glasgow Jfiti Buchanan Sheet 
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The before -breakfast Shave 
means added comfort i, 

Y OU wouldn’t think of going out to dinner with an ' 

unshaven face, would you ? The very idea offends ,jj[/ 
your sense of the correctness of things. i«psfV< 

Anti if you saw a man with a 24* hours’ growth of board on his face dining ' iJ . 
in the same room you would instinctively vote him careless in regard to his j 
personal appearance. 

After all it is very much a matter of habit, isn’t it ? 

Doesn’t sober reasoning tell you that it is just as important to go down to 
breakfast with a clean-shaven face as it is to dinner ? 

If you enjoy your dinner better because of the feeling of cleanliness that comes to you after 
shaving, doesn’t it follow that you will relish your breakfast better after you have shaved ? 
And if there is one time more suitable than another for shaving surely it is before you 
dress in the morning. 

It is after the night’s sleep that the growth of beard is so noticeable, that the demand 
for all-round attention to your personal appearance is most insistent. 

If you get a Gillette Safety Razor you will be able to shave easily, comf< 
efficiently in three minutes; you will go down to breakfast feeling thoroug 
and you will get a whole day’s clean-shave-comfort instead of just a few hoi 

^ 00 ^^ M 0 40 Gillette Standard set, comprising 

m MM MM A W JF heavily-plated razor , 2 blade boxes 

mM 04 lW( t Id double-edged blades (24 shav- 

jjS | 0 Jf JpF mF M m twg edges) in case, complete, 21 - 

'i m Jm~ Pocket Edition Gillette in heavily - 

plated also at 2 Ij- 

NO STROPPING. NO HONING. Great Portland Street, London, W 7 . I 
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MINCF MFAT Owing, we understand, to the high “The first sign of rabies in dogs," 

' • cost of bananas it is feared there will says an officer of the Board of Agricul- 

(By our Char ivariety Artistes!) be little really good skating this winter, ture, “is that they become irritable, 

Duuino the Yuletido festivities it is *** sulk in a corner and snarl. The dog 

permissible for a young man to kiss a It is not known why so much is made then goes on the march, very often 
young woman under the mistletoe, of the robin at Christmas. It is really many miles from his home. His instinct 
How he manages for the rest of the quite a common bird with a very vulgar tells him he must get away from his 

year is no business of ours. taste in waistcoats. friends." Babies and Kultur appear to 

*** *** have much in common. 

A suburban householder lias hit upon The Postmasteu-Gkneral advises 
a novel scheme for using the cigars his people to post early. The advantage Professors of Berlin University have 
wife gives him every issuod a manifesto call- 

Christmas. JIo leaves ' ^ ' iug ^ ol ex ^ rellie efforts 

them on the dining- , t ‘‘to preserve Father- 

room ‘table at night as . { ' 1 j*!J land, Kaiser and 15m- 

a trap for burglars. In j ' jj , ) pire intact." As far as 

the morning all be, has * 1 } ;[ •' ,| I preserving the Kaiser 

to do is to come down r r intact is concerned tho 

early and remove tho / 1 ,; j / proposal is endorsed by 

corpse. * * W the curators of several 

* WmtT .A ■ * \ l‘ of our own museums. 


year is no business of ours. taste in waistcoats. 

* * * >k 5k 

* * 

A suburban householder lias hit upon Tho Postmaster-General advises 
a novel scheme for using tho cigars li is people to post early. The advantage 
wife gives him every ' ~~ 

Christmas. JIo leaves ' S0jr ' 

llinm nn flir, /liiiinrf. ' . -il l .'l 






Christmas. JIo leaves ' ''0% S ' iug for ex B’cme efforts 

them on the dining- * ^ , “to preserve Father- 

room 'table at night as . f 1 1 ! J, land, Kaiser and Etn- 

a trap for burglars. In j ' j; , ) pire intact." As far as 

the morning all he, has • ;j •' I preserving the Kaiser 

to do is to come down r r intact is concerned tho 

early and remove tho j / proposal is endorsed by 

corpse. * * ** W the curators of several 

* WMn a ■ * I' j of our own museums. 

was committed tho Mn ^ A Gorman somi-offl- 

othor day by a little jSB []% tj® J //Bl cial communique states 

girl who wrote to her mm \ JL \ \ / * ijrlttjmmr , that art treasures wore 

uncle “requesting the 3ft I >»' v^V\w /jSHjHKaf "m t,* IA vihU ] taken from Belgium and 

pleasure^ of ^ his pro- r France for safe keeping 

Christmas puddings j*j IS officers whom we take 

“ Pudding ” in top left- A ‘ Denmark having put 

Inin d ^co r n^ p 1 i ^ y c a n in^ dahn |or^ Sc^i la- 
this year^were pik-d in y l Empire, if any, which 

the shape of pyramid ' 7 never were 

clashing with other II ^ swerod, “ Haggis Mac- 

Christmas festivities. Husband (on leave). “On, by the way, did you get those rubber shares donaldof Aberdeen.” 

* * I ASKED YOU TO?”- ' * , * 

Soldiers standing for wi f tu “ No » DEAB * The broker wanted more for them than when they Consternation reigns 

Parliament, it is stated, - m certain quarters as 

will get eight days’ loavo prior to the of this was shown quite recently by the the result of a rumour that the Christ- 
issue of tho writ. Pacifist candidates, fact that a letter posted in Vancouver mas-dinner ration is to bo reduced from 
on the other hand, will take their leavo on Dccomber 1st, 1897, has already been three to two waistcoat buttons, 
after the event. * * delivered at an address in Dundoo. *** 

* Tho announcement of jam rationing 

Wo are asked to state clearly that We gather that it is not now con- made a number of nervous people freeze 
Christmas waits are not protected under sidered t ho thing in professional circles to their marrows, 
tho Wild Birds Preservation Act. for a burglar to call on patrons for a *** 

Christmas-box. ... ... Nothing more has been heard of tho 

Tho Food Ministry is establishing a * man who told tho Tribunal that ho 

system of jam zones to bo introduced “Tho girl to marry," says a ladies’ was suffering from policeman’s feet, 

throughout the count ly . A junior cor- journal, “is tho girl who believes in *** 

respondent urges that in all cases tho love in a cottage.” Most people will Two-and-sixpenco a pourill is being 
zone should oxt o id from the north bank agreo that if a girl honestly believes paid in Kingston for tamo rabbits. No 
of tho waistbelt to just south of the oars, in this she will behove in anything. wonder the others are wild. 


r ^j- 


Husband (on leave). “Oh, BY THE WAY, DID YOU GET THOSE RUBBER SHARES 
I ASKED YOU TO?”- 

Wifv. “No, DEAR. The broker wanted more for them TUAN WHEN THEY 

WERE NEW, SO OF COURSE I REFUSED TO HAVE THEM.” 


A Gorman semi-offi- 
cial communique states 
that art treasures wore 
taken from Belgium and 
Franco for safe keeping 
only. An interesting 
tr.bute to the way in 
which we treat enemy 
officers whom we tako 
prisoners. 

* * 

* 

Denmark having put 
in a claim for Schles- 
wig* to bo returned 
to her, it is reported 
that the Keichstag has 
ordered an inventory to 
be prepared of those 
parts of the German 
Umpire, if any, which 

never were stolen. 

* * 

5k 

It appears that an 
escaped German pri- 
soner-of-war gavo him- 
self away tho other day. 
Asked by a policeman 
for his name ho an- 
swered, “Haggis Mac- 
donald of Aberdeen.” 

Consternation reigns 
in certain quarters as 
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DELECTALAND ” 


T HE Spirit of Delecta -symbol of the wholesome purity 
by which all that is made in Delectaland is known. 
Heralding, too, {he awakening of a new industrial 
era, where ideal conditions of light, cleanliness and 
fresh air remove from work the taint of drudgery 
and inspire in all a spirit of loyal co-operation to 
accomplish each day something better than the day before. 


Under this dominating influence for healthy progress, 
are manufactured Hoisseliers Lon Hons, Delect' 1 
Chocolate, Vi-Cocoa and Freemans Turtlekon, Glass 
Lemon, Devonshire Custard, and other Delectaland 
Delicacies — all representing the highest standard of 
purity, nourishment and delcctability. 

See that “ Made in Delectaland ” is on your home foods. 


THE WATI-ORD MFC.. CO., I.TD., Manat.inc. Dirkctor: G. HAVINDHN. 
Boisseliers (Uoy-sel-c-a) Chocolate, Vi-Coco i & Freemans F.kmI I'roiln ts, I>fci.fc« iaianh, \\ attend, Ci«K- 
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BARGAINS 


in 

SEC.OND-HAND 


CAMERAS 


W E can supply almost 
all makes of Cameras 
ancLApparatus from stock. 
No one can sell cheaper 
than we do-and we are wil- 
ling to take any apparat us in 
exchange or part payment. 
We also pay cash for dis- 
used Apparatus, and guar- 
antee satisfaction. We 
offer the highest possible 
prices and pay for goods by 
return of post. Finally, if 
our offer is not acceptable, 
we send your Apparatus 
back immediately, carriage 
paid. 



Dept. 22, 


19, Change Alley, SHEFFIELD 

Hoad Office,: 84. High St.. Sheffield 


ALLAN’S “SKI” 
FIELD BOOT 

With throe straps at 
oalf, or lace to top. 

MILITARY PATTERN 


Made in either 
Black or Brown 
Zug Grain 
Leather, with j 
Watertight ] 
Tongue to top. 

Our Speciality 
is Minimum of 
Seams. 

Black 135 /- I 
Brown 140 /- J 




JANES ALLAN & SON, Ltd. 

EDINBURGH 
123<Krinces St. & 42 Leith St. 


, GLASGOW 
133 Sauchlehal 1 Strec t 

Also at 33 Reform Street, Dundee. 

As/i or Illustrated Cologne and 

J pedal Measurement Form 


POOLING 

INSURANCE 


FOR SELECTED RISKS 




N ON-MUTUAL except in respect of Profits, 
which are distributed Annually amongst the 
Policy-Holders. 

Under tliit» Scheme are given ; 



SounM 

18*3 


“The Pool 

Comprehensive Family 
Policy ” 

at 4/6%. Covering amongst other 

risks Fire, Burglary and War. 

“The Pool 

Comprehensive Shop- 
keepers’ Policy ” 

Which similarly covers all risks to fhe 
shopkeeper at rates according to trade, but 
always lower than obtainable elsewhere. 

/VTaw /POLICY 
■ I Mr! a PRE HUUM 
v RENEWAL 

The Licenses & General 
Insurance Co., Ltd. 

24, MooRGATB S'fKF.ET, LONDON, E.C. 2. 


WHERE FLYING MEN ARE FITTED OUT 



Dunhills Ltd., 


are Specialists in Airmen’s Out- 
fits, and their Service has built 
up an unrivalled reputation. 
Material, Workmanship, Fit and 
Finish are the best that Britain 
can supply. 


Khaki Service Tunic . . . 6* Gns. 

(Badges rxtra) 

Khaki Slacks, to match . . £2 10 0 
Khaki Servic Tunic, in finest 
heavy - a eight material, from 6 Gns- 
Khaki Slacks, to match . . £2 15 0 
Bedford Cord Breeches, from 31 Gns. 
Bedford Cord Breeches (with 
buckskin straps) from . . 4 Gns. 

Cap and Badge, with one pair 

of Hank Bars £t 17 6 

We have now a good stock 
of the New Pattern Blur*. 


Every detail, from a Tunic to a Button, 
can be supplied by Dunhills with the 
guarantee of their reputation behind it. 
Call in, if you can, at our well-known 
“ base ” in Conduit Street and inspect 
the full kit. Or drop a line for* 
patterns and full details, which will 
be sent gladly on request. 

2 Conduit Street, Regent Street, 
London, W. I 

Glasgow : 72 St. Vincent Street. 



One day, by chance, I passed along 
A street in the town of Arras, 

When, suddenly, a voice so clear 
Came floating / torn a cottage near. 

I grew perplexed and stooil awhile, 

To listen to this seeming guile 
That greeted the results of war, 

In Aitas. 

Soon I espied the shattered door 

From i , ’here the st tains came sloi.lv faith. 

A lady with a voice so sweet, 

Methinks, I il venture now to greet. 

I peered within, and lo! alone, 

It was u “ Mecca ” (homophone 
Which gave the song that I had heard 
In Arras. Ernest C. Crisp. 


Note. — Philip Gibbs, the War 
Correspondent, was one day walk - 
ing through a street in Arras, 
when he suddenly heard a lady 
singing. He thought it rather 
odd that where so much danger 
lurked a woman should still he ! 
there, singing at the top of her 
voice. He looked through the 
door and there saw an Officer 
playing a “ I)ecca ” Gramophone. 

K. C. C. 


©EGCA 

THE PORTABLE OTOPHONE 


Self-contained, needs no case, has 
no loose parts, and is ready to 
play immediately opened. Any 
make and size of needle record is 
playable on the " Decca.” 

Of Harrods, Army and Navy Stores, 
Whiteley’s, Selfridge’s, Carnages and 
all leading Stores and Music Dealers. 

Leather Cloth. I Comprised Flbr*. 

£7 15 0 I £8 18 0 

Solid Cowhide. 

£12 12 U 


n.utrstcd Pold.r, and name of nearest agent, 
freeonani’h ntiunto 
the munufactu; ers— 

THE DECCA CO., 

36. WORSHIP ST., 

LONDON, E.C.2. 

Proprietor * : 

Barnett samuei. 

& sons. Ltu. 
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MR. PUNCH’S SPY PLAY. 

{Just to be in tlxc fashion.) 
“Getting the Bird.” 

At the Headquarters of the Umpteenth 
Army General Halibut is preparing 
for next Friday's attack , with the aid 
of a large map and many “ Tut-tuts” 
lie rings the bell for an orderly. 

General (to himself as the orderly 
comes in ). Tut-tut, tut-tut-tut, tut-tut. 
[The orderly disappears again 
with every sign of alarm. 
General (looking up). What the 

douce (He rings the bell again; the 

orderly's head appears round the door.) 
What the deuco arc you doing ? 

Orderly (coming in). Beg pardon, 
Sir, my nerves aren’t what thoy wore. 
Last time I got wounded was by one of 
thorn machine-guns. 

General. Tut-tut, tut-tut-tut 

Orderly (standing his ground with a 
great effort). Yes, Sir. 

General. Tell Lieut. Mullet that 1 
wish to see him at once. 

Orderly. Yos, Sir. [He turns to go. 
General. Tut-tut, tut-tut-tut, tut-tut. 
[The orderly hurries into cover. 

Enter Lieut. Dick Mullet, Y.C., O.B.E., 
etc., etc. 

Dick. You wish to speak to me, Sir? 
General. Yes. Sit down, Mullet. 
(Impressively) Mullet, we have a spy at 
Headquarters. 



“You WISH TO SPEAK TO ME, SIR?" 


Dick. Good heavens, Sir ! Whom do 
you suspect ? 

General. 1 don’t suspect anyone, bfct 
there is a leakage somewhere. 

Dick. It certainly looks like it, Sir. 

General. The Germans get to know 
everything. Thoy knew as hiuch about 
my last attack as l did myself ; I ’m 
not sure that thoy didn’t know more. 
(Picking up a pa\>er) The result was 
that, instead of taking five or ten thou- 


sand prisoners and a hundred guns, ns 
we might have expected, we actually 
captured (putting on his glasses and 
reading from the paper) two mules and 
a sergeant-major. Whon the operations 
wore over, we had advanced (referring 
to the paper again) an averago depth ol 
nine inches on a front of twenty-seven 
yards. (Looking npi) It won’t do, 
Mullet. 

Dick. No, Sir. Thero’s a Hidden 
Hand somewhero. 



Dick comes in, holding a woolly pen- 
guin IN ONE HAND ANL» A REVOLVER IN THE 
OTHER. 

General. It isn’t the hand I mind, 
but there ’s a Hidden Bar, Mullet, a 
| Hidden Bar. 

Dick. Yes, Sir. (After profound 
thought) The question is, who is it? 

General. You ’re quite right, Mullet. 
Who is it? 

Dick (thoughtfully). Have you no- 
ticed the way Colonel Conger drinks 
his soup ? 

General. Tut-tut! You mean ? 

Dick. I mean, Sir, are you sure that 
Colonel Conger is as English as he 
appears to bo ? 

General. Good heavens ! you suggest 
that Colonel Conger’s is the dastard 
hand — dastard ear, I should say — 
which is plotting against England? 

Dick. 1 think lie ought to be watched, 
Sir. 

General.. Yes, you’re right. Keep 
an eye on him, Mullet. You’d better 
start keeping it now. 

Dick. Yes, Sir. [He goes out. 

General (returning to his maps). Tut- 
tut! Conger? Tut-tut-tut. (The noise 
of a child's toy-pistol is heard.) Good 
heavens ! the Germans have antici- 
pated our attack. 

[Dick comes in, holding a woolly 
penguin in one hand and a re- 
volver in the other. 

Dick. I shot this pigeon, Sir, as it 
was flying towards the Gorman lines 
with a message in its beak. (Taking a 
paper out of his pocket) Here is the 
message. 


General (after reading it to himself). 
It seems’ innocent enough. 

Dick. As Longfellow said, Sir, 
“Things are not always what they 
seem.” 

General. Which Longfellow was that 
— t lie gunner? * 

Dirk. Ho 's an American, Sir. I 
don’t know if he’s joined up yet. 

General. Well, 1 daresay he’s right. 
(Reading) “ Ask Thomas to always cook 
kidneys I a.m. Bill.” But there's 
nothing in that, Mullet, except that 
some ollicer called William lilies his 
kidneys well done. That is, if ho break- 
fasts at the usual hour. Thomas, no 
doubt, is his batmivn. 
j Hick. The question is, Sir, why does 
William split bis infinitives? 

General. Probably bo was a reporter 
before ho joined the army. 

Dick. I think there is another reason, 
Sir. If you tako the first letter of each 
word you will see. 

General. Tut-tut, Mullet. A-t tack 
4 A.M.” 

Dick (quietly). I think, Sir, that that 
is the hour for which the attack on 
Kiiday is arranged? 

General (thumping the table). You ’re 
right. Wo have discovered the leakage. 
But one thing we have yet to discover. 
(Sinking his voire) Whose is the das- 
tard hand which screens itself behind 
the plumage of this innocent bird ? 

Enter a V.A.D. or W.A.A.G. or some- 
thing, called Lillian, s > as to get a 
little love-interest into the play. 



“ Private Lino, tp you please, General." 


Lillian. Oh, I beg your pardon, I 

Dick. Oh, General, this is my cousin, 
Lady Lillian Ling. Lillian, this is my 
General, Sir Hector Halibut. 

General (holding out his hand). Ho\v, 
do you do, Lady Lillian ? 

Lillian (saluting). Private Ling, if 
you please, General. 

General. I beg your pardon ? 



Punch’s Almanack for 1919. 


Lillian, ft’ivlto Ling of the W.A.S. 
S.T. 

'General. Good heavens! who are 
they _? 

J)ick. Tlio Women’s Army of Stage 
Spy Thwai tci s. was just going to 
suggest, Sir, that sl^o might he helpful 
to us. 

Lillian. I wont through a course at 
one of the principil London theatres, 
'General. 1 am fully qualilied. 

( tenoral . Tut-tut. This is most op- 
portune. (/[anding message) • Then 
what do you make of that? 

Lilftan (muling). “Attack 4 a.m.” 

General. I fa you were right, Mullet. 

Dick, Yes, Sir, I c thought there was 
something fishy about those kidneys. 

Lillian. Who sent this, Geneial? 

Geneial. That’s what we want you 
to find out. Whoso is the dastaid hand 

which screens itself — which How 

did 1 put it last time, Mullet? 

Dick (trying to think). Something 
about innocent plumage, Sir. 

(tenoral.' Yes, that’s it. Whose is 
the innocent plumage 

Lillian (i helpfully ). You want to 
know who wrote it, General? 

General (thought full y). Yes, yes. 
That ’s what it amounts to, doesn’t it, 
Mullot ? 

Dick. Yes, Sir. 

Lillian takes out a tape measure 
and measures the penguin , the 
letter and Dick's hoots. 

Lillian. T thought so. Have you a 
Colonel Conger on your staff? 

General. Good heavens! that’s just 
what Mullet said. Yet novor was there 


c. \ 


oncl Conger in England. I watched 
him, while ho was stationed on the 
East coast, signalling with his cigarette 
end to Zeppelins. I have seen him 
when he was on sick leave at Brighton, 
lloating on his back outside his bathing- 
machine and semaphoring with his 
feet to submarines. I know Colonel 
Conger, liis real name is Scldossen- 
poffer. 

General ( horrified ). SchlossenpofTer? 
Tlio famous spy who photographed 
the defences of the Regent’s Park 
Canal in 19.2? 

Lillian. The same, General. But we 
have never had enough evidence on 
which to arrest him. 

General. You shall have it now. This 
time wo will catch him in the act. 

Lillian [anxiously). In uienust Ac: 
General. Don’t spoil the play. 

General. This is the Last Act. 

Lillian. Oh, well, then, it’s oasv 
enough. (Taking command) Dick, teh 



General, Lady Lillian, ho is your 


the sentries to keep a sharp look-out. prisoner. I am at your orders. 

(Exit Dick.) General, toll Colonel Lillian. Will you send him to me, 
Conger that the attack has been post- General? 

poned for an hour. Ho will send off General. Mullet, tell Colonel Conger 
another pigeon. Your sentries will do that I wish to see him in here. (Exit 
the rest. D ck.) Lady Lillian, England will 

General (in amazement). What a never forget what you have dono for 
woman 1 [lie goes out. her this day. On behalf of the Ump- 

Jjillian (to the ceiling). Dick l My teenth Army I thank you. [lie goes out. 


Dick ! | Dick comes hack. 

Dick. I ’ve told the Sergeant, (Taking 
her hand) Lillian, I have had no chance 
to speak before, although it must have 


Lillian sits down at the General’s 
table. Enter Conger, an obvious 
Hun to anybody not on the stage. 
Conger. Ah.thepootiful Lady Lillian! 


*‘I WATC11J2I) 1I1M 8IUNALLISO.” 

1 f moro obvious Englishman, or one 
whp drank tho King's health more 
heartily oil guest n ghts. 

Lillian. 1 knew something of Col- 


heen clear to tho audience that i love Tho General vos not here, hein? 
you. (Passionately) Will you marry Jjillian (calmly). SchlossenpofTer, 
mo if 1 can wangle a fortnight’s leavo? further disguise is useless. The day of 
Lillian (nobly). Until Schlossenpofler reckoning is hero, 
is powerless for evil I cannot think of Conger (surprised). Who vos it you 
love. 1 have my duty, Dick. ‘call SchlossenpofTer? I am an English 

[The General comes 

General. I ’ o told him. ./jgSjfcj // 

You’ve warned tho sen- 

Sergoant of the guard’s „ * * * ot , 

n , “Who vos it you call Schlosskni'offer? 

compliments, h r, and one 

of his men has just bayoneted this hero colonel. Vos I not educated at Eton 
bird as it was making off to Germany, and Harrow, and did 1 not play polo 
And here ’s the letter it had under its for the M.C.C. (Seeing the penguins) 
wing. | Ha, my so pootiful pirds! 

\ Hands letter and goes out . Lillian . Yes, SchlossenpofTer, your 

General (tearing it open). Now wo innocent accomplices have uiven up 
havo him. (Heading) “ Kidneys post- their secret. 






“W T 110 VOS IT YOU CALL SCI1LOSSKNPOFFER? " 


poned to live.” That ’s dono it. 
Lillian. At la 4! 


Conger (in baffled rage). Donner- 
wetter! Gott in Hiimnel! Iloch der 
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Chairman — a very fine 
tobacco that yields a pleasure 
with every pipe. 

Chairman is medium in strength : Boardman’s is the same 
tobacco but milder, and Recorder the same but fuller 
flavoured. Sold by all good class tobacconists and stores at 
I l£d. per oz. in 1 & 2 oz. packets, and in \ lb. tins at 3/9. 


R. J. Let. Ltd. 


Manchester. 
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SIX-CYLINDER 
MOTOR CARRIAGE 

THE MASTERPIECE OF ENGINEERING 


WITH OVER A CENTURY’S 
ENGINEERING EXPERIENCE 
BEHIND IT 


THE WORLD’S PROVED BEST CAR 


D. NAPIER & SON LTD. 

Contractors to the British and Allied Governments 


Works : 

ACTON, LONDON, W. 
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Brings Health 


S uccess in life as in 

warfare can only be 
achieved by eneigy and per- 
sistence. But these all- 
important qualities in the 
individual depend upon the 
maintenance of subtle 
sources of vitality which 
must daily be replenished 
and rebuilt. Every output 
of energy, every persistent 
effort, exhausts part of the 


reserves stored in the body 
to meet the daily demands, 
and unless these reserves 
arc quickly replenished ihe 
demands of the next day 
overtake the supply, and loss 
of efficiency results. 

Wherever the nerves or 
tissues are underfed or 
the strength is flagging, 
4 B Y N O G E N * is a valu- 
able and agreeable food. 


Sold by all Chemists at lj9, 3J-, 5/- and 9/- 

ALLEN & HANBURYS Ltd. LO S^.f 1 

Established in the City of London A.D. 1715. 




P REFERENCE is always 
given, in the execution of 
orders for Lotus set vice bools, 
to those from men in the over- 
seas expeditionary forces. Their 
orders, however short the sup- 
ply of these boots may be. are 
always executed when sent 
home either through friends or 
direct to the shops appointed 
to sell Lotus. 

In every town there is one, in 
many towns there are two or 
more, of then; shops, that 
arrange for these boots to be 
despatched direct from the 
makers direct to France, Italy, 
Macedonia, Palestine etc. 

Lot s service boots, low leg as 
well as high leg, arc guaranteed 
waterproof. But service boots 
are never Lotus, however mi ch 
they may look like i hem, unless 
they have the name branded on 
the soles. 

No. 359 Low I.i»g 60 /. 

No. 3bi a High Leg *)«/- 
Guaranteed Waierptoof 

Lotus Ltd. Stafford 

Makers of Lotus and Delta BooA A 
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She. “Oh, John, I’m almost dkad. I’ve cahhied this great can out fifteen times to water the roses.” 
lie. “Why didn’t you wait for me?” 

She. “Well, ir looked so like rain I was afraid they’d never get done at all ip I didn’t do them at once.” 


Kaiser! ( Bringing out his revolver) \ Lillian. Wait a moment, Dick. 

At least you shall not take mo alive. ,, . n i , 

(He shoots himself six times and throws ■ J 

the revolver down in despair.) Not oven j Orderly. Colonel Congers compli- 
vot you call a blighty ! ! inonts, Miss, and he’s accidentally 

Lillian . I’m sorry. I took tho cart- swallowed of a Mills liand-gronade. 

Lillian (anxiously). Did 
he say if lie had taken the 
pin out ? 

Orderly. Ho didn’t ex- 
actly say, Miss, but he 
seemed anxious like. 

Lillian (hold in j up her 
hand). Listen ! 

[/I muffled explosion 
is heard. 

Orderly. Sounds as if 
tho pin had worked out, 
Miss. [He (joes out. 

Dick, Can you give ino 
your answer now, Lillian ? 

Lillian (jiving him her 
hands). You know what 
ridges out five minutes ago. I thought it is, Dick. [So does everybody else. 
it would be safer. j Enter the General. 

Conger. Bah! I will geUtlio better' General (patting Dickon the shoulder). 
of you yet. j That’s right, my hoy. Km brace her; 

[He ukshes from the room . Dick ! she’s yours. And when you come back 



A MUFFLED EXPLOSION IS HEARD. 


comes in at the other door. 
Dick . Lillian ! Is it all right ? 


from, your honeymoon leave you will 
| take Colonel Conger’s place on the Stall. 


Dick . I don’t know how to thank 
you, Sir. 



"Give these to the cook.” 


General. Tut-tut, tut-tut-tufc. 

[He rings the bell and the orderly 
comes in. 

Orderly. Yes, Sir? 

General. Colonel Mullot and Lady 
Lillian Ling will dino with me to-night. 
(He hands the otderly the brace of pen- 
guins) Give those to tho cook. 

Curtain. 
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